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TO  MT  NIECE, 

THE  COUNTESS  OP  MINTO, 

^hi0  SB0tk 

IB    INBCBIBED. 


PREFACE. 


All  my  Kfe  I  have  been  a  student  of  French  memoir-history. 
In  this  species  of  literature  France  is  remarkably  rich.  There 
exist  contemporary  memoirs  and  chronicles,  from  a  very  early 
period  down  to  the  present  time,  in  which  are  preserved  not  only 
admirable  outlooks  over  general  events,  but  details  of  language, 
character,  dress,  and  n^anners,  not  to  be  found  elsewhere.  I  was 
bold  enough  to  fancy  that  somewhat  yet  remained  to  tell ; — say — 
of  the  caprices  and  eccentricities  of  Louis  XIII.,  of  the  homeli- 
ness of  Henri  Quatre,  of  the  feminine  tenderness  of  Gabrielle 
d'Estr^es,  of  the  lofty  piety  and  unquestioning  confidence  of 
Louise  de  Lafayette,  of  the  romantic  vicissitudes  of  Mademoiselle 
de  Montpensier ;  and  that  some  pictures  might  be  made  of  these 
old  French  personages  for  English  readers  in  a  way  that  should 
pourtray  the  substance  and  spirit  of  history,  without  affecting  to 
maintain  its  form  and  dress. 

In  all  I  have  written  I  have  sought  carefully  to  work  into  my 
dialogue  each  word  and  sentence  recorded  of  the  individual,  every 
available  trait  or  peculiarity  of  character  to  be  found  in  con- 
temporary memoirs,  every  tradition  that  has  come  down  to  us. 

To  be  true  to  life  has  been  my  object.  Keeping  close  to  the 
background  of  history,  I  have  endeavoured  to  group  the  figures 
of  my  foreground  as  they  grouped  themselves  in  actUal  life. 
I  have  framed  them  in  the  frames  in  which  they  really  lived. 

Frances  Elliot. 

Fa&ley  Hill  Court, 
Christmas,  1872. 
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OLD  COURT  LIFE  IN  FRANCE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

FRANCIS   I. 

We  are  in  the  sixteenth  century.  Europe  is  young  in 
artistic  life.  The  minds  of  men  are  moved  by  the  dis- 
cussions, councils,  protests,  and  contentions  of  the  Eefor- 
mation.  The  printing  press  is  spreading  knowledge  into 
every  comer  of  the  globe. 

At  this  period,  three  highly  educated  and  unscrupulous 
yoimg  men  divide  the  power  of  Europe.  They  are  Heniy 
VIII.  of  England,  Charles  V.  of  Austria,  and  Francis  I. 
of  France.  Each  is  magnificent  in  taste ;  each  is  desirous 
of  power  and  conquest.  Each  acts  as  a  spur  to  the  others 
both  in  peace  and  in  war.  They  introduce  the  cultivated 
tastes,  the  refined  habits,  the  freedom  of  thought  of  modem 
life,  and  from  the  period  in  which  they  fiourish  modern 
history  dates. 

Of  these  three  monarchs  Francis  is  the  boldest,  cleverest, 
and  most  profligate.  The  elegance,  refinement,  and  luxury 
of  his  court,  are  unrivalled ;  and  this  luxury  strikes  the 
senses  from  its  contrast  with  the  frugal  habits  of  the 
ascetic  Louis  XI.  and  the  homely  Louis  XII. 

His  reign  educated  Europe.  If  ambition  led  him  towards 
Italy,  it  was  as  much  to  capture  the  arts  of  that  classic 
land  and  to  bear  them  back  in  triumph  to  France,  as  to 
acquire  the  actual  territory.  Francis  introduced  the 
French  Kenaissance,  that  subtle  union  of  elaborate  orna- 
mentation with  purity  of  design  which  was  the  renovation 
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2  OLD  COURT  LIFE    IN   FRANCE. 

of  art.  When  and  how  he  acquired  such  exact  appreciation 
of  the  beautiful  is  unexplained.  That  he  possessed  judg- 
ment and  taste  is  proved  by  the  monuments  he  left 
behind,  and  by  his  patronage  of  the  greatest  masters  of 
their  several  arts. 

The  wealth  of  beauty  and  colour,  the  flowing  lines  of 
almost  divine  expression  in  the  works  of  the  Italian 
painters  of  the  Cinque-cento,  delighted  the  sensuous  soul 
of  Francis.  Wherever  he  lived  he  gathered  treasures  of 
their  art  around  him.  Such  a  nature  as  his  had  no  sym- 
pathy with  the  meritorious  but  precise  elaboration  of  the 
contemporary  Dutch  school,  led  by  the  Van  Eycks  and 
Holbein.  It  was  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  the  head  of  the 
Milanese  school,  who  blended  power  and  tenderness,  that 
Francis  delighted  to  honour.  He  brought  Cellini,  Prima- 
ticcio,  and  Leonardo  from  Italy,  and  never  wearied  of  their 
company.  He  established  the  aged  Leonardo  at  the 
Ch§,teau  de  Clos,  near  his  own  castle  of  Amboise,  where 
the  painter  is  said  to  have  died  in  the  arms  of  his  royal 
patron. 

As  an  architect,  Francis  left  his  mark  beyond  any  other 
sovereign  of  Europe.  He  transformed  the  gloomy  fortress- 
home — embattled,  turreted,  and  moated — into  the  elabo- 
rately decorated,  manorial  ohS,teau.  The  bare  and  foot- 
trodden  space  without,  enclosed  with  walls  of  defence,  was 
changed  into  green  lawns  and  over-arching  bowers  break- 
ing the  vista  toward  the  royal  forest,  the  flowing  river, 
and  the  open  campagne. 

Francis  had  a  mania  for  building.  Like  Louis  XIV., 
who  in  the  century  following  built  among  the  sandhills  of 
Versailles,  Francis  insisted  on  creating  a  fairy  palace  amid 
the  flat  and  dusty  plains  of  Sologne.  Here  the  Kenaissance  • 
was  to  achieve  its  triumph.  At  Chambord,  near  Blois, 
were  massed  every  device,  decoration,  and  eccentricity  of 
his  favourite  style.  So  identified  was  this  place  with  its 
creator,  that  even  his  intriguing  life  peeps  out  in  the 
double  staircase  under  the  central  tower — representing  a 
gigantic  fleur-de-lys  in  stone — ^where  those  who  ascend 
are  invisible  to  those  who   descend;  in  the  doors,  con- 
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cealed  in  sUding  panels  behind  the  arras ;  and  in  many 
double  walls  and  secret  stairs. 

Azay  le  Eideau,  built  on  a  beautifully  wooded  island  on 
the  river  Indre,  though  less  known  than  Chambord,  was 
and  is  an  exquisite  specimen  of  the  Eenaissance.  It  owes 
the  fascination  of  its  graceful  outlines  and  peculiar  orna- 
mentation to  the  master-hand  which  has  graven  his 
crowned  P  and  Salamander  on  its  quaint  facades.  The 
Louvre  and  Fontainebleau  are  also  signed  by  these  mono- 
grams. He,  and  his  son  Henry  II.,  made  these  piles  the 
Ltoric  monuments  we  now  behold. 

Such  was  Francis,  the  artist.  As  a  soldier,  he  followed 
in  the  steps  of  Bayard,  "  Sans  peur  et  sans  reproche."  He 
perfected  that  poetic  code  of  honour  which  reconciles  the 
wildest  courage  with  generosity  towards  an  enemy.  A 
knight-errant  in  love  of  danger  and  adventur-e,  Francis 
comes  to  us  as  the  perfect  type  of  the  chivalrous  French- 
man ;  ready  to  do  battle  on  any  provocation  either  as  king 
or  gentleman,  either  at  the  head  of  his  army,  in  the  tour- 
nament, or  in  the  duello.  He  loved  all  that  was  gay, 
bright,  and  beautiful.  He  delighted  in  the  repose  of  peace, 
yet  no  monarch  ever  plunged  his  country  into  more  ruinous 
and  causeless  wars.  Though  capable  of  the  tenderest  and 
purest  aflfection,  no  man  was  ever  more  heartless  and  cruel 
in  principle  and  conduct. 

Francis,  Due  de  Valois,*  was  educated  at  home  by  his 
mother,  Madame  Louise  de  Savoie,  Duchesse  d'Angouleme, 
Eegent  of  France,  together  with  his  brilliant  sister. 
Marguerite,  '*  the  pearl  of  the  Valois,"  poetess,  story-teller, 
artist,  and  politician.  Each  of  these  royal  ladies  was 
tenderly  attached  to  the  clever,  handsome  youth,  and 
together  formed  what  they  chose  to  call  "a  trinity  of 
love."  The  old  Castle  of  Amboise,  in  Touraine,  the 
favourite  abode  of  Louis  XII.,  continued  to  be  their  home 
after  his  death.  Here,  too,  the  hand  of  Francis  is  to  be 
traced  in  sculptured  windows  and  architectural  facades,  in 
noble  halls  and  broad  galleries,  and  in  the  stately  terraced 
gardens  overlooking  the  Loire  which  flows  beneath   its 

1  See  Note  1. 
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4  OLD    COURT   LIFE    IN    FRANCE. 

walls.  Here,  under  the  formal  lime  alleys  and  flowering 
groves,  or  in  the  shadow  of  the  still  fortified  bastions,  the 
brother  and  sister  sat  or  wandered  side  by  side,  on  many 
a  summer  day ;  read  and  talked  of  poetry  and  troubadours, 
of  romance  and  chivalry,  of  Arthur,  Eoland  and  Charle- 
magne, of  spells  and  witcheries,  and  of  Merlin  the 
enchanter,  whose  magic  failed  before  a  woman^s  glance. 

Printing  at  that  time  having  become  general,  literature 
of  all  kinds  circulated  in  every  direction,  stirring  men's 
minds  with  fresh  tides  of  knowledge.  Marguerite  de 
Valois,  who  was  called  "the  tenth  Muse,"  dwelt  upon 
poetry  and  fiction,  and  already  meditated  her  Boccaccio- 
like stories,  afterwards  to  be  published  under  the  title  of 
the  "  Heptameron."  Francis  gloated  over  such  adventures 
as  were  detailed  in  the  roundelay  of  the  "  Four  Sons  of 
Aymon,"  a  ballad  of  that  day,  devoured  the  history  of 
«  Amadis  de  Gaul,"  and  tried  his  hand  in  twisting  maky  a 
love-rhyme,  after  the  fashion  of  the  "  Eomaunt  of  the 
Eose.'^ 

In  such  an  idyllic  life  of  love,  of  solitude,  and  of 
thought,  full  of  the  humanising  courtesies  of  family  life, 
was  formed  the  paradoxical  character  of  Francis,  who  above 
all  men  possessed  what  the  French  describe  as  "the  reverse 
of  his  qualities.'*  His  fierce  passions  still  slumbered,  his 
imagination  was  filled  with  poetry,  his  heart  beat  high  with 
the  endearing  love  of  a  brother  and  a  son.  His  reckless 
courage  vented  itself  in  the  chase,  among  the  royal  forests 
of  Amboise  and  of  Chanteloup,  that  darkened  the  adjacent 
hills,  or  in  a  tustle  with  the  boorish  citizens,  or  travelling 
merchants,  in  the  town  below. 

Thus  he  grew  into  manhood,  his  stately  yet  condescending 
maimers,  handsome  person,  and  romantic  courage,  gaining 
hiih  devoted  adherents.  Yet  when  we  remember  that 
Francis  served  as  the  type  for  Hugo's  play  of  Le  Roi 
8^ amuse  we  pause  and — ^thmk. 


CHAPTER  II. 

CHARLES   DE   BOURBON. 

The  Court  is  at  Amboise.  Francis  is  only  twenty,  and 
still  solicits  the  advice  of  his  mother,  Louise  de  Savoie, 
regent  during  his  minority.  Marguerite,  now  married  t6 
the  Due  d'Alen9on,  has  also  considerable  influence  over 
him.  Both  these  princesses,  who  are  mth  him  at  Amboise, 
insist  on  the  claims  of  their  kinsman,  Charles  de  Mont- 
pensier.  Due  de  Bourbon, — ^in  right  of  his  wife,  Suzanne, 
only  daughter  and  heiress  of  Pierre,  the  last  duke, — ^to  be 
appointed  Constable  of  France.  It  is  an  office  next  in 
power  to  the  sovereign,  and  has  not  been  revived  since  the 
treasonable  conspiracy  of  the  Comte  de  St.  Pol,  in  the  reign 
of  Louis  XL 

Bourbon  is  only  twenty-six,  but  he  is  already  a  hero. 
He  has  braved  death  again  and  again  in  the  battle-field 
with  daimtless  valour.  In  person  he  is  tall  and  handsome. 
In  mannel^s,  he  is  frank,  bold,  and  prepossessing;  but 
when  ojffended,  his  proud  nature  easily  turns  to  vindictive 
and  almost  savage  revenge.  Invested  with  the  double 
dignity  of  General  of  the  royal  forces  and  Constable  of 
France,  he  comes  to  Amboise  to  salute  the  King  and  the 
princesses,  who  are  both  strangely  interested  in  his  career, 
and  to  take  the  last  commands  from  Francis,  who  does  not 
now  propose  accompanying  his  army  into  Italy. 

There  is  a  restless,  mobile  expression  on  Boui-bon's  dark 
yet  comely  face,  that  tells  of  strong  passions  ill  suppressed. 
A  man  capable  of  ardent  and  devoted  love,  and  of  bitter 
hate ;  his  marriage  with  his  cousin  Suzanne,  lately  dead, 
had  been  altogether  a  political  alliance  to  bring  him  royal 
kindred,  wealth,  and  power.   Suzanne  had  failed  to  interest 
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his  heart.  It  is  said  that  another  passion  has  long  engaged 
him.  Francis  may  have  some  hint  as  to  who  the  lady  is, 
and  may  recent  Bourbon's  presumption.  At  all  events,  the 
Constable  is  no  favourite  with  the  Eing.  He  dislikes  his 
fanfaronnade  and  haughty  address.  He  loves  not  either  to 
see  a  subject  of  his  own  age  so  powerful  and  so  magni- 
ficent ;  it  trenches  too  much  on  his  own  prerogatives  of 
success.  Besides,  as  lads,  Bourbon  and  Francis  had  quar- 
relled at  a  game  of  maille.  The  King  had  challenged 
Bourbon  but  had  never  fought  him,  and  Bourbon  resented 
this  refusal  as  an  affi-ont  to  his  honour. 

The  Constable,  mounted  on  a  splendid  charger,  with 
housings  of  black  velvet,  and  attended  by  a  brilliant  suite, 
gallops  into  the  courtyard.  His  fine  person  is  set  off  by  a 
rich  surcoat,  worn  over  a  suit  of  gilded  armour.  He  wears 
a  red  and  white  panache  in  his  helmet,  and  his  sword  and 
dagger  are  thickly  incrusted  with  diamonds. 

At  the  top  of  the  grand  staircase  are  posted  one  himdred 
archers ;  royal  pages  conduct  the  Constable  through  the 
range  of  state  apartments. 

The  King  receives  Bourbon  in  the  great  gallery  hung 
with  tapestry.  He  is  seated  on  a  chair  of  state,  orna- 
mented with  elaborate  carving,  on  which  the  arms  of 
France  are  in  high  relief.  This  chair  is  placed  on  a  raised 
floor,  or  dais,  covered  with  a  carpet.  Beside  him  stands 
the  grand  master  of  the  ceremonies,  who  introduces  the 
Constable  to  the  King.  Francis,  who  inclines  his  head 
and  raises  his  cap  for  an  instant,  is  courteous  but  cold. 
Marguerite  d'Alen9on  is  present;  like  Bourbon,  she  is 
imhappily  mated.  The  Due  d'Alen9on  is,  physically  and 
mentaUy,  her  inferior.  When  the  Constable  salutes  the 
King,  Marguerite  stands  apart.  Conscious  that  her 
brother's  eyes  read  her  thoughts,  she  blushes  deeply  and 
averts  her  face.  Bourbon  advances  to  the  spot  where  she 
is  seated  in  the  recess  of  an  oriel  window.  He  bows  low 
before  her;  Marguerite  rises,  and  offers  him  her  hand. 
Their  eyes  meet.  There  is  no  disguise  in  the  passionate 
glance  of  the  Constable ;  Marguerite,  confused  and  em- 
barrassed, turns  away. 
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"Has  your  highness  no  word  of  kindness  for  your 
kinsman?"  says  the  Constable,  in  a  low  voice. 

"You  know,  cousin,  your  interests  are  ever  dear  to  me," 
replies  she,  in  the  same  tone ;  then,  curtseying  deeply  to 
the  King,  she  takes  the  arm  of  her  husband,  M.  d'Alen9on, 
who  was  killing  flies  at  the  window,  and  leaves  the  gallery. 

"Diable!"  says  Francis  to  his  confidant,  Claude  de 
Guise,  in  an  imdertone ;  "  My  sister  is  scarcely  civil  to  the 
Constable.  Did  you  observe,  she  hardly  answered  him? 
All  the  better.  It  will  teach  Bourbon  humility,  and  not 
to  look  too  high  for  a  mate." 

"  Yet  her  lughness  pleaded  eagerly  with  your  Majesty 
for  his  advancement." 

"  Yes,  yes ;  that  was  to  please  our  mother.  Suzanne  de 
Bourbon  was  her  cousin,  and  the  Eegent  promised  her 
before  her  death  to  support  her  husband's  claims." 

Meanwhile,  the  Constable  receives,  with  a  somewhat 
reserved  and  haughty  civility,  the  compliments  of  the 
Court.  He  is  conscious  of  an  antagonistic  atmosphere.  It 
is  well  known  that  the  King  loves  him  not;  and  whom 
the  King  loves  not  neither  does  the  courtier. 

A  page  then  approaches,  and  invites  the  Constable,  in 
the  name  of  Queen  Claude,  to  join  her  afternoon  circle. 
Meanwhile,  he  is  charged  to  conduct  the  Constable  to  an 
audience  with  the  Eegent-mother,  who  awaits  him  in  her 
apartments. 

The  King  had  been  cool  and  the  Princess  silent  and 
reserved:  not  so  the  Eegent  Louise  de  Savoie,  who  ad- 
vances to  meet  the  Constable  with  unmistakable  eagerness. 

"  I  congratulate  you,  my  cousin,"  she  says,  holding  out 
both  her  hands  to  him,  which  he  receives  kneeling,  "  on 
the  dignity  with  which  my  son  has  invested  you.  I  may 
add,  that  I  was  not  altogether  idle  in  the  matter." 

"  Your  highness  will,  I  hope,  be  justified  in  the  favour 
you  have  shown  me,"  replies  the  Constable  coldly. 

"  Be  seated,  my  cousin,"  continues  Louise.  "  I  have 
desired  to  see  you  alone  that  I  might  fully  explain  with 
what  grief  I  find  myself  obliged,  by  the  express  orders  of 
my  son,  to  dispute  with  a  kmsman  I  so  much  esteem  as 
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yourself " — she  pauses  a  moment,  the  Constable  bows 
gravely — '^  the  inheritance  of  my  poor  cousin,  your  wife, 
Madame  Suzanne  de  Bourbon.  Suzanne  was  dear  to  me, 
and  you  also.  Constable,  have  a  high  place  in  my  regard.'' 

Louise  ceases.  She  looks  simificantly  at  the  Constable, 
as  if  waiting  for  him  to  answir;  but  he  does  not  reply; 
and  again  bows. 

"I  am  placed,"  continues  the  Kegent,  the  colour 
gathering  on  her  cheek,  "  in  a  most  painful  alternative. 
The  ChanceUor  has  insisted  on  the  legality  of  my  claims- 
claims  on  the  inheritance  of  your  late  wife,  daughter  of 
Pierre,  Due  de  Bourbon,  my  cousin.  I  will  not  trouble 
you  with  details.  My  son  urges  the  suit.  My  own  feelings 
plead  strongly  against  proceeding  any  farther  in  the 
matter."    She  hesitates  and  stops. 

"  Your  highness  is  of  course  aware  that  the  loss  of  this 
suit  would  be  absolute  ruin  to  me  ?  "  says  Bourbon,  looking 
hard  at  Louise. 

''  I  fear  it  would  be  most  disastrous  to  your  fortunes. 
That  they  are  dear  to  me,  judge — you  are  by  my  interest 
made  Constable  of  France,  second  only  in  power  to  my 
son." 

'^  I  have  already  expressed  my  gratitude,  madame." 

"  But,  Constable,"  continues  Louise  de  Savoie,  speaking 
with  much  animation,  "why  have  you  insisted  on  your 
claims — ^why  not  have  trusted  to  the  gratitude  of  the  King 
towards  a  brave  and  zealous  subject?  Why  not  have 
counted  on  myself,  who  have  both  power  and  will,  as  I 
have  shown,  to  protect  you  ?  " 

"  The  generosity  of  the  King  and  your  highness's  favour, 
which  I  accept  with  gratitude,  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
legal  rights  of  my  late  wife's  inheritance.  I  desire  not, 
madame,  to  be  beholden  in  such  matters  even  to  your 
highness  or  to  his  Majesty." 

"  Well,  Constable,  well,  as  you  will ;  you  are,  I  know, 
of  a  proud  and  noble  nature.  But  I  have  desired  earnestly," 
and  the  Begent  rises  and  places  herself  on  another  chair 
nearer  the  Constable,  "  to  ascertain  from  your  own  lips  if 
this  suit  cgunot  b^  settled  a  P amiable.     There  are  many 
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means  of  accommodating  a  lawsuit,  Duke.  Madame  Anne, 
wife  of  two  kings  of  France,  saved  Brittany  from  cruel 
wars  in  a  manner  worthy  of  imitation." 

"  Truly,"  replies  Bourbon  with  a  sigh ;  ^'  but  I  know 
not  what  princess  of  the  blood  would  enable  me  to  accom- 
modate  your  highness's  suit  in  so  agreeable  a  manner." 

"Have  you  not  yourself  formed  some  opinion  on  the 
subject?"  asks  Louise,  looking  at  the  Constable  with  un- 
disguised tenderness. 

"  No,  madame,  I  have  not.  Since  the  hand  of  your 
beautiful  daughter,  Madame  Marguerite,  is  engaged,  I 
know  no  one." 

"  But —  "  and  she  hesitates^  and  again  turns  her  eyes 
upon  him,  which  the  Constable  does  not  observe,  as  he  is 
adjusting  the  hilt  of  his  dagger — "  but — you  forget,  Duke, 
that  I  am  a  widow." 

As  she  speaks  she  places  her  hand  upon  that  of  the 
Constable,  and  gazes  into  his  face.  Bourbon  starts  violently 
and  looks  up.  Louise  de  Savoie,  still  holding  his  hand, 
meets  his  gaze  with  an  unmistakable  expression.  She  is 
forty  years  old,  but  vain  and  intriguing.  There  is  a  pause. 
Then  the  Constable  rises  and  drops  tiie  hand  which  had 
rested  so  softly  upon  his  own.  His  handsome  face  darkens 
into  a  look  of  disgust.  A  flush  of  rage  sends  the  blood 
tingling  to  the  cheeks  of  Louise. 

"Your  highness  mistakes  me,"  says  Bourbon.  "The 
respect  I  owe  to  his  Majesty,  the  disparity  of  our  years,  my 
own  feelings,  all  render  such  an  union  impossible.  Your 
highness  does  me  great  honour,  but  I  do  not  at  present 
intend  to  contract  any  other  alliance.  If  his  Majesty  goes 
to  law  with  me,  why  I  will  fight  him,  madame, — that  is  all." 

"  Enough,"  answers  Louise  in  a  hoarse  voice,  "  I  under- 
stand." The  Constable  makes  a  profound  obeisance  and 
retires. 

This  interview  was  the  first  act  in  that  long  and  intricate 
drama  by  which  the  spite  of  a  mortified  woman  drove  the 
Due  de  Bourbon — the  greatest  general  of  his  age,  under 
whom  the  arms  of  France  never  knew  defeat — ^to  become  a 
traitor  to  his  king  and  to  France. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

BROTHER  AND   SISTER. 

Years  have  passed ;  Francis,  with  his  wife,  Queen  Claude, 
daughter  of  Louis  XII.  and  Anne  of  Brittany,  is  at 
Chambord,  in  the  Touraine.  Claude,  but  for  the  Salic  law, 
would,  have  been  Queen  of  France.  In  her  childhood  she 
was  af&anced  to  Charles,  son  of  Philip  the  Fair,  afterwards 
Charles  V.  of  Germany,  the  great  rival  of  Francis.  Francis 
had  never  loved  her,  the  union  had  been  political;  yet 
Claude  is  gentle  and  devoted,  and  he  says  of  her,  "  that 
her  soul  is  as  a  rose  without  a  thorn."  This  queen — ^the 
darling  of  her  parents— can  neither  bear  the  indifference 
nor  the  infidelity  of  her  briUiant  husband,  and  dies  of  her 
neglected  love  at  the  early  age  of  twenty-five. 

Marguerite  d'Alen9on,  the  Duke  her  husband,  and  the 
Court,  are  assembled  for  hunting  in  the  forests  of  Sologne. 
Chambord,  then  but  a  gloomy  medieeval  fortress  lying  on 
low  swampy  lands  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Casson,  is 
barely  large  enough  to  accommodate  the  royal  party. 
Already  Francis  meditates  many  changes;  the  course  of 
the  river  Loire,  some  fifteen  miles  distant,  is  to  be  turned 
in  order  to  bathe  the  walls  of  a  sumptuous  palace,  not  yet 
fully  conceived  in  the  brain  of  the  royal  architect. 

It  is  spring ;  Francis  is  seated  in  the  broad  embrasure 
of  an  oriel  window,  in  an  oak-panelled  saloon  which  looks 
towards  the  surroimding  forest.  He  eagerly  watches  the 
gathering  clouds  that  veil  the  sun  and  threaten  to  prevent 
the  boar-hunt  projected  for  that  morning.  Beside  him,  in 
the  window,  sits  his  sister  Marguerite.  She  wears  a  black 
velvet  riding-habit,  faced  with  gold ;  her  luxuriant  hair  is 
gathered  into  a  net  under  a  plumed  hat  on  which  a  diamond 
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aigrette  glistens.  At  the  farther  end  of  the  room  Queen 
Claude  is  seated  on  a  high-backed  chair,  richly  carved,  in 
the  midst  of  her  ladies.  She  is  embroidering  an  altar-cloth ; 
her  face  is  pale  and  very  plaintive.  She  is  young,  and, 
though  not  beautiful,  there  is  an  angelic  expression  in  her 
large  grey  eyes,  a  dimpling  sweetness  about  her  mouth, 
that  indicate  a  nature  worliy  to  have  won  the  love  of  any 
man,  not  such  a  libertine  as  Francis.  Her  dress  is  plain 
and  rich,  of  grey  satin  trimmed  with  ermine ;  a  jewelled 
coif  is  upon  her  head.  She  bends  over  her  work,  now  and 
then  raising  her  wistful  eyes  with  an  ailxious  look  towards 
the  King.  The  Queen's  habits  are  sedentary,  and  the  issue 
of  the  hunting  party  is  of  no  personal  interest  to  her ;  she 
always  remains  at  home  wifti  her  children  and  ladies. 
Many  attendant  lords,  attired  for  hunting,  are  waiting  his 
Majesty's  pleasure  in  the  adjoining  gallery. 

"  Marguerite,"  says  the  King,  turning  to  the  Duchesse 
d'Alen9on,  as  the  sun  reappears  out  of  a  bank  of  cloud, 
*'  the  weather  mends ;  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  we  shall 
start.  Meanwhile,  dear  sister,  sit  beside  me.  MorbleUy 
how  well  that  riding-dress  becomes  you !  You  are  very 
handsome,  and  worthy  to  be  called  the  Eose  of  the  Valois. 
There  are  few  royal  ladies  in  our  Court  to  compare  to 
you;"  and  Francis  glances  significantly  at  his  gentle 
Queen,  busy  over  her  embroidery,  as  if  to  say — "  Would 
that  she  resembled  you  !  " 

Marguerite,  proud  of  her  brother's  praise,  reddens  with 
pleasure  and  reseats  herself  at  his  side.  "By-and-by  I 
shall  knock  down  this  sombre  old  fortress,"  continues 
Francis,  looking  out  of  the  window  at  the  gloomy  fa9ade, 
"  and  transform  it  into  a  hunting  chateau.  The  situation 
pleases  me,  and  the  surrounding  forest  is  full  of  game." 

"  My  brother,"  says  Marguerite,  interrupting  him  and 
speaking  in  an  earnest  voice,  for  her  eyes  have  not  followed 
the  direction  of  the  King's,  which  are  fixed  on  the  pro- 
spect ;  she  seems  not  to  have  heard  his  remarks,  and  her 
bright  look  has  changed  into  an  anxious  expression ;  "  my 
brother,  tell  me,  have  you. decided  upon  the  absolute  ruin 
of  Bourbon  ?    Think  how  his  haughty  spirit  must  chafe 
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under  the  repeated  marks  of  your  displeasure."  They  are 
both  silent.  Marguerite's  eyes  are  riveted  upon  the  King. 
Francis  is  embarrassed.  He  averts  his  face  from  the 
suppliant  look  cast  upon  him  by  his  sister,  and  again  turns 
to  the  window,  as  if  to  watch  the  rapidly  passing  clouds. 

"  My  sister,"  he  says  at  length,  ^'  Bourbon  is  not  a  loyal 
subject ;  he  is  unworthy  of  your  regard." 

"Sire,  I  cannot  believe  it.  Bourbon  is  no  traitor! 
But,  my  brother,  if  he  were,  have  you  not  tried  him 
sorely?  Have  you  not  driven  him  from  you  by  an  in- 
tolerable sense  of  injury  ?  Oh,  Francis,  remember  he  is 
our  kinsman,  your  most  zealous  servant ; — did  he  not  save 
your  life  at  Marignano?  Who  among  your  generals  is 
cool,  daring,  valiant,  wise  as  Bourbon  ?  Has  he  not  borne 
our  flag  triumphantly  through  Italy  ?  Have  the  French 
troops  under  him  ever  known  defeat?  Yet,  my  brother, 
you  have  now  publicly  disgraced  him."  Her  voice  trembles 
with  emotion ;  she  is  very  pale,  and  her  eyes  fill  with  tears. 

"By  the  mass.  Marguerite,  no  living  soul,  save  our 
mother,  would  dare  to  address  me  thus!"  exclaims  the 
King,  turning  towards  her.  He  is  much  moved.  Then, 
examining  her  countenance,  he  adds,  "  You  are  strangely 
agitated,  my  sister.  What  concern  have  you  with  the 
Constable?  Believe  me,  I  have  made  Bourbon  too 
powerful." 

"Not  now,  not  now,  Francis,  when  you  have,  at  the 
request  of  a  woman — of  Madame  de  Ch&teaubriand  too — 
taken  from  him  the  government  of  Milan;  when  he  is 
superseded  in  his  command ;  when  our  mother  is  pressing 
on  him  a  ruinous  suit,  with  your  sanction." 

At  the  name  of  Madame  de  Chateaubriand  Marguerite's 
whole  countenance  darkens  with  anger,  the  King's  face 
grows  crimson. 

"My  sister,  you  plead  Bourbon's  cause  warmly — ^too 
warmly,  methiiiks,"  and  Francis  turns  his  head  aside  to 
conceal  his  confusion. 

"  Not  only  has  your  Majesty  taken  from  him  the  govern- 
ment of  Milan,"  continues  Marguerite  bitterly,  unheeding 
the  King's  interruption,    "  but  he  has  been  replaced  by 
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Lautrec,  brother  of  Madame  de  Chilteaubriand,  an  inex- 
perienced soldier,  unfitted  for  such  an  important  post.  Oh, 
my  brother,  you  are  driving  Bourbon  to  despair.  So  great 
a  general  cannot  hang  up  his  victorious  sword." 

^'By  my  faith,  sister,  you  press  me  hard,"  replies  the 
King,  recovering  the  gentle  tone  with  which  he  always 
addressed  her  ;  "I  will  conmiunicate  with  my  council ; 
what  you  have  said  shall  be  duly  considered.  Meanwhile, 
if  Bourbon  inspires  you  with  such  interest,  as  it  seems 
he  does,  tell  him  to  humble  his  pride  and  submit  himself 
to  us,  his  sovereign  and  his  master.  If  he  do,  he  shaU  be 
greater  than  ever,  I  promise  you."  As  he  speaks,  he 
glances  at  Marguerite,  .whose  eyes  fall  to  the  ground. 
"  But  see,  my  sister,  the  sun  is  shining ;  and  there  is  some 
one  already  mounting  in  the  courtyard.  Give  the  signal 
for  departure,  Comte  de  Saint -Yallier,"  says  the  King  in  a 
louder  voice,  turning  towards  two  gentlemen  standing  at 
an  opposite  window  in  the  gallery.  The  King  has  to 
repeat  his  command  before  the  Comte  de  Saint -Vallier 
hears  him.  "  Saint -Yallier,  you  are  in  deep  converse  with 
De  Pomp6rant.    Is  it  love  or  war  ?" 

"Neither,  Sire,"  replies  the  Captain  of  the  Koyal 
Archers,  looking  embarrassed. 

"M.  de  Pomperant,  are  you  going  with  us  to-day  to 
hunt  the  boar  ?  "  says  the  King,  advancing  towards  them. 

"Sire,"  replies  De  Pomperant,  bowing  profoundly, 
"your  Majesty  does  me  great  honour;  but,  with  your 
leave,  I  will  not  accompany  the  hunt.  Urgent  business 
calls  me  from  Chambord." 

"Ah,  coqtiin,  it  is  an  assignation;  confess  it,"  and  a 
wicked  gleam  lights  up  the  King's  eyes. 

"  No,  Sire,"  says  De  Pomp6rant.  "  I  go  to  join  the 
Constable  de  Bourbon,  who  is  indisposed." 

"  Ah !  to  join  the  Constable !  "  Francis  pauses  and  looks 
at  him.  "  I  know  he  is  your  friend,"  continues  he,  sud- 
denly becoming  very  grave.     "  Where  is  he  ?  " 

"  At  his  fortress  of  Chantelle,  Sire." 

"  At  Chantelle !  a  fortified  place,  and  without  my  per- 
mission.    Truly,  Monsieur  de  Pomperant,  your  friend  is  a 


14  OLD   COURT   LIFE   IN   FRANCE. 

daring  subject.  What  if  I  will  not  trust  you  in  his  com- 
pany, and  command  your  attendance  on  our  person  here  at 
Chambord?" 

"Then,  Sire,  I  should  obey,"  replies  De  Poraperant; 
"but  let  your  gracious  Majesty  remember  the  Due  de 
Bourbon  is  ill ;  he  is  a  broken  and  ruined  man,  deprived 
of  your  favour.  Chantelle  is  more  a  chateau  tiian  a 
fortress." 

"  Go,  De  Pomp6rant ;  I  did  but  jest.  Tell  Bourbon, 
on  the  word  of  a  king,  that  he  has  warm  friends  near 
my  person;  that  if  the  Eegent-mother  gains  her  suit 
against  him,  I  will  restore  tenfold  to  him  in  money,  lands, 
and  honour.  Adieu,  Monsieur  de  Pomp6rant.  You  are 
dismissed.    Bon  voyage." 

Now,  the  truth  was  that  De  Pomperant  had  come  to 
Chambord  upon  a  secret  mission  from  Bourbon,  who  wished 
to  assure  himself  of  those  gentlemen  of  the  Court  upon 
whom  he  could  rely  in  case  of  rebellion.  The  Comte  de 
Saint -Vallier  had  just,  while  standing  at  the  window, 
pledged  his  word  to  stand  by  Bourbon  for  life  or  death. 

The  King  is  now  mounting  his  horse  in  the  courtyard,  a 
noble  bay  with  glittering  harness.  He  gives  the  signal  of 
departure,  which  is  echoed  through  the  woodland  recesses 
by  the  bugles  of  the  huntsmen.  A  lovely  lady  attired 
in  white  1ms  ioined  the  royal  retinue  in  the  courtyard. 
She  rides  on  in  front  beside  the  King,  who,  the  better  to 
converse  with  her,  has  placed  his  hand  upon  her  horse's 
neck.  This  is  Fran9oise,  Comtesse  de  Chateaubriand,  the 
favourite  of  the  hour — at  whose  request  Bourbon  had  been 
superseded  in  the  government  of  Milan  by  her  brother 
Lautrec. 

Behind  this  pair  rides  Marguerite  d'Alen9on  with  her 
husband,  the  Comte  de  Guise,  Montmorenci,  Bonnivet,  and 
other  nobles.  A  large  cavalcade  of  courtiers  follows. 
Since  her  conversation  with  her  brother.  Marguerite  looks 
thoughtful  and  anxious.  She  is  so  absent  that  she  does 
not  even  hear  the  prattle  of  her  husband,  who  is  content 
to  talk  and  cares  not  for  reply.  On  reaching  the  dense 
thickets  of  the  forest  she  suddenly  reins  up  her  horse,  and. 
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falling  back  a  little,  beckons  the  Comte  de  Saint  -  Vallier  to 
her  side. 

"  M.  le  Comte,"  she  says  in  a  loud  voice,  so  as  to  be 
overheard  by  her  husband  and  the  other  gentlemen  riding 
in  advance,  "  tell  me  when  is  the  Court  to  be  graced  by 
the  presence  of  your  incomparable  daughter,  Madame 
Diane,  Grande  Seneschale  of  Normandy  ?  " 

" Madame,"  replies  Saint -Yallier,  "her  husband,  Mon- 
seigneur  de  BrezI,  is  much  occupied  in  his  distant  govern- 
ment. Diane  is  young,  much  younger  than  her  husband. 
The  Court,  madame,  is  dangerously  full  of  temptations  to 
the  young." 

"  We  lose  a  bright  jewel  by  her  absence,"  says  Mar- 
guerite abstractedly.  "  M.  le  Comte,"  she  continues  in  a 
low  voice,  speaking  quickly,  and  motioning  to  him  with 
her  hand  to  approach  nearer,  "  I  have  something  private 
to  say  to  you.  Kide  close  by  my  side.  You  are  a  friend  of 
the  Constable  de  Bourbon  ?  "  she  asks  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  madame,  I  am." 

"  You  are,  perhaps,  his  confidant  ?  Speak  freely  to  me ; 
I  feel  deeply  the  misfortunes  of  the  Duke.  I  would  aid 
him  if  I  could.  Is  there  any  foundation  for  the  suspicion 
with  which  my  brother  regards  him  ?  You  will  not  deceive 
me,  Monsieur  de  Poitiers  ?  " 

Saint -VaUier  does  not  answer  at  once.  "  The  Constable 
de  Bourbon  will  never,  I  trust,  betray  his  Majesty,"  replies 
he  at  last,  with  hesitation. 

"  Alas  !  my  poor  cousin  !  Is  that  all  the  assurance  you 
can  give  me.  Monsieur  de  Saint- VaUier  ?  Oh  !  he  is  in- 
capable of  treason,"  exclaims  Marguerite  with  enthusiasm ; 
"  I  would  venture  my  life  he  is  incapable  of  treason  !  " 

A  courier  passes  titem  at  this  moment,  riding  with  hot 
speed.  He  nears  the  King,  who  is  now  far  on  in  front, 
and  who,,  hearing  the  sound  of  the  horse's  hoofs,  stops  and 
listens.  The  messenger  hands  the  King  a  dispatch.  Francis 
hastily  breaks  the  seal.  It  is  from  Lautrec,  the  new 
governor  of  Milan.     Bourbon  is  in  open  rebellion. 

Bourbon  in  open  rebellion !  This  intelligence  necessitates 
the  instant  presence  of  the  King  at  Paris. 
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Francis  is  at  the  Louvre,  surrounded  by  his  most  devoted 
friends  and  councillors,  Chabannes,  La  Tremouille,  Bon- 
nivet,  Montmorenci,  Crequi,  Coss6,  De  Guise,  and  the  two 
Du  Bellays.  The  Louvre  is  still  the  isolated  stronghold, 
castle,  palace,  and  prison,  surrounded  by  moat,  walls,  and 
bastions,  built  by  Philippe  Auguste  on  the  grassy  margin 
of  the  Seine.  In  the  centre  of  the  inner  court  is  a  round 
tower,  also  moated,  and  defended  by  ramparts,  ill-famed 
in  feudal  annals  for  its  oubliettes  and  dungeons,  under 
which  the  river  flows.  Four  gates,  with  posterns  and 
towers,  open  from  the  Louvre ;  that  one  opposite  the  Seine 
is  the  strongest.  The  southern  gate — ^which  is  low  and 
narrow,  with  statues  on  either  hand  of  Charles  V.  and  his 
wife,  Jeanne  de  Bourbon — faces  the  Church  of  Saint- 
Germain  PAuxerrois.*  Beyond  are  gardens  and  orchards, 
and  a  house,  called  Fromenteau,  where  lions  are  kept  for 
the  King's  amusement. 

These  are  the  days  of  stately  maimers,  intellectual  cul- 
ture, and  increasing  knowledge.  Personal  honour  as  from 
man  to  man  is  a  religion,  of  which  Bayard  is  the  high 
priest ;  treachery  to  woman,  a  virtue  inculcated  by  the 
King.  The  idle,  vapid  life  of  later  courts  is  unknown 
under  a  monarch  who,  however  addicted  to  pleasure, 
cultivates  all  kinds  of  knowledge,  whose  inquiring  intellect 
seeks  to  master  all  science,  to  whom  indolence  is  impos- 
sible. His  very  meals  are  chosen  moments  in  which  he 
converses  with  authors,  poets,  and  artists,  or  dictates  letters 
to  Erasmus  and  the  learned  Greek  Lascaris.    Such  industry 

»'S^Note2. 
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and  dignity,  such  grace  and  condescension,  gather  around 
him  the  great  spirits  of  the  age.  He  delights  in  their 
company. 

It  is  the  King's  boast  that  he  has  introduced  into  France 
the  study  of  the  Greek  language,  Botany,  and  Natural 
History.  He  buys,  at  enormous  prices,  pictures,  pottery, 
enamels,  statues,  and  manuscripts.  As  in  his  fervid  youth 
at  Amboise,  he  loves  poetry  and  poets.  Clement  Marot 
is  his  chosen  guest,  and  polishes  the  King's  rhymes,  of 
which  some  dcUcate  and  touching  stanzas  (those  on  Agnes 
Sorel,^  especially)  have  come  down  to  us. 

Even  that  witty  heretic,  Eabelais,  found  both  an  appre- 
ciative protector  and  intelligent  friend  in  a  sovereign 
superior  to  the  prejudices  of  his  age.  With  learning, 
poetry,  wit,  and  intellect,  come  luxury  and  boundless 
extravagance.  Brantome  speaks  as  with  bated  breath  of 
the  royal  expenditure.  These  are  the  days  of  broad  som- 
brero hats  fringed  with  gold  and  looped  up  with  price- 
less jewels  and  feathers ;  of  embroidered  cloaks  in  costly 
stuflfe — ^heavy  with  gold  or  silver  embroidery — hung  over 
the  shoulder ;  of  slashed  hose  and  richly  chased  rapiers  ; 
of  garments  of  cloth  of  gold,  embroidered  with  armorial 
bearings  in  jewels;  of  satin  justaucorps  covered  with 
rivieres  of  diamonds,  emeralds,  and  oriental  pearls;  of 
torsades  and  collars  wherein  gold  is  but  the  foil  to  price-'* 
xless  gems.  The  ladies  wear  eastern  silks  and  golden 
tissues,  with  trimmings  of  rare  furs ;  wide  sleeves  and 
Spanish  fardiugales,  sparkling  coifs  and  jewelled  nets,  with 
glittering  veils.  They  ride  in  ponderous  coaches  covered 
with  carving  and  gilding,  or  on  horses  whose  pedigrees 
are  as  undoubted  as  their  own,  covered  with  velvet  hous- 
ings and  with  silken  nets  woven  with  jewels,  their  manes 
plaited  with  gold  and  precious  stones.  But  these  illus- 
trious ladies  consider  gloves  a  royal  luxury,  and  are 
weak  in  respect  of  stockings. 

Foremost  in  every  gorgeous  mode  is  Francis.  He  wears 
rich  Genoa  velvets,  and  affects  bright  colours — ^rose  and 
sky-blue.    A  Spanish  hat  is  on  his  head,  tiu'ned  up  with  a 

\  See  Note  3. 
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white  plume,  fastened  to  an  aigrette  of  rubies,  with  a  golden 
salamander  his  device,  signifying,  ^'  I  am  nourished  and  I 
die  in  fire  "  (Je  me  nourris  et  je  meurs  dans  le  feu). 

How  well  we  know  his  dissipated  though  distinguished 
features,  as  portrayed  by  Titian!  His  long  nose,  small 
eyes,  broad  cheeks,  and  cynical  mouth.  He  moves  with 
careless  grace,  as  one  who  would  say,  "  Qm  mHrr^porte  ?  I 
am  King  of  France ;  nought  comes  amiss  to  me." 

Now  he  walks  up  and  down  the  council-room  in  the 
Louvre  which  looks  towards  the  river.  His  step  is  quick 
and  agitated,  his  face  wears  an  unusual  frown.  He  calls 
Bonnivet  to  him  and  addresses  him  .in  a  low  voice,  while 
the  other  nobles  stand  back. 

"  Am  I  to  believe  that  Boiu'bon  has  not  merely  rebelled 
against  me,  but  that  the  traitor  has  fled  into  Spain  and 
made  terms  with  Charles  ?  " 

"  Your  Majesty's  information  is  precise." 

'^  What  was  the  manner  of  his  flight  ?  " 

"  The  Duke,  Sire,  waited  at  his  fortress  of  Chantelle 
until  the  arrival  of  Monsieur  de  Pomperant  from  your 
Majesty's  Court  at  Chambord,  feigning  sickness  and  re- 
maining shut  up  within  his  apartments.  After  Monsieur 
de  Pomperant's  arrival,  a  litter  was  ordered  to  await,  his 
pleasure,  and  De  Pomp6rant,  dressed  in  the  clothes  of  the 
Duke  and  with  his  face  concealed  by  a  hood,  was  carried 
into  the  litter,  which  started  for  Moulins,  travelling  slowly. 
Meanwhile  Boiu'bon,  accompanied  by  a  band  of  gentlemen, 
was  galloping  on  the  road  to  the  frontier.  He  was  last 
seen  at  Saint-Jean  de  Luz,  in  the  Pyrenees." 

"By  our  Lady!"  exclaims  Francis,  "such  treason  is 
a  blot  upon  knighthood.  Bourbon,  a  man  whom  we  had 
made  as  great  as  ourselves ! " 

"  The  Duke,  Sire,  left  a  message  for  your  Majesty." 

"  A  message !     Where  ?  and  who  bore  it  ?  " 

"  De  Pomperant,  Sire,  who  has  already  been  arrested  at 
Moulins.  The  Duke  begged  your  Majesty  to  take  back  the 
sword  which  you  had  given  him,  and  prayed  you  to  send 
for  the  badge  which  he  left  hanging  at  the  head  of  his  bed 
at  Chantelle." 
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"  Diable !  does  the  villain  daxe  to  point  his  jests  at  his 
sovereign  ?  "  and  Francis  flushes  to  the  roots  of  his  hair 
with  passion.  "  I  wish  I  had  him  face  to  face  in  a  fair 
field  " — and  he  lays  his  hand  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword ; — 
"  but  no,"  he  adds  in  a  calmer  voice,  "  a  traitor's  blood 
would  but  soil  my  weapon.  Let  him  carry  his  perfidy 
into  Spain— 'twiU  suit  the  Emperor ;  I  am  weU  rid  of  him. 
Are  there  many  accomplices,  Bonnivet  ?  " 

"  About  two  hundred.  Sire." 

"  Is  it  possible  !    Do  we  know  them  ?  " 

"The  Comte  de  Saint -Vallier,  Sire,  is  the  principal 
accomplice." 

"What  I  Saint -Vallier,  the  Captain  of  our  Archers! 
That  strikes  us  nearly.  This  conspiracy,  my  lords,"  says 
Francis,  advancing  to  where  Gtiise,  La  Tremouille,  Mont- 
morenci,  and  the  others  stand  somewhat  apart  during  his 
conversation  with  Bonnivet,  "  is  much  more  serious  than 
I  imagined.  I  must  remain  in  France  to  wait  the  issue  of 
events.  You,  Bonnivet,  must  take  command  of  the  Italian 
campaign." 

Bonnivet  kneels  and  kisses  the  hand  of  Francis. 

"I  am  sorry  for  Jean  de  Poitiers,"  continues  Francis, 
turning  to  Guise.     "  Are  the  proofs  against  him  certain  ?  " 

"Sire,  Saint -VaUier  accompanied  the  Constable  to  the 
frontier." 

"I  am  sorry,"  repeats  the  King,  and  he  passes  his 
hand  thoughtfully  over  his  brow  and  muses. 

"  Jean  de  Poitiers,  my  ci-devant  Captain  of  the  Guards, 
is  the  father  of  a  charming  lady ;  Madame  Diane,  the 
Seneschale  of  Normandy,  is  an  angel,  though  her  husband, 
De  Breze — ^hum — ^why,  he  is  a  monster.  Vulcan  and 
Venus — ^the  old  story,  eh,  my  lords  ?  " 

There  is  a  general  laugh. 

A  page  enters  and  announces  a  lady  humbly  craving 
to  speak  with  his  Majesty.  The  King  smiles,  his  wicked 
eyes  glisten.     "  Who  ?  what  ?    Do  I  know  her  ?  " 

"  Sire,  the  lady  is  deeply  veiled ;  she  desires  to  speak 
with  your  Majesty  alone." 

"  But,  by  St.  Denis— do  I  know  her  ?  " 

c2 
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"  I  think,  Sire,  it  is  the  wife  of  the  Grand  Seneschal 
of  Normandy — ^Madame  Diane  de  Breze." 

There  is  a  pause,  some  whispering,  and  a  low  laugh 
is  heard.  The  King  looks  around  displeased.  ^^  I  am  not 
surprised,"  says  he.  "When  I  heard  of  the  father's  danger 
I  expected  the  daughter's  intercession.   Let  the  lady  enter." 

With  a  wave  of  his  hand  he  dismisses  the  Court,  and 
seats  himself  on  a  chair  of  state  under  a  rich  canopy 
embroidered  in  gold  with  the  arms  of  France. 

Diane  enters.  She  is  dressed  in  long  black  robes  which 
sweep  the  floor.  Her  he^d  is  covered  with  a  thick  lace 
veil  which  she  raises  as  she  approaches  the  King.  She 
weeps,  but  her  tears  do  not  mar  her  beauty,  which  is 
absolutely  radiant.  She  is  exquisitely  fair  and  wonder- 
fully fresh,  with  golden  hair  and  dark  eyebrows — a  most 
winsome  lady. 

She  throws  herself  at  the  King's  feet.  She  clasps  her 
hands.     Her  sobs  drown  her  voice. 

"  Pardon,  Sire,  pardon  my  father !"  she  at  length  falters. 
The  King  stoops  forward,  and  raises  her  to  the  estrade  on 
which  he  stands.  He  looks  tenderly  into  her  soft  blue 
eyes,  his  hands  are  locked  in  hers. 

"Your  father,  madame,  my  old  and  trusted  servant, 
is  guilty  of  treason." 

"  Alas !  Sire,  I  fear  so  ;  but  he  is  old,  too  old  for  punish- 
ment. He  has  been  hitherto  a  true  subject  of  your 
Majesty." 

"  He  is  blessed,  madame,  with  a  most  surpassing  daugh- 
ter." Francis  pauses  and  looks  steadfastly  at  her  with 
eyes  of  ardent  admiration.  "  But  I  fear  I  must  confirm 
the  sentence  of  my  judges,  madame ;  your  father  is  certain 
to  be  found  guilty  of  treason." 

"  Oh !  Sire,  mercy,  mercy  !  grant  me  my  father's  life,  I 
implore  you ; "  and  again  Diane  falls  prostrate  at  the 
King's  feet,  and 'looks  supplicatingly  into  his  face.  Again 
the  King  raises  her. 

^'Well,  madame,  you  are  aware  that  you  desire  the 
pardon  of  a  traitor ;  on  what  ground  do  you  ask  for  his 
life?" 
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"  Sire,  I  ask  it  for  the  sake  of  mercy ;  mercy  is  the 
privilege  of  kings,"  and  her  soft  eyes  seek  those  of  Francis 
and  rest  upon  them.  "  I  have  come  so  far,  too,  from 
Normandy,  to  invoke  it — my  poor  father!"  and  she  sobs 
again.  "Your  Majesty  will  not  send  me  back  refused, 
broken-hearted  ?  "  Still  her  eyes  are  fixed  upon  the  King. 

"  Mercy,  Madame  Diane,  is,  doubtless,  a  royal  preroga- 
tive. I  am  an  anointed  king,"  and  he  lets  go  her  hands, 
and  draws  himself  up  proudly,  "  and  I  may  use  it ;  but  the 
prerogative  of  a  woman  is  beauty.  Beauty,  Madame 
Diane,"  adds  Francis,  with  a  glance  at  the  lovely  woman 
still  kneeling  at  his  feet,  "  is  more  potent  than  a  king's 
word." 

There  is  silence  for  a  few  moments.  Diane's  eyes  are 
now  bent  upon  the  ground,  her  bosom  heaves.  Francis 
contemplates  her  with  delight. 

"  will  you,  fair  lady,  deign  to  exercise  your  preroga- 
tive ?  " 

"Truly,  Sire,  I  know  not  what  your  Majesty  would 
say,"  replies  Diane,  looking  down  and  blushing. 

Something  in  his  eyes  gives  her  hope,  for  she  starts 
violently,  rises,  and  clasping  her  hands  together  exclaims, 
"  How,  Sire !  do  I  read  your  meaning  aright  ?  can  I, 
by  my  humble  service  to  your  Majesty " 

"  Yes,  fair  lady,  you  can.  Your  presence  at  my  Court, 
where  your  adorable  beauty  shall  receive  due  homage,  will 
be  my  hostage  for  your  father's  loyalty.  Madame  Diane,  I 
declare  that  the  Comte  de  Saint- Vallier  is  pardoned. 
,  Though  he  had  rent  the  crown  from  off  our  head,  your 
father  is  pardoned.  And  I  add,  madame,  that  it  was  the 
charm  of  his  daughter  that  rendered  a  refusal  impossible." 

Madame  Diane's  face  shines  like  April  sunshine  through 
rain-drops ;  a  smile  parts  her  lips,  and  her  glistening  eyes 
dance  with  joy  ;   she  is  more  lovely  than  ever. 

"Thanks,  thanks.  Sire!"  And  again  she  would  have 
knelt,  but  the  King  again  takes  her  hands,  and  looks  into 
her  face  so  earnestly  that  she  again  blushes. 

Did  that  look  of  the  King  fascinate  her  ?  or  did  the 
sudden  joy  of  saving   her  father  move  her  heart  with 
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love  ?  Who  can  tell  ?  It  is  certain,  however,  that  from 
this  time  Diane  left  Normandy,  and  became  one  of  the 
brightest  ornaments  of  that  beauty-loving  Court.  Diane 
was  a  woman  of  masculine  understanding,  concealed  under 
the  gentlest  and  most  fascinating  manners;  but  she  was 
also  mercenary,  intriguing,  and  domineering.  Of  her 
beauty  we  may  judge  for  ourselves,  as  many  portraits 
of  her  are  extant,  especially  one  of  great  excellence  by 
Leonardo  da  Yinci,  in  the  long  gallery  at  Chenonceau. 

Diane  was  soon  forsaken,  but  the  ready-witted  lady 
consoled  herself  by  laying  siege  to  the  heart  of  the  son 
of  Francis,  Prince  Henry,  afterwards  Henry  II. 

Henry  surrendered  at  discretion.  Nothing  can  more 
mark  the  freedom  of  the  times  than  this  liaison.  Yet  both 
these  ladies — ^Diane  de  Poitiers  and  her  successor  in  the 
favour  of  the  King,  the  Duchesse  d'Etampes — ^were  con- 
stantly in  the  society  of  two  most  virtuous  queens — Claude, 
and  Elinor  of  Spain,  the  successive  wives  of  Francis. 


CHAPTEE  V. 

ALL   LOST   SAVE   HONOUR. 

The  next  scene  is*  in  Italy.  The  French  army  lies  en- 
camped on  the  broad  plains  of  Lombardy,  backed  by  snowy 
lines  of  Alpine  fastnesses. 

Bonnivet,  in  command  of  the  French,  presumptuous 
and  inexperienced,  has  been  hitherto  defeated  in  every 
battle.  Bourbon,  fighting  on  the  side  of  Spain,  is,  as 
before,  victorious. 

Francis,  stung  by  the  repeated  defeat  of  his  troops, 
has  now  joined  the  army,  and  commands  in  person. 
Milan,  where  the  plague  rages,  has  opened  its  gates  to 
him ;  but  Pavia,  diiatant  about  twenty  miles,  is  occupied 
by  the  Spaniards  in  force.  Antonio  De  Ley va  is  governor. 
Thither  the  French  advance  in  order  to  besiege  the  city. 

The  open  country  is  defended  by  the  Spanish  forces 
under  Bourbon.  Francis,  maddened  by  the  presence  of 
his  cousin,  rushes  onward.  Montmorenci  and  Bonnivet, 
flatterers  both,  assure  him  that  victory  is  certain  by 
means  of  a  coup  de  main. 

It  is  night ;  the  days  are  short,  for  it  is  February.  The 
winter  moon  lights  up  the  rich  meadow  lands  divided  by 
the  broad  Ticino  and  broken  by  the  deep  ditches  and 
sluggish  streams  which  surround  the  city.  Tower,  cam-  * 
pamle,  dome,  and  turret,  with  here  and  there  the  grim 
fa9ade  of  a  mediaeval  palace,  stand  out  of  the  darkness. 

Yonder  among  the  meadows  are  the  French,  darkening 
the  surrounding  plain.  Francis  knows  that  the  Constable 
is  advancing  to  support  the  garrison  of  Pavia,  and  he 
desires  to  carry  the  city  by  assault  before  his  arrival. 
Ever  too  rash,  and  now  excited  by  a  passionate  sense  of 
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injury,  Francis,  with  d'Alen^on,  De  la  Tremouille,  Dc 
Foix,  and  Bonnivet,  leads  the  attack  at  the  head  of  his 
cavalry.  Now  he  is  under  the  very  walls.  Despite  the 
dim  moonlight,  no  one  can  mistake  him.  He  wears  a 
suit  of  steel  armour  inlaid  with  gold ;  a  crimson  surcoat, 
embroidered  with  gilt  "F's;"  a  helmet  encircled  by  a 
jewelled  crown,  out  of  which  rises  a  yellow  plume  and 
golden  salamander.  For  an  instant  success  seems  certain ; 
the  scaling-ladders  thick  with  soldiers  are  already  planted 
against  the  lowest  walls,  and  the  garrison  ifetreats  under 
cover  of  the  bastions.  A  sudden  panic  seizes  the  troops 
beneath  who  are  to  support  the  assault.  In  the  treacherous 
moonlight  they  have  fallen  into  confusion  among  the  deep, 
slimy  ditches ;  many  are  drifted  away  in  the  current  of  the 
great  river.  A  murderous  cannonade  from  the  city  walls 
now  opens  on  the  assailants  and  on  the  cavalry.  Francis 
falls  back.  The  older  generals  conjure  him  to  retreat  and 
raise  the  siege  before  the  arrival  of  Bourbon,  but,  backed 
by  Bonnivet  and  Montmorenci,  he  will  not  hear  of  it.  The 
battle  rages  during  the  night.  The  morning  Ught  discovers 
the  Spaniards  commanded  by  Bourbon  and  Pescara,  with 
the  whole  strength  of  their  army,  close  under  the  walls. 
Again  the  King  leads  a  fresh  assault — a  forlorn  hope, 
rather.  He  fights  desperately ;  the  yellow  plumes  of  his 
helmet  wave  hither  and  thither  as  his  horse  dashes  wildly 
from  side  to  side  amidst  the  smoke,  in  the  thickest  of  the 
battle.  See,  for  an  instant  he  falters, — he  is  wounded 
and  bleeding.  He  recovers,  however,  and  again  clapping 
spurs  to  his  horse,  scatters  his  surrounding  foes;  six 
have  already  fallen  by  his  hand.  Look !  his  charger  is 
pierced  by  a  ball  and  falls  with  his  rider.  After  a  des- 
perate struggle  the  King  extricates  himself;  now  on  foot, 
he  still  fights  furiously.  Alas !  it  is  in  vain.  Every 
moment  his  enemies  thicken  around  him,  pressing  closer 
and  closer.  His  gallant  followers  drop  one  by  one  under 
the  unerring  aim  of  the  Basque  marksmen.  La  Tr6mouille 
has  fallen.  De  Foix  lies  a  corpse  at  his  feet.  Bonnivet 
in  despair  expiates  his  evil  counsel  by  death.*    Every  shot 

^  See  Note  4. 
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takes  from  him  one  of  the  pillars  of  his  throne.  Francis 
flings  himself  wildly  on  the  points  of  the  Spanish  pikes. 
The  Eoyal  Guards  fall  like  summer  grass  before  the  sickle ; 
but  where  the  King  stands,  still  dealing  desperate  blows, 
the  bodies  of  the  slain  form  a  rampart  of  protection  around 
him.  His  very  enemies  stand  back  amazed  at  such  furious 
courage.  While  he  struggles  for  his  life  hand  to  hand 
with  d'Avila  and  d'Ovietta,  plumeless,  soiled  and  bloody, 
a  loud  cry  rises  from  a  thousand  voices — "  It  is  the  King 
— ^LET  HIM  SURRENDER — Capture  the  King!'^^  There  is  a 
dead  silence;  the  Spanish  troops  fall  back.  A  circle  is 
formed  round  the  now  almost  fainting  Francis^  who  lies 
upon  the  blood-stained  earth.  De  Pomp6rant  advances. 
He  kneels  before  the  master  whom  he  has  betrayed,  he 
implores  him  to  yield  to  Bourbon. 

At  that  hated  name  the  King  starts  into  fresh  fury ; 
he  grasps  his  sword,  he  struggles  to  his  feet.  '^  Never,'' 
cries  he  in  a  hoarse  voice ;  "  never  will  I  surrender  to  that 
traitor!  Eather  let  me  die  by  the  hand  of  a  common 
marksman.  Go  back.  Monsieur  de  Pomp6rant,  and  call  to 
me  the  Vice-King  of  Naples.'' 

Lannoy  advances,  kneels,  and  kisses  his  hand.  '^  Your 
Majesty  is  my  prisoner,"  he  cries  aloud,  and  a  ringing  shout 
is  echoed  from  the  Spanish  troops. 

Francis  gives  him  his  sword.  Lannoy  receives  it  kneel- 
ing, and  replaces  it  by  his  own.  The  King's  helmet  is  then 
removed ;  a  velvet  cap  is  given  to  him,  which  he  places 
on  his  head.  The  Spanish  and  Italian  trooperis  and  the 
deadly  musketeers  silently  creep  round  him  where  he  lies 
on  the  grass,  supported  by  cushions,  one  to  tear  a  feather 
from  his  broken  plume,  another  to  cut  a  morsel  from  his 
siu'coat  as  a  relic.  This  involuntary  homage  from  his 
enemies  is  evidently  agreeable  to  Francis.  As  his  surcoat 
rapidly  disappears  under  the  knives  of  his  opponents, 
he  smiles,  and  graciously  acknowledges  the  rough  advances 
of  those  same  soldiers  who  a  moment  before  thirsted  for 
his  blood.  Other  generals  with  Pescara  advance  and  sur- 
round him.  He  courteously  acknowledges  their  respectful 
salutations. 
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"Spare  my  poor  soldiers,  spare  my  Frenchmen,  gene- 
rals," he  says. 

These  unselfish  words  bring  tears  into  Pescara's  eyes. 

"  Your  Maiesty  shall  be  obeyed,"  replies  he. 

"  I  thaiik  you/'  repUes  Francis  with  a  faltering  voice. 

A  pony  is  now  brought  to  bear  him  into  Pavia.  Francis 
becomes  greatly  agitated.  As  they  raise  him  up  and  assist 
him  to  mount,  he  turns  to  his  escort  of  generals — 

"Marquis,"  says  he,  turning  to  Fescara,  "  and  you,  my 
lord  governor,  if  my  calamity  touches  your  hearts,  as  it 
would  seem  to  do,  I  beseech  you  not  to  lead  me  into  Pavia. 
I  would  not  be  exposed  to  the  aflEront  of  entering  as  a 
prisoner  a  city  I  ^ould  have  taken  by  assault.  Carry 
me,  I  pray  you,  to  some  shelter  without  the  walls." 

"Your  Majesty's  wishes  are  our  law,"  replies  Fescara, 
saluting  him.  "  We  will  bear  you  to  the  monastery  of 
Saint-Paul,  without  the  gate  towards  Milan." 

To  Saint-Paul  the  King  was  carried.  It  was  from  thence 
he  wrote  the  historic  letter  to  his  mother,  Louise  de  Savoie, 
Eegent  of  France,  in  which  he  tells  her,  "  all  is  lost  save 
honour.'*^ 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

« 

BROKEN     FAITH. 

We  are  at  Madrid.  Francis  has  been  lured  hither  by 
incredible  treachery,  under  the  idea  that  he  will  meet 
Charles  V.,  and  be  at  once  set  at  Uberty. 

He  is  confined  in  .one  of  the  rooms  of  the  Alcazar,  then 
used  as  a  state  prison.  A  massive  oaken  door,  clamped  and 
barred  with  iron,  opens  from  the  court  from  whence  a 
flight  of  steps  leads  into  two  small  chambers  which  occupy 
one  of  the  towers.  The  inner  room  has  narrow  windows, 
closely  barred.  The  light  is  dim.  There  is  just  room  for 
a  table,  two  chairs,  and  a  bed.  It  is  a  cage  rather  than  a 
prison. 

On  a  chair,  near  an  open  window,  sits  the  King.  He  is 
emaciated  and  pale;  his  cheeks  are  hollow,  his  lips  are 
white,  his  eyes  are  simk  in  his  head,  his  dress  is  neglected. 
His  glossy  hair,  plentifully  streaked  with  grey,  covers  the 
hand  upon  which  he  wearily  leans  his  head.  He  gazes 
vacantly  at  the  setting  sun  opposite — a  globe  of  fire  rapidly 
sinking  below  the  low  dark  plain  which  bounds  his  view. 

There  are  boundless  plains  in  front  of  him,  and  on  his 
left  a  range  of  tawny  lulls.  A  roadway  runs  beneath  the 
tower,  where  the  Imperial  Guards  are  encamped.  The  gay 
fanfare  of  the  trumpets  sounding  the  retreat,  the  waving 
banners,  the  prancing  horses,  the  brilliant  accoutrements, 
the  glancing  armour  of  the  imperial  troops,  mock  him 
where  he  sits.  Around  him  is  Madrid.  Palace,  tower, 
and  garden  rise  out  of  a  sea  of  buildings  burnt  by  southern 
sunshine.  The  church  bells  ring  out  the  Ave  Maria.  The 
fading  light  darkens  into  night.  Still  the  King  sits  beside 
the  open  window,  lost  in  thought.   No  one  comes  to  disturb 
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him.  Now  and  then  some  broken  words  escape  his  lips : — 
"  Save  France — my  poor  soldiers — ^brave  De  Foix — noble 
Bonnivet — see,  he  is  tossed  on  the  Spanish  pikes.  Alas  ! 
would  I  were  dead.  My  sister — ^my  little  lads — the  Dauphin 
— ^Henry — Orleans — I  shall  never  see  you  more.  Oh,  God ! 
I  am  bound  in  chains  of  iron — France — liberty — glory — 
gone — gone  for  ever !"  His  head  sinks  on  his  breast ;  tears 
stream  from  his  eyes.  He  falls  back  fainting  in  his  chair, 
and  is  borne  to  his  bed. 

Francis  has  never  seen  Charles,  who  is  at  his  capital, 
Toledo.  The  Emperor  does  not  even  excuse  his  absence. 
This  cold  and  cautious  policy,  this  death  in  life,  is  agony 
to  the  ardent  temperament  of  Francis.  His  health  breaks 
down.  A  settled  melancholy,  a  morbid  listlessness  over- 
whelms htm.  He  is  seized  with  fever ;  he  rapidly  becomes 
delirious.  His  royal  gaoler,  Charles,  will  not  believe  in 
his  danger ;  he  still  refuses  to  see  him.  False  himself,  he 
believes  Francis  to  be  shamming.  The  Spanish  ministers 
are  distracted  by  their  master's  obstinacy,  for  if  the  French 
King  dies  at  Madrid  of  broken  heart,  all  is  lost,  and  a 
bloody  war  with  France  inevitable. 

At  the  moment  when  the  Angel  of  Death  hovers  over 
the  Alcazar,  a  sound  of  wheels  is  heard  below.  A  litter, 
drawn  by  reeking  mules  and  covered  with  mud,  dashes 
into  the  street.  The  leather  curtains  are  drawn  aside,  and 
Marguerite  d'Alen^on,  pale  and  shrunk  with  anxiety  and 
fatigue,  attended  by  two  ladies,  having  travelled  from  Paris 
day  and  night,  descends.  Breathless  with  excitement,  she 
passes  quickly  up  the  narrow  stairs,  through  the  ante-room, 
and  enters  the  King's  chamber.  Alas !  what  a  sight  awaits 
her.  Francis  lies  insensible  on  his  bed.  The  room  is 
darkened,  save  where  *a  temporary  altar  has  been  erected, 
opposite  his  bed,  on  which  lights  are  burning.  A  Bishop 
officiates.  The  low  voices  of  priests,  chanting  as  they 
move  about  the  altar,  alone  break  a  death-like  silence. 
Marguerite,  overcome  by  emotion,  clasps  her  hands  and  sinks 
on  her  knees  beside  her  brother.  Her  sobs  and  cries  disturb 
the  solemn  ordinance.  She  is  led  almost  fainting  away.  Then 
the  Bishop  approaches  the  King,  bearing  the  bread  of  life, 
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and,  at  that  moment,  Francis  becomes  suddenly  conscious. 
He  opens  his  eyes,  and  in  a  feeble  voice  prays  that  he  may 
be  permitted  to  receive  it.  So  humbly,  yet  so  joyfully, 
does  he  communicate  that  all  present  are  deeply  moved. 

In  spite,  however,  of  the  presence  of  Marguerite  in 
Madrid,  the  King  relapses.  He  again  falls  into  a  death-like 
trance.  Then,  and  then  only,  does  the  Emperor  yield  to 
the  reproaches  of  the  Duchesse  d' Alen9on  and  the  entreaties 
of  his  ministers.  He  takes  horse  from  Toledo  and  rides  to 
Madrid  almost  without  drawing  rein,  until  he  stops  at  the 
heavy  door  in  the  Alcazar.  He  mounts  the  stairs  and 
enters  the  chamber.  Francis,  now  restored  to  conscious- 
ness, prompted  by  a  too  generous  nature,  opens  his  arms  to 
embrace  him. 

'^Your  Majesty  has  come  to  see  your  prisoner  die," 
says  he  in  a  feeble  voice,  faintly  smiling. 
.  "  No,"  replies  Charles,  with  characteristic  caution  and 
Spanish  courtesy,  bowing  profoundly  and  kissing  him  on 
either  cheek ;  "  no,  your  Majesty  "wiU  not  die,  you  are  no 
longer  my  prisoner;  you  are  my  friend  and  brother.  I 
come  to  set  you  free." 

"Ah,  Sire,"  murmurs  Francis  in  a  voice  scarcely  audible, 
"  death  will  accomplish  that  before  your  Majesty ;  but  if  I 
live — ^and  indeed  I  do  not  believe  I  shall,  I  am  so  overcome 
by  weakness — let  me  implore  you  to  allow  me  to  treat  for 
my  release  in  person  with  your  Majesty ;  for  this  end  I 
came  hither  to  Madrid." 

At  this  moment  the  conversation  is  interrupted  by  the 
entrance  of  a  page,  who  announces  to  the  Emperor  that 
the  Duchesse  d'Alencon  has  arrived  and  awaits  his  Majesty's 
pleasure.  Glad  of  an  excuse  to  terminate  a  most  embar- 
rassing interview  with  his  too  confiding  prisoner,  Charles, 
who  has  been  seated  on  the  bed,  rises  hastily — 

"  Permit  me,  my  brother,"  says  he,  "  to  leave  you,  in 
order  to  descend  and  receive  your  august  sister  in  person. 
In  the  meantime  recover  your  health.  Eeckon  upon  my 
willingness  to  serve  you.  Some  other  time  we  will  meet ; 
then  we  can  treat  more  in  detail  of  these  matters,  when 
your  Majesty  is  stronger  and  better  able  to  converse." 
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Charles  takes  an  affectionate  leave  of  Francis,  descends 
the  narrow  stairs,  and  with  much  ceremony  receives  the 
Duchess. 

"  I  rejoice,  madame,"  says  he,  "to  offer  you  in  person 
the  homage  of  all  Spain,  and  my  own  hearty  thanks  for  the 
courage  and  devotion  you  have  shown  in  the  service  of  the 
King,  my  brother.  He  is  a  prisoner  no  longer.  The 
conditions  of  release  shall  forthwith  be  prepared  by  my 
ministers." 

"Is  the  King  fully  aware  what  those  conditions  are, 
Sire  ?  "  Marguerite  coldly  asks. 

Charles  was  silent. 

"  I  fear  our  mother,  Madame  Louise,  Eegent  of  France," 
continues  the  Duchesse  d'Alen^on,  "  may  find  it  difficult 
to  accept  your  conditions,  even  though  it  be  to  liberate  the 
Sovereign  of  France,  her  own  beloved  son." 

"Madame,"  replies  Charles  evasively,  "I  will  not  permit 
this  occasion,  when  I  have  the  happiness  of  first  saluting 
you  within  my  realm,  to  be  occupied  with  state  affairs. 
Eely  on  my  desire  to  set  my  brother  free.  Meanwhile  the 
King  will,  I  hope,  recover  his  strength.  Pressing  business 
now  calls  me  back  to  Toledo.  Adieu !  most  illustrious 
princess,  to  whom  I  offer  all  that  Madrid  contains  for  your 
service.  Permit  me  to  kiss  your  hands.  Salute  my  brother, 
the  King,  from  me.     Once  more,  royal  lady,  adieu  !" 

Marguerite  curtseys  to  the  ground.  The  Emperor,  with 
his  head  uncovered,  mounts  his  horse,  again  salutes  her, 
and  attended  by  his  retinue  puts  spurs  to  his  steed  and 
rides  from  the  Alcazar  on  his  return  to  Toledo.  Marguerite 
fully  understands  the  treachery  of  his  words.  Her  heart 
swelling  with  indignation,  she  slowly  ascends  to  the  King's 
chamber. 

. "  Has  the  Emperor  departed  already  ?  "  Francis  eagerly 
asks  her. 

"  Yes,  my  brother ;  pressing  business,  he  says,  calls  him 
back  to  Toledo,"  replies  Marguerite  bitterly,  speaking  very 
slowly. 

"What !  gone  so  soon,  before  giving  me  an  opportunity 
of  discussing  with  him  the  terms  of  my  freedom.     Surely, 
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my  sister,  this  is  strange,"  says  Francis,  turning  eagerly 
towards  the  Duchess,  and  then  sinking  back  pale  and 
exhausted  on  his  pillows. 

Marguerite  seats  herself  beside  him,  takes  his  hand  ten- 
derly within  both  her  own,  and  gazes  at  him  in  silence. 

"But,  my  sister,  did  my  brother,  the  Emperor,  say 
nothing  to  you  of  his  speedy  return  ?" 

"Nothing,"  answers  Marguerite  drily. 

"Yet  he  assured  me,  with  his  own  lips,  that  I  was 
already  free,  and  that  the  conditions  of  release  would  be 
prepared  immediately." 

"Dear  brother,"  says  the  Duchess,  "has  your  imprison- 
ment at  Madrid,  and  the  conduct  of  the  Emperor  to  you 
this  long  time  past,  inclined  you  to  believe  what  he  says  ?" 

"  I,  a  king  myself,  should  be  grieved  to  doubt  a  brother 
sovereign's  word." 

"  Francis,"  says  Marguerite,  speaking  with  great  earnest- 
ness and  fixing  her  eyes  on  hiin,  |^  what  you  say  convinces 
me  that  you  are  weakened  by  illness.  Your  naturally 
acute  intellect  is  dulled  by  the  confusion  of  recent  delirium. 
If  you  were  in  full  possession  of  your  senses  you  would  not 
speak  as  you  do.  My  brother,  take  heed  of  my  words — 
you  will  never  be  free." 

"How!"  exclaims  the  King,  starting  up,  "never  bo 
free  ?    What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Calm  yourself,  my  brother.  You  are,  I  fear,  too  weak 
to  hear  what  I  have  to  say." 

"  No,  no !  my  sister ;  suspense  to  me  is  worse  than  death. 
Speak  to  me.  Marguerite ;  speak  to  me,  my  sister." 

"  Then,  Sire,  let  me  ask  you,  when  you  speak  of  release, 
when  the  Emperor  tells  you  you  are  free,  are  you  aware  of 
the  conditions  he  imposes  on  you  ?  " 

"  Not  accurately,"  replies  Francis.  "  Certain  terms  were 
proposed,  before  my  illness,  that  I  should  surrender  whole 
provinces  in  France,  renounce  my  rights  in  the  Milanese, 
pay  an  enormous  ransom,  leave  my  sons  hostages  at  Madrid; 
but  these  were  the  proposals  of  the  Spanish  council.  The 
Emperor,  speaking  personally  to  a  brother  sovereign,  would 
never  press  anything  on  me  unbecoming  my  royal  con- 
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dition ;  therefore  it  is  that  I  desire  to  treat  with  himself 
alone." 

"  Alas !  my  brother,  you  are  too  generous ;  you  are 
deceived.  Much  negotiation  has  passed  during  your  illness, 
and  since  my  arrival.  Conditions  have  been  proposed  by 
Spain  to  the  Eegent,  that  she — ^your  mother — supported 
by  the  parliament  of  your  country,  devoted  to  your  person, 
has  refused.  Listen  to  me,  Francis.  Charles  seeks  to  dis- 
member France.  As  long  as  it  remains  a  kingdom,  he 
intends  that  you  shall  never  leave  Madrid." 

''  Marguerite,  my  sister,  proceed,  I  entreat  you  !"  breaks 
in  Francis,  trembling  with  excitement. 

"Burgundy  is  to  be  ceded;  you  are  to  renounce  all 
interest  in  Flanders  and  in  the  Milanese.  You  are  to  pay 
a  ransom  that  will  beggar  the  kingdom.  You  are  to  marry 
Elinor,  Queen  Dowager  of  Portugal,  sister  to  Charles,  and 
you  are  to  leave  your  sons,  the  Dauphin  and  the  Due 
d' Orleans,  hostages  in  Spain  for  the  fulfilment  of  these 
demands."   . 

Francis  turns  very  white,  and  sinks  back  speechless  on 
the  pillows  that  support  him.  .  He  stretches  out  his  arm  to 
his  sister  and  foncQy  clasps  her  neck.  '^  Marguerite,  if  it 
is  so,  you  say  well, — I  shall  never  leave  Madrid.  My 
sister,  let  me  die  ten  thousand  deaths  rather  than  betray 
the  honour  of  France." 

^'  Speak  not  of  death,  dearest  brother !  "  exclaims  Mar- 
guerite, her  face  suddenly  flushing  with  excitement.  "  I 
have  come  to  make  you  live.  I,  Marguerite  d'Alen^on, 
your  sister,  am  come  to  lead  you  back  to  your  army  and  to 
France ;  to  the  France  that  mourns  for  you  ;  to  the  army 
that  is  now  dispersed  and  insubordinate;  to  the  motiier 
who  w^eeps  for  her  beloved  son."  Marguerite's  voice  falters; 
she  sobs  aloud,  and  rising  from  her  chair,  she  presses  her 
brother  in  her  arms.  Francis  feebly  returns  her  embrace, 
tenderly  kisses  her,  and  signs  to  her  to  proceed.  ''  Think 
you,"  continues  Marguerite  more  calmly,  and  reseating 
herself,  but  still  holding  the  King's  hand — ^' think  you 

that  councils  in  which  Bourbon  has  a  voice "     At  this 

name  the  King  shudders  and  clenches  his  fist  upon  the 
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bed-clothes.  "Think  you  that  a  sovereign  who  has  treach- 
erously lured  you  to  Madrid  will  have  any  mercy  on  you  ? 
No,  my  brother ;  unless  you  agree  to  unworthy  conditions, 
imposed  by  a  treacherous  monarch  who  abuses  his  power 
over  you,  here  you  will  languish  until  you  die !  Now 
mark  my  words,  dear  brother.  Treaties  made  under  duresse j 
by  force  majeure^  are  legally  void.  You  will  dissemble,  my 
generous  King — ^for  the  sake  of  France,  you  will  dis- 
semble. You  must  fight  this  crafty  emperor  with  his  own 
weapons." 

"  What !  my  sister,  be  false  to  my  word — I,  a  belted 
knight,  invested  by  the  hands  of  Bayard  on  the  field  of 
Marignano,  stoop  to  a  lie  ?     Marguerite,  you  are  mad !" 

"  Oh,  Francis,  hear  me  ! ''  cries  Marguerite  passionately, 
"hear  me ;  on  my  knees  I  conjure  you  to  live,  for  yourself, 
for  us,  for  France."  She  casts  herself  on  the  floor  beside 
him.  She  wrings  his  hands,  she  kisses  his  feet,  her  tears 
falling  thickly.  "Francis,  you  must,  you  shall  consent. 
By-and-by  you  will  bless  me  for  this  tender  violence.  You 
are  not  fit  to  meddle  in  this  matter.  Leave  to  me  the  care 
of  your  honour;  is  it  not  my  own?  I  come  from  the 
Eegent,  from  the  council,  from  all  France.  Believe  me, 
brother,  if  you  are  perjured,  all  Europe  will  applaud  the 
perjury." 

Marguerite,  whose  whole  frame  quivers  with  agitation, 
speaks  no  more.  There  is  a  lengthened  pause.  The  flush 
of  fever  is  on  the  King's  face. 

"  My  sister,"  murmurs  Francis,  struggling  with  a  broken 
voice  under  the  influence  of  deep  emotion  to  express  himself, 
"you  have  conquered.  Into  your  hands  I  commit  my 
honour  and  the  fixture  of  France.  Leave  me  a  while  to 
rest,  for  I  am  faint." 

Treaties  made  under  duresse  by  force  majeure  are  legally 
void.  The  Emperor  must  be  decoyed  into  the  belief  that 
terms  are  accepted  by  Francis,  which  are  to  be  broken  the 
instant  his  foot  touches  French  soil.  It  is  with  the  utmoSt 
difficulty  that  the  chivalrous  monarch  can  be  brought  to 
lend  himself  to  this  deceit.  But  the  prayers  of  his  sister, 
the  deplorable  condition  of  his  kingdom  deprived  of  his 
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presence  for  nearly  five  years,  the  terror  of  returning 
illness,  and  the  thorough  conviction  that  Charles  is  as  per- 
fidious as  he  is  ambitious,  at  length  prevail.  Francis 
ostensibly  accepts  the  Emperor's  terms,  and  Queen  Claude 
being  dead,  he  affiances  himself  to  Ch^xles'  sister,  Elinor, 
Queen  Dowager  of  Portugal. 

Fraacis  was  perjured,  but  France  was  saved. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 


LA    DUCHESSE   D'eTAMPES. 


Riding  with  all  speed  from  Madrid — ^for  he  fears  the 
Emperor's  perfidy — Francis  has  reached  the  frontier  of 
Spain,  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Bidassoa.  His  boys — ^the 
Dauphin  and  the  Due  d' Orleans,  who  are  to  replace  him  at 
Madrid  as  hostages  —  await  him  there.  They  rush  into 
their  father's  arms  and  fondly  cling  to  him,  weeping  bitterly 
at  this  cruel  meeting  for  a  moment  after  years  of  separation. 
Francis,  with  ready  sympathy,  mingles  his  tears  with  theirs. 
He  embraces  and  blesses  them.  But,  wild  with  the  excite- 
ment of  liberty  and  insecure  while  on  Spanish  soil,  he 
cannot  spare  time  for  details.  He  hands  the  poor  lads  over 
to  the  Spanish  commissioners.  Too  impatient  to  await  the 
arrival  of  the  ferry  boat,  which  is  pulling  across  the  river, 
he  steps  into  the  waters  of  the  Bidassoa  to  meet  it.  On 
the  opposite  bank,  among  the  low  scrub  wood,  a  splendid 
retinue  awaits  him.  He  springs  into  the  saddle,  waves  his 
cap  in  the  air,  and  with  a  joyous  shout  exclaims,  '^  Now  I 
am  a  king !     Now  I  am  free !  " 

The  political  vicissitudes  of  Francis's  reign  are  as  nothing 
to  the  chaos  of  his  private  life ;  only  as  a  lover  he  was 
never  defeated.  No  humiliating  Pavia  arrests  his  successful 
course.  At  Bayonne  he  finds  a  brilliant  Court ;  his  mother 
the  Eegent,  and  his  sister  Marguerite,  awaiting  his  arrival. 
After  "  Les  embrasseurs  d'usage,"  as  Du  BeUay  quaintly 
expresses  it,  the  King's  eye  wanders  over  the  parterre  of 
young  beauties  assembled  in  their  suite,  ^^  la  petite  bande 
des  dames  de  la  Cour."  Then  Francis  first  beholds  Anne 
de  Pisselieu,  afterwards  Duchesse  d'Etampes.  No  one  can 
compare  to  her  in  the  tyranny  of  youth,  beauty,  and  talent. 

d2 
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A  mere  girl,  she  already  knows  everything,  and  is  moreover 
astute,  witty,  and  false.  In  spite  of  the  efforts  of  Diane  de 
Poitiers  to  attract  the  King  (she  having  come  to  Bayonne 
in  attendance  on  the  Eegent-mother),  Anne  de  Pisselieu 
prevails.  The  King  is  hers.  He  delights  in  her  joyous 
sallies.  Anne  laughs  at  every  one  and  everything,  specially 
at  the  pretensions  of  Madame  Diane,  whom  she  calls  "  an 
old  hag.^^  She  declares  that  she  herself  was  born  on, 
Diane's  wedding-day ! 

Who  can  resist  so  bewitching  a  creature  ?  Not  Francis 
certainly.  So  the  Court  divides  itself  into  two  factions  in 
love,  poUtics,  aQd  reUgion.  One  party,  headed  by  the 
Duchesse  d'Etampes  —  a  Protestant,  and  mistress  of  the 
reigning  monarch ;  a  second  by  Madame  Diane  de  Poitiers 
—a  CathoUc,  who,  after  many  efforts,  finding  the  King 
inacessible,  devotes  herself  to  his  son.  Prince  Henry,  a 
mere  boy,  at  least  twenty  years  younger  than  herself  and 
waits  his  reign.  Oddly  enough,  it  is  the  older  woman 
who  waits,  and  the  younger  one  who  rules. 

The  Eegent-mother  looks  on  approvingly.  Morals,  espe- 
cially royal  morals,  do  not  exist.  Madame  Louise  de  Savoie 
is  ambitious.  She  would  not  see  the  new  Spanish  Queen 
— a  comely  princess,  as  she  hears  from  her  daughter  Mar- 
guerite— ^possess  too  much  influence  over  the  King.  It 
might  injure  her  own  power.  The  poor  Spanish  Queen ! 
No  fear  that  her  influence  will  injure  any  one!  The 
King  never  loves  her,  and  never  forgives  her  being  forced 
upon  him  as  a  clause  in  the  imominious  treaty  of  Madrid. 
Besides,  she  is  thirty-two  yetrs  old  and  a  widow;  grave, 
dignified,  and  learned,  but  withal  a  lady  of  agreeable 
person,  though  of  mature  and  well-developed  charms. 
Elinor  admired  and  loved  Francis  when  she  saw  him  at 
Madrid,  and  all  the  world  thought  that  the  days  were 
numbered  in  which  Madame  d'Etampes  would  be  seen  at 
Court.  "But,"  says  Du  Bellay,  either  with  perfect naivet6 
or  profound  irony — "it  was  impossible  for  the  King  to 
offer  to  the  virtuous  Spanish  priacess  any  other  sentiments 
than  respect  and  gratitude,  the  Duchesse  d'Etampes  being 
sole  mistress  of  his  heart !  "     So  the  royal  lady  fares  no 
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better  than  Queen  Claude,  "  with  the  roses  in  lier  soul," 
and  only  receives,  like  her,  courtesy  and  indiflference. 

The  King  returns  to  the  Spanish  jfrontier  to  receive 
Queen  Elinor  and  to  embrace  the  sons,  now  released,  to 
whom  she  has  been  a  true  mother  during  the  time  they 
have  been  hostages  at  Madrid. 

By-and-by  the  Queen's  brother — that  mighty  and  per- 
fidious sovereign,  Charles  V.,  Emperor  of  Gtermany — ^passing 
to  his  estates  in  the  Netherlands,  "  craves  leave  of  his 
beloved  brother,  Francis,  King  of  France,  to  traverse  his 
kingdom  on  his  way,"  so  great  is  his  dread  of  the  sea 
voyage  on  account  of  sickness. 

Some  days  before  the  Emperor's  arrival  Francis  is  at  the 
Louvre.  He  has  repaired  and  embellished  it  in  honour  of 
his  guest,  and  has  pulled  down  the  central  tower,  or  donjon, 
called  "Philippine,"  which  encumbered  the  inner  court. 
By-and-by  he  will  pull  down  all  the  mediaeval  fortress,  and, 
assisted  by  Lescot,  begin  the  palace  known  as  the  "  Old 
Louvre." 

Francis  is  seated  tete-a-tete  with  the  Duchesse  d'Etampes. 
The  room  is  small — a  species  of  boudoir  or  closet.  It  is 
hung  with  rare  tapestry,  representing  in  glowing  colours 
the  Labours  of  Hercules.  Venetian  mirrors,  in  richly 
carved  frames,  fling  back  the  light  of  a  central  chandelier, 
also  of  Venetian  workmanship,  cunningly  wrought  into 
gaudy  flowers,  diamonded  pendants  and  true  lovers'  knots. 
It  is  a  blaze  of  brightness  and  colour.  Kich  velvet  hangings, 
heavy  with  gold  embroidery,  cover  the  narrow  windows 
and  hang  over  the  low  doors.  The  King  and  the  Duchess 
sit  beside  a  table  of  inlaid  marble,  supported  on  a  pedestal, 
marvellously  gilt,  of  Italian  workmanship,  on  which  are 
laid  fruits,  wines,  and  confitures^  served  in  golden  vessels 
worked  in  the  Cinque-cento  style,  after  Cellini's  patterns. 
Beside  themselves,  Triboulet,*  the  king's  fool,  alone  is 
present.  As  Francis  holds  out  his  cup  time  after  time  to 
Triboulet,  who  replenishes  it  with  Malvoisie,  the  scene 
composes  itself  into  a  perfect  picture,  such  as  Victor  Hugo 
has  imagined  in  Le  Roi  s^ amuse ;  so  perfect,  indeed,  that 

»  See  Note  5. 
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Francis  might  have  sung,  ^^La  donna  e  mobile,"  as  he  now 
does  in  Verdi's  opera  of  RigoUtto. 

"Sire,"  says  the  Duchess,  her  voice  dropping  into  a 
most  delicious  softness,  "  do  you  leave  us  to-morrow  ?  " 

The  Eling  bows  his  head  and  kisses  her  jewelled 
fingers. 

"  So  you  persist  in  going  to  meet  your  brother,  the 
Emperor  Charles,  your  loving  brother  of  Spain ;  whom  I 
hate  because  he  was  so  cruel  to  you  at  Madrid."  The 
Duchess  looks  up  and  smiles.  Her  eyes  are  beautiful,  but 
hard  and  cruel.  She  wears  an  ermine  mantle,  for  it  is 
winter ;  her  dress  is  of  the  richest  green  satin,  embroidered 
with  gold.  On  her  head  is  a  golden  net,  the  meshes 
sprinkled  with  diamonds,  from  which  her  dark  tresses 
escape  in  long  ringlets  over  her  shoulders. 

Francis  turns  towards  her  and  pledges  her  in  a  cup  of 
Malvoisie.  The  comers  of  his  mouth  are  drawn  up  into 
a  cynical  smile,  almost  to  his  nostrils.  He  has  now  reached 
middle  life,  and  his  face  at  that  time  would  have  made  no 
man's  fortune. 

"Duchess,"  says  he,  " I  must  tear  myself  from  you.  I 
go  to-morrow  to  Touraine.  Before  returning  to  Paris,  I 
shall  attend  my  brother  the  Emperor  Charles  at  Loehes, 
then  at  Amboise  on  the  Loire.  You  will  soon  follow  me 
with  the  Queen." 

"  And,  surely,  when  you  have  this  heartless  king,  this 
cruel  gaoler  in  your  power,  you  will  punish  him  and 
revenge  yourself  ?  If  he,  like  a  fool,  comes  into  Touraine, 
make  him  revoke  the  treaty  of  Madrid,  or  shut  him  up  in 
one  of  Louis  XL's  oubliettes  at  Amboise  or  Loehes." 

"  I  win  persuade  him  if  I  can  to  liberate  me  from  all  the 
remaining  conditions  of  the  treaty,"  said  the  King,  "  but  I 
will  never  force  him."  As  he  speaks,  Triboulet,  who  has 
been  shaking  the  silver  bells  on  his  parti-coloured  dress 
with  suppressed  laughter,  pulls  out  some  ivory  tablets  to 
add  something'  to  a  list  he  keeps  of  those  whom  he  considers 
greater  fools  than  himself.     He  calls  it  "his  journal." 

The  King  looks  at  the  tablets  and  sees  the  name  of 
C^harlcs  V. 
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*^  Ha !  ha  !  by  the  mass  ! — ^how  long  has  my  brother  of 
Spain  figured  there  ?  "  asks  he. 

"  The  day,  Sire,  that  I  heard  he  had  put  his  foot  on  the 
French  frontier." 

"  What  will  you  do  when  I  let  him  depart  freely  ?" 

"  I  shall/'  said  Triboulet,  ^^  rub  out  his  name  and  put 
yours  in  its  place.  Sire." 

*^  See,  your  Majesty,  there  is  some  one  else  who  agrees 
with  me,"  says  the  Duchess,  laughing. 

*^I  know,"  replies  Francis,  ^'that  my  interests  would 
almost  force  me  to  do  as  you  desire,  madame,  but  my 
honour  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  interests.  I  am  now  at 
liberty, — I  had  rather  the  treaty  of  Madrid  should  stand 
for  ever  than  countenance  an  act  unworthy  of  *  un  roi 
chevalier.* " 

Francis  receives  Charles  V.  at  Amboise  with  ostentatious 
splendour.  Aware  of  the  repugnance  of  his  royal  guest  to 
mount  steps  (the  Spanish  Emperor  was  early  troubled  by 
those  attacks  of  gout  that  caused  him  at  length  to  abdicate 
and  to  die  of  premature  old  age,  at  the  monastery  of  San 
Juste),  Francis  caused  an  inclined  plane  or  slope  to  be 
constructed  in  place  of  stairs  within  one  of  the  round  towers 
by  which  the  Castle  of  Amboise,  standing  on  a  precipitous 
pile  of  rocks,  is  approached.  Up  this  slope,  which  remains 
in  excellent  preservation,  Charles  ascends  to  the  plateau 
on  which  the  castle  stands,  seated  in  his  ponderous  coach, 
drawn  by  heavy  horses,  attended  by  guards  and  outriders. 
Elinor,  his  sister,  the  neglected  Queen,  as  well  as  the 
favourite,  Madame  d'Etampes,  are  present  at  the  fetes  given 
in  honour  of  the  Emperor.  There  are  no  secrets  at  Court, 
and  Charles  soon  comes  to  know  that  the  maitresse  en  titre 
is  his  enemy.  One  evening,  after  a  dance  executed  by 
Anne  d'Etampes  along  with  the  ladies  of  the  Court,  in 
which  she  displayed  the  graces  of  her  person,  the  Emperor 
approaches  her. 

" Madame,"  he  says,  "it  is  only  in  France  that  I  have 
seen  such  perfection  of  elegance  and  beauty.  My  brother, 
the  King,  would  be  the  envy  of  all  the  sovereigns  of 
Europe  could  they  have  witnessed  what  I  have  just  seen. 
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There  is  no  ransom  that  I  would  accept  for  such  a  captive, 
had  I  the  power  of  retaining  her  at  Madrid." 

The  Emperor's  eyes  melt  with  admiration  as  he  gazes  on 
her. 

The  Duchess's  countenance  beams  with  delight  at  the 
Emperor's  high-flown  compliment. 

The  King  approaches  the  spot  where  they  stand. 

"Know,  my  brother,"  says  the  King  with  a  slight 
touch  of  irony  in  his  tone,  for  he  is  displeased  at  the 
tender  glances  Charles  is  casting  on  his  favourite,  "know 
that  this  fair  Duchess  would  have  had  me  detain  you  here 
a  prisoner  until  you  had  revoked  the  treaty  of  Maidrid." 

The  Emperor  starts  visibly  and  frowns.  "  If  you  con- 
sider the  advice  good,  your  Majesty  had  better  follow  it," 
he  repUes  haughtay,  turning  away  to  address  some  nobles 
standing  near. 

Some  few  days  afterwards  the  Duchess  gives  a  supper 
in  her  apartments,  to  which  the  Emperor  and  the  Court  are 
invited.  After  the  reception,  sinking  on  her  knees,  she 
presents  his  Maiesty  with  rose  water  in  a  gold  embossed 
basin  in  which  to  wash  his  hands.  Charles  adroitly  drops 
a  large  diamond  ring  into  the  basin.  The  Duchess  stoops 
and  places  the  vessel  on  the  ground  in  order  to  pick  up  the 
jewel. 

^^  This  ring,  madame,"  he  says,  and  he  speaks  low,  and 
leans  forward  in  order  to  catch  her  ear,  "  is  too  becoming 
to  that  fair  hand  for  me  to  remove  it.  It  has  itself  sought 
a  new  possessor,"  and  he  kisses  her  hand.  ^^  Keep  it  as  a 
pledge  of  my  admiration  and  my  friendship." 

The  Duchess  rises  and  makes  a  deep  obeisance.  Not 
only  did  she  keep  the  ring,  but  she  became  so  decided  a 
partisan  of  this  "  Roofer,"  that  she  is  popularly  accused  of 
having  betrayed  Francis  to  the  Emperor ;  specially  in  the 
subsequent  wars  between  England,  France,  and  Spain. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

LAST  DAYS. 

Eambotjillet  is  now  a  station  on  the  railway  between 
Versailles,  Chartres,  and  Le  Mans.  It  is  a  sunny  little 
town,  sloping  to  the  south,  in  a  sheltered  hollow,  over 
which  the  slanting  roofs  and  conical  turrets  of  the  palace 
rise  out  of  stately  elms  and  spiked  poplars.  The  principal 
facade  of  the  ch&teau — ^which  consists  of  two  wings  at  right 
angles  to  each  other,  having  at  each  comer  a  circidar 
turret,  surmounted  by  a  spire — ^faces  the  mid-day  sun. 
The  ground  lies  low,  and  ciials,  extending  in  three  direc- 
tions, bordered  by  terraced  walks  and  avenues,  intersect  the 
grassy  lawns  which  lengthen  into  the  tangled  woodland  of 
the  surrounding  forest.  Opposite  the  chateau,  on  an  islet, 
is  a  grotto  caUed  "  La  Marmite  de  Eabelais."  To  the 
right,  the  three  canals  flow  into  a  river,  spanned  by  a  low 
bridge,  known  as  "  the  accursed  bridge,"  from  some  now 
obscure  tradition  foreboding  evil  to  those  who  pass  over 
it.  On  every  other  side,  the  trunks  of  venerable  trees, 
their  over-arching  branches  closing  above  like  a  cloister 
-pillars  of  oak,  elm,  and  ash-wind  away  into  grassy 
meads  and  shady  dingles,  intersected  by  long  rides  cut 
straight  through  the  forest,  proper  for  the  stag-hunts  which 
have  been  held  in  this  ancient  manor  since  the  Middle 
Ages. 

The  chateau  itself  has  been  modernised,  save  where 
one  ivy-crowned  roimd  tower  (the  donjon  of  the  medieBval 
fortress),  in  deep  shadow,  frowns  an  angry  defiance  to  the 
stucco  and  whitewash  of  the  flimsy  modem  facade. 

It  is  the  month  of  March,  in  the  year  1547.  Francis, 
attended  by  a  small  retinue,  has  arrived  at  the  foot  of 
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this  round  tower.     Coming  from  the  south,  he  has  crossed 
the  river  by  ''  the  accursed  bridge." 

During  the  whole  past  year  he  has  wandered  from  place 
to  place,  revisiting  all  his  favourite  haunts  as  though  con- 
scious that  he  was  bidding  them  farewell.  The  restless- 
ness of  mortal  disease  is  upon  him.  Though  he  flies  from 
city  to  hamlet,  from  castle  to  palace,  vainly  seeking  respite 
from  pain,  death  haunts  and  follows  him.  His  life  is  agony. 
He  is  greatly  changed — an  internal  fever  consumes  him. 
His  eyes  are  haggard ;  his  face  is  thin,  and  his  body  ema- 
ciated. Only  fl%^-two  years  old,  like  his  great  rival  the 
Emperor  Charles,  he  is  prematurely  aged.  Now  he  is  half 
lifted  from  his  coach  and  slowly  led  up  a  winding  staircase 
to  his  apartments  on  the  second  floor  by  his  friend  James 
d'Angennes,  to  whose  ancestors  Kambouillet  belonged. 
Francis  comes  from  Chambord,  where  Marguerite,  now 
Queen  of  Navarre  by  her  second  marriage,  met  him.  Mar- 
guerite and  her  brother  still  cling  to  each  other,  but  they 
are  both  aged  and  full  of  care.  Her  beauty  is  faded  and 
her  health  is  broken.  Even  she,  though  devoted  as  ever, 
cannot  amuse  Francis  or  dissipate  the  weight  that  oppresses 
his  spirit.  The  old  topics  that  were  wont  to  delight  him 
are  irritably  dismissed.  He  no  longer  cares  for  poetry, 
is  wearied  of  politics,  shrinks  from  society,  and  abuses 
women.  It  is  at  this  time  he  writes  with  the  point  of  a 
diamond,  on  the  window  of  his  closet  at  Chambord,  these 
signiflcant  lines :— 

"  Souvent  femme  varie ; 
Mai  habile  qiii  s'y  fie ! " 

t 

He  can  only  talk  to  his  sister  on  sorrowful  subjects :  of 
the  death  by  plague  of  his  favourite  son  Charles,  who 
caught  the  infection  when  sleeping  at  Abbeville ;  or  of  his 
old  friend,  Henry  VIII.  of  England,  who  has  also  recently 
died. 

The  death  of  the  latter  seems  to  affect  Francis  terribly : 
— "  Our  lives,"  ho  says,  "  were  very  similar — ^he  was 
slightly  older,  but  I  shall  not  long  survive  him.''  Vainly 
docs  Marguerite  combat  these  dismal  forebodings.  She 
laments  in  secret  the  sad  change.     Ever  sympathetic  with 
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her  brother,  she,  too,  throws  aside  romance  and  poetry 
and  composes  '^The  Mirror  of  a  Sinful  Soul"  to  suit  his 
altered  humour.  Alas !  what  would  Marguerite  say  if  she 
knew  what  is  carefully  concealed  from  her?  That  the 
great  surgebn  Pare — Par6,  who  was  afterwards  to  draw  the 
spear-point  from  the  cheek  of  the  Balafre — has  pronounced 
that  the  King's  malady  is  hopeless  ! 

After  a  short  sojourn  together  at  Chamber d,  the  brother 
and  sister  part  never  to  meet  again. 

J^rancis  was  to  have  passed  the  carnival  at  Limours, 
says  Du  Bellay ;  now  he  commands  the  masked  balls  and 
the  court  ballets  to  be  held  at  Saint-Germain  en  Layc. 
The  King's  fancy  changes :  he  will  rouse  himself ;  he  will 
shake  off  the  horrible  lethargy  that  is  creeping  over  him  ; 
he  will  dismiss  sinister  presentiments.  Disguised  himself, 
he  will  dance  among  the  maskers — the  excitement  will 
revive  him. 

But  strong  as  is  his  will,  high  as  is  his  courage,  the  mortal 
disease  within  him  is  stronger  still.  Suddenly  he  counter- 
mands all  his  orders.  He  will  rather  go  to  Eambouillet 
to  visit  his  old  friend,  d'Angennes ;  to  meet  Eabelais  per- 
haps, who  loves  the  old  castle,  and  to  hunt  in  the  great 
woods. 

The  quiet  old  manor,  half  hunting-lodge,  half  fortress, 
buried  in  secluded  woods  just  bursting  into  leaf,  where  the 
wild  boar  and  the  stag  are  plentifid,  will  suit  him  better 
than  banquets,  balls,  games,  and  boisterous  revelry.  The 
once  dauntless  Francis  is  grown  nervous  and  querulous, 
and  is  painfully  conscious  of  the  slightest  noise.  After 
a  rapid  journey  he  crosses  the  ill-omened  bridge  and  arrives 
at  Eambouillet.  No  sooner  has  he  been  laid  in  his  bed 
than  again  his  mind  changes.  He  must  rise  and  go  to 
Saint-Germain,  more  suitable  than  Eambouillet  in  accom- 
modation for  his  present  condition.  But  the  intense 
anguish  he  suffers  renders  this  project  impossible.  Well, 
he  will  remain.  He  will  rest  one  night  here ;  then,  he 
will  depart.  In  the  morning,  says  the  same  historian,  he 
awakes  at  daylight,  feeling  somewhat  better.  He  com- 
mands a  royal  hunt  for  stags  and  boars.     Once  more  he 
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hears  the  bugle  of  the  huntsmen,  the  bayinff  of  the  hounds, 
tlie  tramp  of  tlie  impatient  steeds.  The  fresh  morning  ai^ 
gives  him  fictitious  strength.  He  rises  from  his  bed, 
dresses  himself,  descends,  forces  himself  on  horseback  and 
rides  forth,  defying  disease  and  pain.  Alas!  he  is  soon 
brought  back  to  the  donjon  tower  and  earned  up  the  stairs 
speechless  and  in  mortal  agony  to  his  bed.  Fever  and 
delirium  ensue,  but  as  the  death  shadows  gather  round  him 
weakness  clears  his  brain. 

"  I  am  dying,"  says  he  faintly,  addressing  d'Angennes, 
who  never  leaves  him  for  an  i^nt ;  '<  send  for  my  son 
Henry." 

"  Sire,"  replies  the  Count,  "  his  Highness  is  already 
here." 

"  Let  him  come  to  me  at  once ;  my  breath  fails  me  fast." 

The  Prince  enters  and  kneels  beside  the  dying  king. 
He  weeps  bitterly,  takes  his  father's  already  cold  hand 
in  his  own  and  kisses  it.  Francis  feebly  returns  the  pres- 
sure.  He  turns  his  sunken  eyes  towards  his  son  and  signs 
that  he  would  speak.  Henry,  the  better  to  catch  his 
words,  rises  and  bends  over  him. 

"  My  son,  I  have  been  a  great  sinner,"  falters  the  dying 
King,  "  my  passions  led  me  astray ;  avoid  this,  Henry.  If 
I  have  done  well,  follow  that,  not  the  evil." 

"Sire,"  replies  the  Prince,  "we  all  love  and  honour 
your  Majesty." 

"  Ch«iA>an<»,  my  Boa,"  continues  fte  King;  "  it  k 
a  noble  nation.  They  refused  me  nothing  in  my  adversity, 
nor  will  they  you,  if  you  rule  them  rightly.  Lighten  the 
taxes,  my  son, — ^be  good  to  my  people." 

His  voice  grows  fainter  and  less  distinct,  his  face  more 
ashen. 

The  Prince,  seeing  his  lips  move  but  hearing  no  sound, 
lays  his  ear  close  to  his  fether's  mouth. 

"  Commend  me  to  Catherine,  your  wife ;  beware  of  the 
Guises ;  they  will  strip  you  ;  they  are  all  traitors ;  *  cherish 
my  people."    He  spoke  no  more. 

The  Prince  motions  to  d' Angennes,  and  the  parish  priest 

1  See  Kote  6. 
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with  his  acolytes  enter,  bearing  the  Hogt.  Speechless,  but 
conscious,  with  a  look  of  infinite  devotion,  Francis  receives 
the  sacraments.  Then,  turning  his  dying  eyes  towards  his 
son,  he  feebly  raises  his  hands  to  bless  hun. 

Henry,  overcome  by  the  sight  of  his  dying  father,  sinks 
prostrate  beside  the  bed.  D'Angennes  stands  at  the  head, 
supporting  his  dying  master  in  his  ^rms ;  while  he  wipes 
the  moisture  from  his  forehead,  Francis  expires. 


CHAPTEE    IX. 

CATHERINE    DE    MEDICI. 

Catherine  de  Medici,  widow  of  Henry  II.,  and  mother 
of  three  kings  regnant,  rules  France  in  their  name.  Her 
father,  Lorenzo,  Duke  of  Urbino,  second  tyrant  of  Flo- 
rence, died  before  she  was  bom;  her  mother,  Madaleine 
de  la  Tour  d'Auvergne  (for  Catherine  had  French  blood 
in  her  veins),  died  when  she  was  born ;  so  fatal  was  this 
Medici,  even  at  her  birth, 

.  The  Dtichessina^  as  Catherine  was  called,  was  reared  by 
her  aunt  Clarice  Sforza,  within  the  medieBval  stronghold  of 
the  Medici  at  Florence — ^now  known  as  the  Eiccardi  Palace. 
Although  bereft  of  palisade  and  towers  of  defence,  it  is 
still  a  stately  pile  of  Italian  Gothic  architecture,  with 
pillared  cortile,  ornate  front,  and  sculptured  cornice,  bidding 
a  mute  defiance  to  the  encroachments  of  the  modem  build- 
ings of  the  Via  Cavour,  the  Corso  of  the  City  of  Flowers. 

Catherine  was  educated  by  the  nuns  of  the  "  Murate  " 
(walled  up),  in  their  convent  near  the  Porto  Santa  Croce. 
The  teaching  of  these  lonely  enthusiasts  strangely  con- 
trasted with  the  life  she  afterwards  led  in  the  Florentine 
Court — a  very  hotbed  of  vice,  intrigue,  and  ambition. 
There  did  this  Medea  of  the  Cinque-cento  learn  how  to 
dissimulate  and  to  betray.  At  fifteen  she  became,  by  the 
favour  of  her  uncle.  Pope  Clement  VII.,  the  richest  heiress 
in  Europe,  She  was  tall  and  finely  formed,  of  a  clear  olive 
complexion  (inherited  from  her  French  mother),  with  well- 
cut  features,  and  large  prominent  eyes,  like  all  the  Medici. 
Her  maimers  were  gracious,  her  countenance  expressive, 
but  there  was,  even  in  extreme  youth,  a  fixed  and  cold 
expression  on  the  statuesque  face  that  belied  these  plea- 
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sant  attributes.     Many  suitors  sought  her  hand,  but  C'le- 
ment  VII,,  outraged  at  the  brutality  of  the  Spanish  eoalitiou  1 
against  him  under  Charles  V.,  which  had  resulted  in  the  -1 
sack  of  Rome  and  his  own  impriaounient  in  the  Castle  of  I 
St.  Angelo,  was  ghid  to  spite  his  enemies  by  bestowing  his  / 
wealthy  nieco  on  the  Due  d'Orleans,  sou  of  Francis  I.     As  \ 
the  heiress  of  the  Medici  came   of  a  republican  race  of  J 
merchant  princes,  mere  mushronms  beside  the  lofty  anti- 
quity of  the  Valois  line,  the  Pope,  to  give  greater  lustre  to  | 
the  espousals,  amioimced  that  he  would  himself  conduct." 
his  niece  to  her  future  husband.    At  Leghorn,  Catherine 
embarked   with  her  uncle  in  a   sumptuous  papal  galley, 
attended  by  his  tonsured  Court.    A  flotilla  of  boats  accom- 
panied the  viceregont  of  God  upon  earth  and  liis  nieco  tho  , 
sparkling  Duchessina.     Fair  winds  and  smooth  seas  soon  I 
wafted  them  to  the  French  shore,  where  Francis  and  his  ] 
sons  awaited  their  arrival  at  Marseilles. 

Francis,  says  Brantome,  was  so  charmed  with  the  Medici  I 
bride,  her  intelligence  and  lively  manners,  that  he  romped 
with   her  the    entire  evening  after  her  arrival.     When 
Francis  found  that  she  danced  admirably,  that  she  shot 
with  an  arquebuse  like  a  trooper,  played  at  maille  like  a 
boy,  and  rode  boldly  and  gracefully,  his  partiality  to  his  J 
new   daughter-in-law   know  no    bounds.     What  was  the  f 
opinion  of  the  bridegroom  Orleans,  and  what  comparison 
he  made  between  a  bride  of  fifteen  and  a  mistress  of  thirty- 
five,  is  not  recorded.     Tliere  was  nearly  twenty  years'  dif- 
ference in  ago  between  Prince  Henry,  Due  d'Orleans,  a 
mere  boy,  and  Diane  de  Poitiers,  yet  her  influence  over  J 
him  was  still  absolute.    To  the  day  of  Ms  death  ho  wore  f 
her  colours — white  and  black — upon  his  shield.     Diane,  1 
secure  in  power,  was  rather  proud  of  her  age.     She  boasted  1 
to  the  new  Duchess  that  she  was  never  ill,  that  she  rose  at  \ 
sis  o'clock  in  the  morning,  bathed  in  the  coldest  water, 
and  rode  two  houi-s  before  breakfast. 

When  Catherine  first  appeared  at  the  Louvre  as  the.l 
bride  of  Prince  llenry,  she  seemed  but  a  clevor,  facile  ^1,  ] 
ready  to  accept  her  humiliating  position  as  subordinate  iu'l 
power,  influence,  and  beauty  to  her  husband's  mistress,  T 
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Diane  de  Poitiers,  as  well  as  to  the  Duchesse  d'Etampes, 
the  fSavourite  of  Francis.  Placed  among  these  two  women 
and  the  lonely  Spanish  Queen,  Elinor  of  Portugal,  for  four- 
teen years  she  acquitted  herself  with  the  most  perfect 
temper  and  discretion.  Indeed,  with  strange  self-command 
in  one  so  young,  she  endeavoured  to  flatter  both  the 
favourites,  but  failing  to  propitiate  either  Diane  or  the 
Duchess,  and  not  being  able  to  attract  her  husband  or  to 
interest  the  sedate  Spaniard,  she  devoted  herself  wholly  to 
charm  her  father-in-law,  Francis.  She  became  the  constant 
'  and  beloved  companion  of  his  various  progresses  aud  hunt- 
ing  parties  to  Fontainebleau,  Amboise,  Chenonceau,  and 
Lol^hes.  Ko  court  pageants  these,  on  ambUng  pads  over 
jsmooth  lawns,  among  Umber  trees,  with  retinue  of  velvet- 
liveried  menials  on  the  watch  for  any  possible  casualty; 
but  hard  and  dangerous  riding  in  search  of  boars,  and 
wolves,  and  stags,  over  a  rough  country,  among  thick 
underwood,  rocky  hills,  and  precipitous  uplands. 

Thus  Catherine  seemed,  but  in  her  heart  she  despised 
the  Duchess,  abhorred  Diane,  and  suffered  all  the  mortifi- 
cation of  a  neglected  wife.  Diane  did  not  moreover 
spare  her  feelings,  but  insolently  and  ostentatiously  paraded 
her  superior  influence,  especially  after  Prince  Henry  came 
to  the  throne  and  created  her  Duchesse  de  Valentinois. 

Catherine,  however,  with  marvellous  self-command  bore 
all  meekly,  brought  the  King  ten  children,  and  for  fourteen 
years  bided  her  time.  And  that  time  came  sooner  than 
either  the  wife  or  the  mistress  expected. 


CHAPTEE  X. 

A  FATAL  JOUST. 

It  is  the  wedding-day  of  the  two  princesses,  Elizabeth  and 
Marguerite ;  the  first  a.  daughter,  the  latter  a  sister,  of 
Henry  II.  A  tournament  is  to  be  held  in  the  Eue  Saint- 
Antoine,  near  the  Palace  des  Toumelles,  so  called  from  its 
many  towers/ 

King  Henry  and  the  elder  princes,  his  sons,  are  to  ride 
in  the  lists  and  to  break  a  lance  freely  with  all  comers. 
Queen  Catherine  and  the  brides  —  Elizabeth,  the  very 
youthful  wife  of  the  morose  Philip  II.  of  Spain,  lately 
husband  of  Mary  Tudor,  known  as  Bloody  Mary,  now 
deceased;  Marguerite,  wife  of  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  and 
Marguerite  de  Valois,  second  daughter  of  Catherine,  then 
but  a  child — are  seated  in  the  centre  of  an  open  dais 
covered  with  damascened  silk,  and  ornamented  with 
feathers,  tassels,  and  gaudy  streamers,  which  flutter  in  the 
summer  breeze.  Behind  them  are  ranged  the  greatest 
ladies  of  the  Court,  among  whom  Diane  de  Poitiers,  now 
Duchesse  de  Valentinois,  occupies  the  place  of  honour. 
The  ladies  in  waiting  on  the  Queen  and  the  great  officers 
of  state  are  ranged  at  the  back. 

It  is  a  lovely  mormng  in  the  month  of  July.  The 
summer  sun  lights  up  the  gay  dresses  and  fair  faces  of 
the  Court  into  a  glowing  parterre  of  bright  colours.  At 
a  signal  from  Queen  Catherine  bands  of  wind  instruments 
burst  into  martial  music ;  the  combatants  enter  the  arena 
and  divide  themselves  into  different  squadrons.  First  rides 
the  King  at  the  head  of  his  knights.  His  appearance  is 
the  signal  for  all  to  rise,  as  much  out  of  respect  to  him  as 

»  See  Note  7. 
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the  better  to  observe  his  chivalrous  bearing  and  magnificent 
accoutrements.  He  wears  a  suit  of  armour  in  which  gold 
is  the  chief  metal.  His  sword  handle  and  dagger  are  set 
with  jewels,  and  from  his  shield  and  lance  fly  streamers  of 
black  and  white — the  colours  of  Diane  de  Poitiers,  He 
rides  a  Spanish  barb,  caparisoned  with  crimson  velvet,  that 
tosses  his  head  and  curvets  proudly,  as  if  conscious  of  its 
royal  burden.  Three  times  the  King  passes  round  the  list 
within  the  barriers,  preceded  by  pages  and  esquires  bearing 
shields  bound  with  ribbons,  on  which  are  engraven,  in 
letters  of  gold  or  of  gems,*  the  initials  of  their  masters' 
ladye-loves.  The  King  is  followed  by  squadrons  of 
knights,  who  all  range  themselves  near  the  open  dais 
occupied  by  the  queens  and  the  princesses. 

A  herald  in  a  parti-coloured  dress  advances  into  the 
centre  of  the  open  space,  and  to  the  sound  of  trumpet 
proclaims  that  the  lists  are  open.  The  barriers  are  then 
lowered  by  the  pages  and  the  esquires,  and  the  tilting 
begins. 

Catherine  looks  on  with  a  troubled  countenance.  Her 
eyes  incessantly  follow  the  King  and  watch  his  every 
movement.  As  knight  after  knight  is  unhorsed 'and  rolls 
in  the  dust,  and  loud  cries  and  shouts  of  laughter  rise  at 
each  discomfiture  above  the  tumult  of  the  fight,  the 
anxious  expression  on  her  face  never  changes.  Now  and 
then,  when  the  King,  excited  by  the  mimic  warfare,  deals 
and  receives  hard  blows  and  vigorous  lance  thrusts, 
Catherine  visibly  trembles.  Like  the  wife  of  Pilate,  "  she 
has  suffered  much  because  of  a  dream  concerning  him  " — ^a 
dream  that  has  shown  him  to  her,  disfigured  and  dabbled 
with  blood,  lying  dead  in  a  strange  chamber. 

In  the  early  morning  she  had  implored  the  King  not  to 
enter  the  lists,  but  Henry  had  laughed  and  had  ridden 
forth  wearing  the  colours  of  her  rival. 

Now  the  long  day  is  drawing  to  a  close ;  the  sun  is  low 
on  the  horizon  and  the  tournament  is  over.  The  King, 
who  has  fought  like  a  son  of  Francis  I.,  and  broken  the 
lances  of  the  Dues  de  Ferrara,  Guise,  and  Nemours,  has 
retired  from  the  lists  into  his  tent  to  unarm.     The  young 
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princes  have  dismounted  and  ascended  into  the  dais  beside 
their  mother  and  the  brides.  Catherine  breathes  again ; 
the  King  is  safe — ^her  dream  but  the  coinage  of  her  braia  ! 
But  hark!  the  faint  sound  of  a  trumpet  is  heard,  pro- 
-oeeding  from  the  extremity  of  the  long  street  of  Saint- 
Antoine.  The  Queen  grows  pale  and  bends  hei:  ear  to 
listen.  The  sound  comes  nearer ;  it  becomes  more  distinct 
at  each  fresh  blast.  Now  it  is  at  hand, .  and  as  the  shrill 
and  ill-omened  notes  strike  her  ear,  a  herald  advances 
preceded  by  a  trumpeter,  and  announces  that  a  masked 
knight  has  arrived  and  challenges  his  Majesty  to  break  a 
lance  with  him  in  honour  of  his  lady. 

The  masked  knight,  habited  entirely  in  black  ai-mour, 
rides  into  the  arena.  Certain  of  the  fatal  event,  the 
Queen  rises  suddenly  from  her  seat.  Her  countenance 
expresses  absolute  terror.  She  beckons  hastily  to  the 
Comte  d'O,  who  is  in  attendance.  "  Go,"  says  she  in  a 
low  voice,  speaking  rapidly  ;  "go  at  once  to  the  Kiag. 
Tell  him  that  if  he  fights  with  this  stranger  he  will  die  ! — 
tell  him  so  from  me.  Haste !  for  the  love  of  the  Virgin, 
haste ! '' 

No  sooner  has  the  Comte  d'O  left  her,  than,  leaning  over 
the  dais,  Catherine,  with  clasped  hands  and  eager  eyes, 
watches  him  as  he  crosses  the  enclosure.  She  sees  him 
parley  with  the  Kiag,  who  is  replacing  his  casque  and 
arranging  his  armour.  Henry  laughs.  The  Queen  turns 
to  the  young  Comte  de  la  MoUe,  who  is  near — "  Call  up 
hither  his  Majesty  to  me  instantly.  Tell  him  he  must 
come  up  to  me  here  before  he  enters  the  lists.  It  is  for 
life  or  d^ath— the  life  of  the  King.     Go !  fly  !  " 

This  second  messenger  crosses  to  where  Henry  is  just 
mounting  on  horseback.  "  Alas  !  alas !  he  does  not  heed 
my  messenger.  Let  me  go,"  cries  the  Queen  in  the  most 
violent  agitation ;  "  I  will  myself  descend  and  speak  with 
his  Majesty."  She  rushes  forward  through  the  astonished 
courtiers  to  where  a  flight  of  steps  leads  below  into  the 
enclosure.  As  her  foot  is  on  the  topmost  stair,  she  sees 
the  TTiTig  gallop  forth,  fully  equipped,  in  face  of  the  masked 
knight.     The  Queen  is  ashy  pale,  her  large  eyes  are  fixed 
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on  the  King,  her.  white  lips  tremble.  She  stands  motion- 
less, supported  by  the  balustrade.  Her  daughters,  the 
brides,  and  her  ladies,  gather  round  her  full  of  wonder. 
By  a  great  effort  she  masters  her  agitation,  and  slowly 
turns  back  into  a  retiring-room  behind  the  dais,  and  seats 
herself  on  a  chair  of  state.  Then  with  solemn  gesture  she 
addresses  herself  to  the  princesses — 

"  Elizabeth,  my  daughter,  and  you.  Marguerite,  come 
hither.  My  sons,  Francis  and  Charles,  come  to  me  all  of 
you  quickly."  At  her  invitation  they  assemble  round  her 
in  astonishment.  "  Alas !  my  children,  you  are  all  orphans 
and  I  am  a  widow.  I  have  seen  it.  It  is  true.  Now, 
whne  I  speak,  the  lance  is  pointed  that  will  pierce  the 
King.  Your  father  must  die,  my  children.  I  know  it  and 
I  cannot  save  him." 

While  they  all  press  with  pitying  looks  around  her, 
trying  to  console  yet  unable  to  comprehend  her  meaning, 
she  slowly  rises.  "  Let  us,  my  children,"  says  she  in  a 
hollow  voice,  "  pray  for  the  King's  soul."  She  casts  herself 
on  the  ground  and  folds  her  hands  in  silent  prayer.  Her 
children  kneel  around  her.  There  is  a  great  silence.  Then 
a  loud  cry  is  heard  from  below — ^'  The  King  is  wounded ; 
the  Eiig  is  unhorsed ;  the  King  bleeds ;  en  avant  to  the 
King ! "  Catherine  rises.  She  is  calm  now  and  perfectly 
composed.  She  approaches  the  wooden  steps  leading  into 
the  arena  below.  There  she  sees,  stretehed  on  the  ground, 
the  King  insensible,  his  face  bathed  in  blood,  pierced  in 
the  eye  by  the  lance  of  the  masked  knight  who  has  fled. 
Henry  is  mortally  wounded,  and  is  borne,  as  the  Queen 
saw  in  her  dream,  into  a  strange  chamber  in  the  Palace  des 
Toumelles,  hard  by.  After  some  days  of  horrible  agony 
he  expires,  aged  forty-one.  The  masked  knight  struck  but 
a  random  blow,  and  was  held  innocent  of  all  malice.  He 
was  the  Sieur  de  Montgomeri,  ancestor  of  the  present  Earls 
of  Eglinton. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE   WIDOWED   QUEEN. 

Even  while  the  Ejng  lay  dying,  Catherine  gave  a  taste  of 
her  vindictive  character  by  ordering  Diane  de  Poitiers 
instantly  to  quit  the  Loiivre;  to  deliver  up  the  crown 
jewels ;  and  to  make  over  the  possession  of  the  Chateau 
of  Chenonceau,  in  Touraine,  to  herself.  Chenonccau  was 
Catherine's  "  Naboth's  vineyard."  From  a  girl,  when  she 
had  often  visited  it  in  company  with  her  father-in-law, 
Francis,  she  had  longed  to  possess  this  lovely  woodland 
palace,  beside  the  clear  waters  of  the  river  Cher.  To  her 
inexpressible  disgust,  her  husband,  when  he  became  King, 
presented  it  to  'Hhe  old  hag,"  Diane,  Duchesse  de 
Valentinois. 

When  Diane,  sitting  lonely  at  the  Louvre,  for  Henry  II. 
was  dying  at  the  Palace  des  Toumelles,  received  the 
Queen's  message,  she  turned  indignantly  to  the  messenger 
and  angrily  asked,  '^Is  the  King  then  dead?"  ^^No, 
madame,  but  his  wound  is  pronounced  mortal ;  ho  cannot 
last  out  the  day." 

"Tell  the  Queen,"  said  Diane  haughtily,  "that  her 
reign  has  not  yet  begun.  I  am  mistress  over  her  and  the 
kingdom  as  long  as  the  Kiag  lives.  If  he  dies  I  care  little 
how  much  she  insults  me.  I  shall  be  too  wretched  even 
to  heed  her." 

As  Eegent,  Catherine's  real  character  appeared.  She 
revelled  in  power.  Gifted  with  a  masculine  understanding 
and  a  thorough  aptitude  for  state  business,  she  was  also 
inscrutable,  stem,  and  cruel.  She  believed  in  no  one,  and 
had  faith  in  nothing  save  the  prediction  of  astrologers  and 
the  course  of  the  stars,  to  which  she  gave  uiKiuostiouiiiu* 
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belief.  As  in  the  days  of  her  girlhood,  Catherine  (always 
armed  with  a  concealed  dagger,  its  blade  dipped  in  poison) 
traded  on  the  weaknesses  of  those  around  her.  She  intrigued 
when  she  could  not  command,  and  fascinated  the  victim 
she  dared  not  attack.  All  who  stood  in  the  way  of  her 
ambition  were  ^  Removed ^  None  can  tell  how  many  she 
hurried  to  an  untimely  grave.  The  direful  traditions  of 
her  race,  the  philters,  the  perfumes,  the  powders,  swift  and 
deadly  poisons,  were  imported  by  her  into  France.  Her 
cunning  hands  could  infuse  death  into  the  fairest  and  the 
freshest  flowers.  She  had  poisons  for  gloves  and  hand- 
kerchiefs, for  the  folds  of  royal  robes,  for  the  edge  of 
gemmed  driBking  cups,  for  rich 'and  savoury  dishes.  She 
stands  accused  of  having  poisoned  the  Queen  of  Navarre, 
mother  of  Henry  IV.,^  in  a  pair  of  gloves ;  and,  spite  of  the 
trial  and  execution  of  Sebastian  Montecucolli,  she  was 
held  guilty  of  having  compassed  the  death  of  her  brother- 
in-law,  the  Dauphin,  in  a  cup  of  water,  thus  opening  the 
throne  for  her  husband  and  herself. 

Within  her  brain,  fertile  in  evil,  was  conceived  the 
massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew — ^to  exceed  the  horrors  of  the 
Sicilian  Vespers  under  John  of  Procida — ^the  plan  of  which 
she  discussed  years  before  liie  event  with  Philip  II.  and 
his  minister,  the  Duke  of  Alva,  whom  she  met  at  Bayonne, 
when  she  visited  there  her  daughter,  Elizabeth  of  Spain. 
Catherine  was  true  to  no  party  and  faithful  to  no  creed. 
During  her  long  government  she  cajoled  alike  Catholics 
and  Protestants.  She  balanced  Guise  against  Coligni,  and 
Conde  against  Navarre,  as  suited  her  immediate  purpose. 
Provided  the  end  she  proposed  was  attained,  she  cared 
nothing  for  the  means.  Although  attached  to  her  children 
in  infancy,  before  supreme  power  had  come  within  her 
grasp,  she  did  not  hesitate  to  sacrifice  them,  later,  to  her 
poUtical  intrigues. 

For  her  youngest  daughter — ^the  bewitching  Marguerite, 
frail  Queen  of  Navarre — she  cared  not  at  all.  Her  auto- 
biography is  filled  with  details  of  her  mother's  falseness 
and  unkindness.     As  to  her  sons,  all — save  Francis,  who 
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died  at  eighteen — ^were  initiated  early  into  vice.  Their 
hands  were  soon  red  with  blood.  Long  before  they  reached 
manhood  they  were  steeped  in  debauchery  and  left  the 
cares  of  government  entirely  to  their  mother.  Her  Court 
— an  oasis  of  delight  and  artistic  repose,  in  an  age  of  blood- 
shed (for  Catherine  was  a  true  Medici,  and  loved  artists 
and  the  arts,  splendour  and  expenditure) — ^was  as  fatal  as 
the  gardens  of  Armida  to  virtue,  truth,  and  honour.  She 
surrounded  herself  with  dissipated  nobles,  subservient 
courtiers,  venal  nymphs,  and  impure  enchantresses,  all 
ready  to  barter  their  souls  and  bodies  in  the  service  of 
their  Queen.  The  names  of  the  forty  noble  demoiselles  by 
whom  Catherine  was  always  attended,  are  duly  recorded  by 
Brant6me. 

"Know,  my  cousiq,"  said  the  Queen,  speaking  to  the 
Due  de  Guise,  "that  my  maids  of  honour  are  the  best 
allies  of  the  royal  cause." 

She  imported  ready-witted  Italians,  actors  and  singers, 
who  played  at  a  theatre  within  the  Hotel  Bourbon  at  Paris ; 
saltimbanques  and  rope-dancers,  who  paraded  the  streets ; 
astrologers,  like  Euggiero ;  jewellers,  like  Zametti ;  and 
bankers,  like  Gondi.  These  men  were  ready  to  sell  them- 
selves for  any  infamy ;  to  call  on  the  stars  for  confirmation 
of  their  prophecies ;  to  tempt  spendthrift  princes  with 
ample  supply  of  ready  cash ;  to  insinuate  themselves  into 
the  confidence  of  unwary  nobles ;  all  to  serve  their  royal 
mistress  as  spies. 

A  woman  of  such  powerful  mind,  infinite  resource,  and 
unscrupulous  will,  overawed  and  oppressed  her  children. 
During  the  three  successive  reigns  of  her  sons,  Francis  II., 
Charles  IX.,  and  Henry  III.,  Catherine  ruled  with  the  iron 
hand  of  a  medieBval  despot.  Yet  her  cruelty,  perfidy,  and 
statescraft,  were  worse  than  useless.  She  lived  to  see  the 
chivalric  race  of  Valois  degraded;  her  favourite  child, 
Anjou,  Henry  III.,  driven  like  a  dog  from  Paris,  by  Henri 
de  Guise ;  and  son  after  son  go  down  childless  to  a  dis- 
honoured grave. 


CHAPTEE  XII. 

MARY    STUART   AND    HER   HUSBAND. 

Francis  II.,  aged  sixteen,  eldest  son  of  Henry  II.,  is 
nominally  King  of  France.  He  is  gentle  and  affectionate 
(strange  qualities  for  a  son  of  Catherine),  well  principled, 
and  not  without  understanding.  Bom  with  a  feeble  con- 
stitution and  badly  educated,  he  lacks  vigour  both  of  mind 
and  body  to  grasp  the  reins  of  government  in  a  period  so 
stormy — a  period  when  Guise  is  at  variance  with  Conde, 
and  the  nation  is  distracted  between  Catholic  and  Protes- 
tant intrigues.  Though  yet  a  boy,  Francis  is  married  to 
Mary  Stuart,  Queen  of  Scotland,  daughter  of  James  V.  and 
Mary  of  Lorraine,  and  niece  to  the  Due  de  Guise  and  the 
Cardinal  de  Lorraine. 

Francis  and  Mary  have  known  each  other  from  earliest 
childhood.  At  the  age  of  five  the  little  Scottish  Princess 
was  sent  to  the  Louvre  to  be  educated  with  her  royal 
cousins.  Even  at  that  tender  age  she  was  the  delight  and 
•wonder  of  the  Court — a  little  northern  rose-bud,  trans- 
planted into  a  southern  climate,  by-and-by  to  expand  into 
a  perfect  flower.  Her  sweet  temper,  beauty,  and  winning 
manners  gained  all  hearts.  She  was,  moreover,  says  Bran- 
tome,  quiet,  discreet,  and  accomplished.  Accomplished, 
indeed,  as  well  as  learned,  for,  at  fourteen,  the  fascinating 
girl  recited  a  Latin  oration  of  her  own  composition  in  the 
great  gallery  of  the  Louvre,  before  her  future  father-in- 
law.  King  Ilenry,  and  the  whole  Court,  to  the  effect  "  that 
women  ought  to  rival,  if  not  to  excel,  men  in  learning." 
She  spoke  with  such  composure,  her  voice  was  so  melo- 
dious, lier  gesture  so  <]^raeoful,  and  lior  pc^rt^on  so  lovely, 
that  the  King  publicly  ombrac^ed  her,  and  swore  a  great 
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oath  that  she  alone  was  fit  to  many  with  the  Dauphin. 
ForthwiJ;h  he  betrothed  her  to  his  son  Francis.  This 
marriage  between  a  youth  and  a  girl  yet  in  their  teens 
was  a  dream  of  love,  short,  but  without  alloy. 

Catherine  rules,  and  Francis  and  Mary  Stuart,  too  young 
and  careless  to  desire  any  life  but  a  perpetual  holiday  in 
each  other's  company,  tremble  at  her  frown  and  impKcitly 
obey  her. 

Now  and  then  Mary's  maternal  uncles,  the  princes  of 
Lorraine,  Francis,  the  great  Due  de  Guise  (the  same  who 
took  Calais  and  broke  the  English  Queen's  heart),  and  the 
Cardinal  de  Lorraine,  the  proudest  and  falsest  prelate  in 
the  sacred  college,^  endeavour  to  traverse  the  designs  of 
Catherine,  and  to  inspire  their  beautiful  niece  with  a  taste 
for  intrigue — under  their  guidance,  be  it  well  understood. 
But  all  such  attempts  are  useless.  Mary  loves  poetry  and 
her  lute,  revels  in  banquets  and  masques,  hunts,  and  games, 
and  toys  with  her  boy-husband,  of  whose  society  she  never 
wearies. 

Nevertheless,  the  Queen-mother  hates  her,  accuses  her 
of  acting  the  part  of  a  spy  for  her  uncles,  the  Guises,  and, 
sneering,  speaks  of  her  as  ^'  une  petite  rcinettc  qui  fait 
toumer  toutes  les  tetes." 

The  Court  is  at  Amboise,  that  majestic  castle  planted  on 
a  pile  of  sombre  rocks  that  throw  gloomy  shadows  across 
the  wiaters  of  the  Loire,  widened  at  this  spot  into  tlic 
magnitude  of  a  lake,  the  rivor  being  divided  by  an  island 
and  cross^  by  two  bridges. 

Over  these  bridges  they  come,  a  glittering  procession, 
preceded  by  archers  and  attended  by  pages  and  men-at- 
arms.  Francis  rides  in  front ;  he  is  tall,  slight  and  ele- 
gantly formed,  and  sits  Ids  horse  with  perfect  grace.  His 
grey,  almond-shaped  eyes  sparkle  as  he  turns  them  upon 
titc  young  Queen  riding  at  his  side.  Mary  is  seated  on 
a  dark  palfrey.  She  is  dressed  in  a  white  robe,  fastened 
from  the  neck  do\rawards  wdth  jewelled  buttons.  The  robe 
itself  is  studded  "vvith  gold  embroidery  and  trimmed  with 
ermine.      A  ruff  of  fine  lace,  and  a  chain  of  gold,  from 
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which  hangs  a  medallion,  are  round  her  slender  throat. 
Her  hair  is  drawn  back  from  her  forehead,  and  a  little 
pointed  cap,  set  with  jewels,  to  which  is  attached  a  thin 
white  veil  falling  behind,  sets  off  the  chiselled  features, 
the  matchless  eyes,  and  exquisite  complexion  of  her  fair 
young  face. 

Catherine  and  the  Due  de  Guise,  the  Cardinal  de  Lor- 
raine and  the  Due  de  Nemours,  follow,  and  behind  them 
the  gay  multitude  of  a  luxurious  Court  fills  up  the  cause- 
way. Francis  has  a  prepossessiuff  face,  but  looks  pale  and 
ill.  As  they  ride,  s&e  by  side,  Mar^  watches  h^  mth 
tender  anxiety.  Her  sweet  eyes  rest  on  him  as  she  speaks, 
and  she  caressiugly  places  her  hand  upon  his  saddle-bow 
as  they  ascend  the  rocky  steep  leading  to  the  castle. 

When  they  dismount,  the  Queen-mother — her  hard  face 
set  into  a  frown— passes,  without  speaking  a  word,  into  her 
own  apartments.  The  Due  de  Guise  and  the  Cardinal  de 
Lorraine  also  retire  with  gloomy  looks.  Not  a  stugle  word 
do  either  of  them  address  to  Francis  or  to  Mary.  The 
young  sovereigns  enter  the  royal  chambers,  a  stately  suite 
of  apartments,  the  lofty  windows  of  which,  reaching  from 
ceilmg  to  floor,  overlook  the  river.  Folding  doors  open 
into  a  gallery  wainscoted  with  oak  richly  gilt,  with  a 
carved  ceiling  emblazoned  with  coats  of  arms.  The  walls 
are  covered  with  crimson  brocade  set  in  heavy  frames  of 
carved  gold ;  chandeUers  of  gUttering  pendants  hang  from 
open  rafters  formed  of  various-coloured  wood  arranged  in 
mosaic  patterns.  .  Beyond  is  a  retiring-room,  hung  with 
choice  tapestry  of  flowers  and  fruit  on  a  violet  ground, 
let  into  arabesque  borders  of  white  and  gold.  Inlaid  tables 
of  marble  bear  statues  and  tazzas  of  alabaster  and  enamel. 
Clustered  candelabra  of  colpured  Venetian  glass  hold  per- 
fumed candles,  and  the  flowers  of  the  spring  are  placed  iu 
cups  and  vases  of  rarest  pottery. 

Mary,  with  a  wave  of  her  hand,  dismisses  her  attendants. 
Francis  sinks  into  a  chair  beside  an  open  window  utterly 
exhausted.  Ho  sighs,  leans  back  his  head,  and  closes  his 
eyes. 

''  Man  amour ^^^  says  Mary,  throwing  her  arms  round  him, 
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and  kissing  his  white  Ups,  "you  are  very  weary.  TeU 
me — ^why  is  the  Queen-mother  so  grave  and  silent  ?  When 
I  spoke  she  did  not  answer  me.  My  upcles,  too,  frighten 
me  with  their  black  looks.  Tell  me,  Francis,  what  have  I 
done?" 

"  Done,  sweetest  ? — ^nothing,"  answered  Francis,  unclos- 
ing his  eyes,  and  looking  at  her.  "  Our  mother  is  busied 
with  affiairs  of  state,  as  are  also  your  uncles.  There  is 
much  to  disquiet  them."  Francis  draws  her  closer  to  him, 
laying  his  head  upon  her  shoulder  wearily,  and  again  clos- 
ing his  eyes.  "  It  is  some  conspiracy  against  her  and  your 
uncles — ^the  Guises — mignonne^'^  added  he,  whispering  into 
her  ear. 

"  Conspiracy !  Holy  Virgin,  how  dreadful !  Why  did 
you  not  tell  me  this  before  we  left  Blois  ?  " 

"  I  feared  to  frighten  you,  dear  love,  ere  we  were  safe 
within  the  thick  walls  of  this  old  fortress." 

Mary  starts  up  and  seizes  his  hand. 

"Tell  me,  tell  me,"  she  says,  in  an  unsteady  voice, 
"  what  is  this  conspiracy  ?  " 

"A  plot  of  the  Huguenots,  in  which  Conde  and  the 
Colignis  are  concerned,"  replies  Francis,  roused  by  her 
vehemence  into  attention.  "  Did  you  not  mark  how  sud- 
denly our  imcle,  Francis  of  Guise,  appeared  at  Blois,  and 
that  he  was  closeted  with  her  Majesty  for  hours?" 
Mary,  her  eyes  extended  to  their  utmost  limit  and  fixed 
on  his,  bows  her  head  in  assent.  "  Did  we  not  leave  imme- 
diately after  the  interview  for  Amboise?  Did  not  that 
make  you  suspicious  ?  " 

"  No,  Francis ;  for  you  said  that  we  came  here  to  hold 
a  joust  and  to  hunt  in  thie  forest  of  Chanteloup.  How 
could  I  doubt  your  word  ?    Oh !  this  is  horrible ! " 

"  We  came  to  Amboise,  ma  mie^  because  it  is  a  strong- 
hold, and  Blois  is  an  open  town." 

"  Do  you  know  no  more  ?  or  will  you  still  deceive  me  ?  " 
asks  Mary  eagerly,  looking  at  him  with  tearful  eyes. 

"My  mother  told  me  that  the  Due  de  Guise  was  in- 
formed by  the  Catholics  of  England  (which  tidings  have 
been  since  confirmed),  that  the  Huguenots  are  arming  in 
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force,  that  they  arc  headed  by  Conde,  that  they  are  plotting 
to  imprison  the  Queen-mother  and  your  uncles,  and  to  carry 
you  and  me  to  Paris  by  force." 

"  By  force  ?  Would  they  lay  hands  on  us  ?  Oh,  Fran- 
cis, arc  we  safe  in  this  castle?"  exclaims  Mary,  clasping 
her  hands.  "  Will  our  guards  defend  us  ?  Are  the  walls 
manned?  Is  the  town  faithful?  Are  there  plenty  of 
troops  to  guard  the  bridges  ?  " 

As  she  speaks,  Mary  trembles  so  violently  that  she  has 
sUd  from  her  chair  and  sinks  upon  the  grouM,  clinging  to 
Francis  in  an  agony  of  fear. 

"Courage,  my  reinette  !  rise  up,  and  sit  beside  me;" 
and  Francis  raises  her  in  his  arms  and  replaces  her  on  her 
chair.  "  Here  we  are  safe.  This  conspiracy  is  not  directed 
against  us,  Mary.  The  people  say  my  mother  and  the 
Guises  rule,  not  I,  the  anointed  King.  The  Huguenots 
want  to  carry  us  off  to  Paris  for  our  good.  Pardieu !  I 
know  little  of  the  plot  myself  as  yet;,  my  mother  refused 
to  tell  me.  Anyhow,  we  are  secure  here  at  Amboise  from 
Turk,  Jew,-  or  Huguenot,  so  cheer  up,  my  lovely  queen ! " 

As  Mary  looks  up  again  further  to  question  him,  he 
stops  her  mouth  with  kisses. 

^'  Let  us  leave  all  to  the  Queen-mother.  She  is  wise, 
and  governs  for  us  while  we  are  young.  She  loves  not 
to  be  questioned.  Sweetest,  I  am  weary,  give  me  a  cup 
of  wine ;  let  me  lie  in  your  closet,  and  you  shall  sing  me 
to  sleep  with  your  lute." 

"But,  Francis,"  still  urges  Mary,  gently  disengaging 
herself  from  his  arms  as  he  leads  her  away,  "  surely  my 
uncles  must  be  in  great  danger;  a  conspiracy  perhaps 
means  an  assassination.  I  beseech  you  let  me  go  and 
question  them  myself." 

"  Nenniy^^  answers  Francis,  drawing  her  to  him.  "  You 
shall  come  with  me.  I  will  not  part  with  you  for  a  single 
instant.  Ah  !  mignonne^  if  you  knew  how  my  head  aches, 
you  would  ask  me  no  more  questions,  or  I  shall  faint." 

Mary's  expressive  face  changes  as  the  April  sunshine. 

Her  eyes  fill  with  tears  of  tenderness  as  she  leads 
Francis  to  a  small  closet  in  a  tuiTet  exclusively  her  own, 
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— a  chinoiserie^  quaint  and  bright  as  the  plumage  of  a  bird, 
— and  seats  him,  supported  by  a  pile  of  pillows,  on  a 
couch — ^luxurious  for  that  period  pf  stiff-backed  chairs 
and  wooden  benches. 

"Talk  to  me,"  says  Francis,  smoothing  her  abundant 
hair,  which  hung  in  dark  masses  on  her  shoulders  as  she 
knelt  at  his  feet,  "  or,  better  still,  sing  to  me.  I  love  to 
hear  your  soft  voice ;  only,  no  more  politics — not  a  word  of 
afijEurs  of  state,  Marie.  Sing  to  me  those  verses  you  showed 
to  Eonsard,  about  the  knight  who  leapt  into  a  deep  stream 
to  pluck  a  flower  for  his  love  and  was  drowned  by  the 
spell  of  a  jealous  mermaid  who  watched  him  from  among 
t^e  flags." 

Mary  rises  and  fetches  her  lute.  All  expression  of  fear 
has  left  her  face.  Eeassured  by  Francis  and  occupied  alone 
by  him,  she  forgets  not  only  the  Iluguenots  and  the 
conspiracy,  but  the  whole  world,  beside  the  boy-husband, 
who  bends  lovingly  over  her  as  she  tries  the  strings  of  her 
instrument.  So  let  us  leave  them  as  they  sit,  two  happy 
children,  side  by  side,  bathed  in  the  brief  simshine  of  a 
changefiil  day  in  March,  now  singing,  now  talking  of  coun- 
try fetes,  especially  of  a  carrousel  to  take  place  on  the  mor- 
row in  the  courtyard  of  the  castle,  in  which  the  Grand 
Prieur  is  to  ride  disguised  as  a  gipsy  woman  and  carry  a 
monkey  on  his  back  for  a  child  ! 


CHAPTEE  XIII. 

A   TRAITOR. 

The  Queen-mother  sits  alone ;  a  look  of  care  overshadows 
her  face ;  her  prominent  eyes  are  fixed  and  glassy.  From 
her  window  she  can  gaze  at  an  old  familiar  scene,  the 
terrace  and  parterre  bordered  by  lime  walks,  planted  by 
Francis  I.,  where  she  has  romped  in  many  a  game  of  cache- 
cache  with  him. 

Presently  she  rises  and  summons  an  attendant  from  the 
ante-chamber. 

"  Call  hither  to  me  Maitre  Avenelle,"  says  she  to  the 
dainty  page  who  waits  her  command. 

Avenelle,  a  lawyer  and  a  Huguenot,  is  the  friend  of 
Barri,  Seigneur  de  la  Eenaudie,  the  nominal  leader  of  the 
Huguenot  plot ; '  and  of  which  the  Duo  de  Guise  has  been 
warned  by  the  Catholics  of  England.  Avenelle  has,  for  a 
heavy  bribe,  been  gained  over  in  Paris  by  the  Duke's 
secretary,  Marmagne ;  he  has  come  to  Amboise  to  betray 
his  friends  "  of  the  religion"  by  revealing  to  the  Queen- 
mother  all  he  knows  of  this  vast  Huguenot  conspiracy, 
secretly  headed  by  the  Prince  de  Conde  and  by  Admiral 
Coligni. 

Avenelle  enters  and  bows  low  before  the  Queen  who  is 
seated  opposite  to  him  at  a  writing-table.  He  is  sallow 
and  wasted-looking,  with  a  grave  face  and  an  anxious  eye ; 
a  tremor  passes  over  him  as  he  suddenly  encounters  the 
dark  eyes  of  Catherine  fixed  upon  him. 

"Have  you  seen  the  Due  de  Guise  ?"  says  she  haugh- 
tily, shading  her  face  with  her  hand  the  better  to  observe 
him,  as  he  stands  before  her  motionless  and  pale  with  fear. 

"Yes,  madame,"  repKes  he,  again  humbly  bowing ;  "I 
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come  now  from  his  chamber,  whither  I  was  conducted  by 
M.  Marmagne,  his  secretary." 

^'  And  you  have  confided  to  him  all  you  know  of  this 
plot  ?  " 

'*  I  have,  madame,  all." 

"  Is  it  entirely  composed  of  Huguenots  ?  " 

"  It  is,  madame." 

"  What  are  the  numbers  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  two  thousand,  your  Majesty." 

Catherine  starts,  the  lines  on  her  face  deepen,  and  her 
eyes  gUtter  with  astonishment  and  rage. 

"  Who  is  at  the  head  of  these  rebels  ? "  she  asks  sud- 
denly, after  pausing  a  few  moments. 

Avenelle  trembles  violently;  the  savage  tone  of  her 
voice  and  her  imperious  manner  show  him  his  danger. 
His  teeth  chatter,  and  drops  of  moisture  ti*ickle  down  his 
forehead.  So  great  is  his  alarm  that,  in  spite  of  his  eflfbrts 
to  reply,  his  voice  fails  him.  Catherine,  her  eyes  riveted 
on  his,  waves  her  hand  with  an  impatient  gesture. 

"  Why-  do  not  you  answer  me,  Maitre  Avenelle  ?  If  you 
are  waiting  to  invent  a  lie  with  which  to  deceive  me, 
believe  me,  such  deceit  is  useless.  The  torture-chamber  is 
at  hand ;  tiie  screw  will  make  you  speak." 

"Oh,  madame,"  gasps  Avenelle,  making  a  successful 
effort  to  recover  his  voice,  "  I  had  no  intention  to  deceive 
your  Majesty ;  I  am  come  to  tell  you  all  I  know.  It  was 
a  passing  weakness  that  overcame  me." 

"  Who,  then,  I  again  ask,"  says  the  Queen,  taking  a  pen 
in  her  hand  in  order  to  note  his  reply,  "  who  is  at  the  head 
of  this  plot?" 

"Madame,  it  is  secretly  headed  by  that  heretic,  the 
Prince  de  Conde.  Coligni  knows  of  it,  as  does  also  his 
brother  d'Andelot,  and  the  Cardinal  do  Chatillon.  The 
nominal  leader,  Barri  de  la  Eenaudie,  is  but  a  subordinate 
acting  under  their  orders." 

"  Heretics  do  you  call  them ;  are  not  you,  then,  yourself 
a  Huguenot  ?  " 

"Madame,  I  was,"  replies  Avenelle  obsequiously,  with 
an  eflbrt  to  look  fearless,  for  Catherine's  glittering  eyes 
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are  still  upon  him  ;  '^  but  his  Highness  the  Due  de  Guise 
has  induced  me  to  recant  my  errors." 

"Ah!"  says  Catherine,  smiling  sarcastically;  ''I  did 
not  know  our  cousin  of  Guise  troubled  himself  with  the 
souls  of  his  enemies.  But  this  La  Eenaudie,  was  he  not 
your  friend  ?    Did  he  not  lodge  with  you  in  Paris  ?" 

"  He  did  lodge,  for  a  brief  space,  in  my  house  in  Paris, 
madame  ;  but  I  have  no  friend  that  is  not  a  loyal  subject 
to  your  Majesty."    Avenelle  now  speaks  more  boldly. 

Catherine  eyes  him  from  head  to  foot  with  a  glance  of 
infinite  contempt.  '^  I  am  glad  to  hear  this  for  your  own 
sake,  Maitre  Avenelle,"  she  replies  drily.  "  What  is  the 
precise  purpose  of  this  plot  ?" 

"  Madame,  it  is  said  by  the  Huguenots  that  your 
Majesty,  not  your  son,  his  Majesty  Francis  II.,  governs, 
and  that  under  your  rule  no  justice  will  ever  be  done  to 
those  of  '  the  religion ; '  that  your  Majesty  seeks  counsel 
of  the  Due  de  Guise  and  of  his  brother  the  Cardinal  de 
Lorraine,  who  are  even  more  bitterly  opposed  than  your- 
self to  their  interests.  Therefore  they  have  addressed  tibem- 
selves  to  the  Prince  de  Conde,  who  is  beKeved  to  share 
their  opinions  both  political  and  religious,  for  present 
redress.  The  conspirators  propose,  madame,  to  place  his 
Highness  the  Prince  de  Conde  on  the  throne  as  Eegent, 
until  such  measures  are  taken  as  will  insure  their  indepen- 
dence ;  imprison  your  Majesty ;  send  the  young  King  and 
Queen  to  some  unfortified  place — such  as  Blois  or  Che- 
nonceau — and  banish  the  noble  Duke  and  his  brother  the 
Cardinal  from  France." 

While  Avenelle,  speaking  rapidly,  gives  these  details, 
Catherine  sits  unmoved.  As  he  proceeds  her  eyes  never 
leave  him,  and  her  hands,  singularly  small  and  delicate, 
are  clenched  upon  her  velvet  robe.  When  he  has  done 
speaking  a  look  of  absolute  fury  passes  over  her  face. 
There  is  a  lengthened  silence,  during  which  her  head  sinks 
on  her  breast  and  she  remains  lost  in  thought.  When  she 
looks  up  all  passion  has  faded  out  of  her  face.  She  appears 
as  impassible  as  a  statue,  and  speaks  in  a  clear  metallic 
voice  which  betrays  no  vestige  of  emotion. 
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"Have  these  confipirators  many  adherents,  Maitre  Ave- 
neUe  ?  " 

"  I  fear  so,  madame.  Nearly  two  thousand  are  gathering 
together,  from  various  points,  at  Nantes.  On  the  15th  of 
the  present  month  of  March  they  would  have  attacked 
Blois.  Had  your  Majesty  not  received  timely  warning 
'  and  retreated  to  this  fortified  castle,  these  rebellious  gen- 
tlemen would  have  captured  your  sacred  person  and  that 
of  our  Sovereign  and  the  young  Queen.  They  would  have 
kept  you  imprisoned  until  you  had  consented  to  abdicate 
the  throne  or  to  dismiss  our  great  Catholic  Princes  of  Lor- 
raine, to  whom  and  to  your  Majesty  all  evil  influence  is 
attributed." 

"  Influence  ?  Yes,  influence  to  punish  traitors,  heretics, 
and  spies  P^  exclaims  Catherine,  and  she  darts  a  fierce 
look  at  Avenelle,  who,  though  still  pale  as  death,  is  now 
more  composed,  and  meets  her  glance  without  flinching. 
He  knows  his  life  is  in  the  balance,  and  he  thinks  he 
reads  the  Queen-mother  rightly,  that  he  may  best  ensure  it 
by  showing  no  cowardice. 

"Is  this  all  you  know,  Maitre  Avenelle?"  says  the 
Queen  coldly. 

"  Yes,  madame ;  and  I  trust  you  will  remember  that  I 
have  been  the  means  of  saving  your  Majesty  and  the  young 
King  from  imprisonment,  perhaps  from  death." 

Catherine  turns  her  terrible  eyes  full  upon  Avenelle. 
"  Maitre  Avenelle,  I  appreciate  both  your  disinterested- 
ness and  your  loyalty,"  replies  she,  with  a  bitter  sneer. 
"  You,  sir,  will  be  kept  a  prisoner  in  this  castle  until  his 
Majesty's  council  have  tested  the  truth  of  what  you  say. 
We  may  use  such  as  you,  but  wo  mistrust  them  and  we 
despise  them.  If  you  have  spoken  the  truth,  your  life 
shall  be  spared,  but  you  will  leave  France  for  ever.  If 
you  have  lied,  you  will  die."  As  these  words  fall  from 
her  lips  and  are  echoed  through  the  lofty  chamber,  she 
strikes  on  a  sharp  metal  placed  before  her.  Two  guards 
immediately  enter  and  remove  Avenelle  in  custody. 

Catherine  again  strikes  on  the  metal  instrument, 
summonses    her    attendant,    and    desires    that    Francis, 
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Due  de  Guise,  and  the  Cardinal  de  Lorraine  shall  attend 
her. 

In  this  interview  between  the  heads  of  the  Catholic  party 
their  plan  of  action  is  decided.  A  council  of  state  is  to  be 
at  once  called  at  Amboise,  to  which  the  Huguenot  chiefs, 
the  Prince  of  Conde,  the  Admiral  Coligni,  his  brother 
d'Andelot,  the  Cardinal  de  Chatillon,  and  others  are  to  be 
invited  to  attend ;  and  a  conciliatory  edict  in  favour  of  the 
Calvinists,  signed  by  the  King,  is  to  be  proclaimed.     ' 

Thus  the  Eeformed  party  will  be  thrown  completely  off 
their  guard,  and  La  Eenaudie  and  the  conspirators,  em- 
boldened by  the  apparent  security  and  ignorance  of  the 
government,  will  gather  about  Amboise,  the  better  to  carry 
out  their  designs  of  capturing  the  King,  the  Queen,  and  the 
Queen-mother,  and  banishing  or  killing  the  Guises,  her 
supposed  evil  counsellors.  But  another  and  secret  condi- 
tion is  appended  to  this  edict  which  ^ould  at  once,  if 
known,  have  awakened  the  suspicions  and  driven  back 
from-  any  approach  to  Amboise  both  the  conspirators  and 
the  great  chiefs  of  the  Huguenot  party. 

This  secret  condition  is  that  Francis,  Due  de  Guise, 
shall  be  forthwith  nominated  Lieutenant-General  of  the 
kingdom,  and  be  invested  with  almost  absolute  power. 


CHAPTEE  XIV. 

THE   COUNCIL   OF   STATK. 

The  council  assembles  in  a  sombre  chamber  panelled  with 
dark  oak,  crossed  by  open  rafters — a  chamber  that  had 
remained  unaltered  since  the  days  of  Louis  XI.  A  long 
table  stands  in  the  centre  surrounded  with  leather  chairs 
heavily  carved,  on  which  are  seated  the  members  of  the 
council.  Conde,  who  is  of  royal  blood,  takes  the  highest 
place  on  the  Calvinist  side.  He  is  somewhat  below  middle 
height  and  delicately  formed.  His  complexion  is  fair,  his 
fece  comely ;  his  dark  eyes,  sunk  deep  in  his  head,  bright 
with  the  power  of  intellect,  are  both  cunning  and  piercing. 
Nevertheless,  it  is  a  veiled  face  and  betrays  nothing. 
His  dress  is  dark  and  simple,  yet  studiously  calculated 
to  display  to  the  best  advantage  his  supple  and  elegant 
figure.  There  is  an  air  of  authority  about  him  that  betrays 
itself  unwittingly  in  every  glance  he  casts  around  tlie  room. 
He  is  a  man  bom  to  command. 

Next  to  him  is  a  man  older,  sturdier,  rougher;  a 
powerftdly  built  man,  who  sits  erect  and  firm  in  his  chair. 
His  head  is  covered  with  long  white  hair ;  he  has  over- 
hanging eyebrows,  a  massive  forehead,  and  a  firmly-closed 
mouth.  His  weatherbeaten  face  and  sunken  cheeks  show 
that  he  has  lived  a  life  of  exposure  and  privation — a  man 
this  to  meet  unmoved  peril  or  death.  He  wears  a  homely 
suit  of  black  woollen  stuff  much  worn,  and  as  lie  sits  he 
leans  forward,  plunged  in  deep  thought.  Tliis  is  Admiral 
Coligni.  Beside  him  is  his  brother  d'Andelot,  slighter 
and  much  younger:  he  is  dressed  with  the  same  sim- 
plicity as  file  Admiral,  but  wants  that  look  of  iron 
resolve  and  isamtic  zeal  which  at  the  first  glance  stamps 
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CoKgni  as  a  liero.  ChS,tillon  has  placed  himself  beside 
his  brother  prelate  of  Lorraine.  Each  wears  the  scarlet 
robe  of  a  cardinal,  over  which  falls  a  deep  edging  of  open 
gnipure  lace ;  their  broad  red  hats,  tasselled  with  silken 
cords,  lie  on  the  table  before  them.  Lorraine  is  thin  and 
dark,  with  a  treacherous  eye  and  a  prevailing  expression 
of  haughty  unconcern.  ChS.tillon  is  bland  and  mild,  but 
withal  shrewd  and  astute;  a  smile  rests  upon  his  thin 
lips  as  his  eyes  travel  roimd  the  table,  peering  into  every 
face,  while  from  time  to  time  he  whispers  some  observation 
to  the  Cardinal  de  Lorraine,  the  Minister  of  State,  who 
affects  not  to  hear  him. 

A  door  opens  within  a  carved  recess  or  dais  raised  one 
step  from  the  floor,  and  Francis  and  Mary  appear.  The 
whole  council  rises  and  salutes  the  young  King  and  Queen. 
They  seat  themselves  imder  a  purple  velvet  canopy  em- 
broidered in  gold  with  fleurs-de-lys  and  the  orittamme. 
They  are  followed  by  Catherine  and  Francis,  Due  de 
Guise,  a  man  of  majestic  presence  and  lofty  stature.  He 
is  spare,  like  the  Cardinal,  but  his  eager  eye  and  sharply 
cut  features,  on  which  many  a  wrinkle  has  gathered,  pro- 
claim the  man  of  action  and  the  warrior,  ardent  in  the  path 
of  glory,  prompt,  bold,  and  unscrupulous.  At  the  sight 
of  CoKgni,  Conde,  and  ChStillon,  he  knits  his  brows,  and 
a  sinister  expression  passes  over  his  face  which  deepens 
into  a  look  of  actual  cruelty  as  he  silently  takes  his  place 
next  to  Catherine  de  Medici. 

The  young  King  and  Queen  sit  motionless  side-by  side, 
like  two  children  who  are  permitted  to  witness  a  solemn 
ceremony  upon  the  promise  of  silence  and  tranquillity. 
They  are  both  curious  and  attentive.  Not  all  Mary  Stuart's 
questions  have  elicited  further  information  from  her  uncles, 
and  Francis,  too  feeble  in  health  to  be  energetic,  is  satisfied 
with  the  knowledge  that  the  Queen-mother  occupies  herself 
with  affairs  of  state. 

The  Queen-mother,  with  a  curious  smile  upon  her  face, 
stands  for  a  few  moments  on  the  estrade  facing  the  council- 
table.  She  coldly  receives  the  chiefs  of  the  Eeformed 
faith,  but  her  welcome  is   studiously  polite.     With  the 
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same  grave  courtesy  she  greets  the  Guises,  Nemours,  and 
the  other  Catholic  princes.  All  are  now  seated  in  a  circle 
of  which  Francis  and  Mary,  motionless  under  the  canopy 
of  state,  form  the  centre.  Catherine  rises  from  her  chair 
and  in  a  guarded  address  speaks  of  danger  to  the  Crown 
from  the  Huguenot  party,  darkly  hinting  at  a  treasonable 
plot  in  which  some  near  the  throne  are  implicated,  and  she 
calls  on  those  lords  favourable  to  the  Eeformed  religion  for 
advice  and  support  in  this  emergency. 

As  she  speaks  an  evil  light  gathers  in  her  eye,  especially 
when  she  declares  that  she  has  at  this  time  summoned  her 
son's  trusty  counsellors  of  the  Calvinist  faith  in  order  to 
consider  an  edict  of  pacification,  calculated  to  conciliate  all 
his  Majesty's  subjects,  and  to  rally  all  his  faithful  servants 
round  his  throne. 

Her  composed  and  serious  countenance,  the  grave  de- 
liberation of  her  discourse,  her  frank  yet  stately  avowal  of 
peril  to  the  State  and  desire  for  counsel  in  an  hour  of 
danger,  are  all  so  admirably  simulated  that  those  not  aware 
of  her  perfidy  are  completely  duped. 

Francis,  her  son,  listens  with  wonder  to  his  mother's 
words,  believing,  as  he  does,  that  she  is  both  indignant 
and  alarmed  at  the  machinations  of  that  very  party  she 
has  called  to  Amboise  and  which  she  now  proposes  to 
propitiate. 

The  Due  de  Guise,  who  perfectly  understands  her  drift, 
secretly  smiles  at  this  fresh  proof  of  the  dissimulation  and 
astuteness  of  his  cousin  who  caresses  ere  she  grasps  her 
prey.  When  she  has  ended  he  loudly  applauds  her  con- 
ciliatory resolutions,  and  by  so  doing  astonishes  still  more 
the  unsuspicious  Francis,  as  well  as  his  niece  Mary,  whose 
wondering  eyes  are  fixed  on  him. 

As  to  Coligni  and  the  other  Protestants,  they  fall  blind- 
folded into  the  snare  spread  for  them  by  Catherine,  all  save 
the  Prince  de  Conde,  who,  crafty  and  treacherous  himself, 
is  more  suspicious  of  others.  He  has  marked,  too,  tlie 
Queen-mother's  words,  ^'some  near  the  thi-ono,"  and  thinks- 
he  knows  to  whom  they  ai-e  applied.  However  lie  ininio- 
diately  rises  and  in  a   few   woll-eliosen  phrases   doclaros 
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himself  ready  to   defend  the  royal   cause  with   his   life. 
The  Admiral  next  speaks,  and  in  an  eloquent  harangue  he 
unsuspectingly  dilates  on  his  own  yiews  of  the  present 
administration,  and  reproves  the  ambition  of  those  princes 
who  usurp  the  government  of  France.     "  There  are  two 
millions  of  Protestants  in  the  kingdom,"  he  says,  ^^who 
look  to  the  heads  of  their  own  faith  for  relief  from  the 
tyranny  and  injustice  under  which  they  have  long  lan- 
guished.    Two  millions,"  repeats  Coligni  in  a  grave,  sad 
voice,  looking  steadfastly  round  the  circle,  ^^  who  seek  to 
live  at  peace,  industrious,  tranquil,  loyal.     But  these  two 
millions  demand  that  they  shall  enjoy  equal  privileges  with 
the  least  of  his  Majesty's  Catholic  subjects.     This  is  now 
refused.     They  ask  to  be  neither  suspected,  watched,  nor 
wilfully  persecuted.     If  any  conspiracy  exists,  such  as  is 
known  to  her  Majesty  the  Queen-mother — and  I  accept 
her  statement  as  ti*ue  with  the  deepest  sorrow — ^it  can  only 
arise  from  the  bitter  feeling  engendered  by  the  disgrace 
of  these  Calvinistic  subjects  of  this  realm  who   are  imi- 
formly  treated  as  aliens,  and  repulsed  with  cruel  persis- 
tency from  such  places  of  trust  and  honour  as  their  services 
have  entitled  them  to  enjoy.     Let  these  heavy  grievances 
be  removed,  let  his  Majesty  reign  for  himself  alone  " — and 
Coligni's  eye  rests  on  the  Due  de  Guise  and  the  Queen- 
mother — "  with  equal  favour  over  both  parties,  Catholic 
as  well  as  Protestant.     Let  the  conciKatory  edict  now  before 
the  council  be  made  public,  and  I,  Gaspard  de  Coligni, 
bind  myself  upon  my  plighted  word  as  a  noble  and  upon 
my  conscience  as  a  devout  Calvinist,  that  the  House   of 
Valois  will  for  ever  live  in  the  hearts  of  our  people,  and 
receive  from  them  as  entire  a  devotign  as  ever  animated 
subject  to  his  sovereign." 

A  dead  silence  follows  Coligni's  address,  and  the  Due 
de  Guise  and  the  Cardinal  de  Lorraine  exchange  glances 
of  indignation. 

Francis  has  become  more  and  more  mystified.  Timid 
and  inexperienced,  he  fears  to  betray  his  absolute  ignorance 
of  state  affairs,  and  perhaps  incense  his  mother  by  indis- 
creet questions.      But  when  the  parchment,  heavy  with 
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seals  of  state,  is  produced  and  borne  to  him  by  the  Chan- 
cellor for  signatiire,  he  can  no  longer  conceal  his  astonish- 
ment that  he  should  be  called  on  to  sign  an  edict  giving 
both  liberty  and  protection  to  those  very  persons  whom 
the  Queen-mother  and  his  uncles  had  represented  to  him 
as  his  mortal  enemies.  He  looks  so  long  and  earnestly  at 
Catherine,  that  she,  fearing  that  by  one  mistaken  word  he 
is  about  to  destroy  the  whole  fabric  of  her  masterly  dis- 
simulation, rises  quickly  from  the  arm-chair  in  which  she 
sits,  and  advancing  quickly  towards  him  with  a  com- 
manding look  and  imperious  gesture,  takes  the  pen  fi'om 
the  hand  of  the  Chancellor  and  presents  it  to  him  herself. 

"  Sign,  my  son,"  says  she,  '^  this  edict  which  has  been 
framed  by  the  unanimous  advice  of  your  council  in  favour 
of  your  loyal  subjects.  Fear  not  to  sanction  this  royal  act 
of  mercy.  Your  Majesty  is  still  too  young  to  understand 
the  fer-seeing  wisdom  of  the  act.  Take  it  on  my  word. 
Sire,  take  it  now  on  my  word.  You  will  understand  it 
better  later." 

*^ Truly,  madame,"  replies  the  King,  "I  call  God  to 
witness  tiiat  I  desire  the  good  of  all  my  subjects,  Huguenot 
and  Catholic."  So  saying  he  takes  the  pen  and  signs  the 
edict.  The  council  forthwith  breaks  uj),  with  what  won- 
dering curiosity  on  the  part  of  the  King  and  of  Mary,  who 
dare  ask  no  questions,  cannot  be  told. 


CHAPTEE  XV. 

Catherine's  vengeance. 

Meanwhile  the  conspirators,  emboldened  by  the  news  of 
the  edict  of  Amboise,  carried  out  their  purpose  exactly 
as  the  Queen-mother  intended,  with  perfect  confidence  and 
little  concealment.  Catherine's  object  was  to  draw  them 
towards  Amboise  and  there  destroy  them.  Band  after 
band,  in  small  detachments  the  better  to  avoid  suspicion, 
rode  up  from  Nantes  where  they  lay,  to  concentrate  in  force 
on  the  Loire  and  within  Amboise  itself.  When  sufficiently 
strong  they  proposed  to  carry  oif  the  King  and  Queen  by  a 
coup-de-maifij  make  away  with  the  Jesuitical  Guises,  banish 
the  Queen-mother  to  some  distant  fortress,  and  place  Conde 
on  the  throne  as  Kegent. 

They  came  through  the  plains  of  Touraine,  halting  beside 
solitary  farms,  in  the  vineyards,  under  the  willows  and 
tufted  underwood  that  border  the  rivers,  and  through  the 
dark  forests  that  lie  on  the  hills  behind  Amboise.  Band 
after  band  reached  certain  points,  halted  at  the  spots  indi- 
cated to  them,  and  met  other  detachments  with  whom  they 
were  to  act ;  but  not  one  of  them  was  heard  of  more. 

The  walls  of  the  Castle  of  Amboise  bristled  with  troops, 
aad  the  open  country  towards  Loches  was  ftdl  of  soldiers. 
Trusty  guards  stationed  on  the  double  bridge  across  the 
Loire  were  instructed  by  the  Due  de  Ghiise,  who  wielded 
absolute  power  and  who  had  now  gained  minute  knowledge 
of  the  plot,  to  take  all  suspected  persons  prisoners,  or  if 
needful,  slay  them  as  they  stood.  Crowds  of  prisoners 
poured  into  Amboise,  tied  together  and  driven  like  cattle 
to  the  shambles.     Those  who  were  known  were  reserved 
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for  a  further  purpose,  the  rest — the  liord — were  either 
hanged  or  drowned.     The  Loire  was  full  of  floating  corpses. 

Cond6,  Tvary  with  the  wariness  of  his  race,  ventured  not 
again  to  Amboisc.  Coligni  and  his  brother  knew  not  how 
to  oppose  a  power  exercised  in  tlie  royal  name,  but  Joan 
Barri  dc  la  Renaudie,  the  ostensible  leader  of  the  con- 
spiracy and  a  bold  adventurer,  alarmed  at  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  party  after  party  of  his  followers,  set  out 
in  rash  haste  towards  Amboise.  He  too  was  watched 
for  and  expected  among  the  wooded  hills  of  the  forest  of 
CMteau  Renaud. 

La  Renaudie  had  encamped  in  the  woods  towards  morning 
after  advancing  under  cover  of  the  night  from  Niort.  Sud- 
denly his  detachment  was  approachod  by  two  or  three 
horsemen,  who,  after  reconnoitring  for  a  few  moments, 
retreated.  These  were  evidently  the  advance  guard  of  the 
royal  forces.  La  Renaudie  immediately  broke  up  his  ciimp 
and  dashed  on  towards  Amboise,  concealed  by  the  over- 
hanging trees  on  the  banis  of  a  stream  which  flowed 
through  a  wild  defile.  In  a  hollow  of  the  river,  among 
beds  of  stone  and  sand,  he  was  fallen  upon  by  a  regiment 
of  royal  troops  who  had  tracked  and  finally  caught  him  as 
in  a  trap.  His  own  cousin  Pardilliac  commanded  the  attack, 
he  recognised  him  by  the  flag.  A  deadly  eti-uggle  ensued, 
m  which  both  cousins  fell.  La  Eenaudie's  corpse,  carried  in 
triumph  to  Amboise,  was  hung  in  chains  over  the  bridge. 

Then  Conde,  Coligni,  and  the  other  Calvinists  camo 
fiilly  to  understand  what  the  edict  of  conciliation  really 


The  Castle  of  Amboise  during  all  this  time  had  been 

sbictly  guarded ;  every  door  was  watched,  every  gallery 

was  full  of  troops ;  the  garden  and  the  walled  plateau,  within 

which  stands  the  beautiful  little  votive  chapel  erected  by 

Anne  of  Brittany,  was  like  a  camp.     Silence,  suspicion, 

md  terror  were  on  every  face.    Although  the  Queen-mother, 

rith  her  crafty  smiles  and  unruffled  brow,  affected  entire 

Bignorance  and  exhorted  "la  petite  reinette,"  as  she  called 

PWary,   to  hunt  in  the  adjoining  forest,  and  to  assemble 

[flie i-'ourf.  in  the  staterooms  with  the  usual  hanqutits  and 
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festivities,  Mary,  pale  and  anxious,  remained  shut  up  with 
Francis  in  her  private  apartments* 

'^  My  uncle,"  said  Francis  to  the  Due  de  Guise  whom  ho 
met  leaving  the  Queen-mother's  retiring-room,  "I  must 
know  what '  all  these  precautions  mean.  Why  are  so 
many  troops  encamped  about  the  castle,  the  guards  doubled, 
and  the  gates  closed?  Why  do  you  avoid  me  and  the 
Queen  ?    Uncle,  I  insist  on  knowing  more." 

'*It  is  nothing.  Sire — ^nothing,"  faltered  the  Duke,  who, 
dissembler  as  he  was,  could  scarcely  conceal  the  confusion 
the  King's  questions  caused  him.  '^  A  trifling  conspiracy 
has  been  discovered,  a  few  rebels  have  been  caught,  your 
Majesty's  leniency  has  been  abused  by  some  false  Hugue- 
nots. These  troops  assembled  about  the  castle  are  your 
Majesty's  trusty  guards  brought  here  to  ensure  the  main- 
tenance of  the  terms  of  the  edict." 

"But,  uncle,  the  Queen  and  I  hear  the  clash  of  arms 
and  firing  on  the  bridges  as  against  an  enemy.  I  cannot 
sleep,  so  great  is  the  timiult.  What  have  I  done  that  my 
people  should  mistrust  me  ?  Huguenots  and  Catholics  are 
alike  my  subjects.  Are  you  sure,  uncle,  that  it  is  not 
you  and  my  mother  that  they  hate?  I  would  that  you 
would  all  go  away  for  a  while  and  let  me  rule  alone,  then 
my  people  would  know  me." 

When  all  the  Huguenot  conspirators,  about  two  thousand 
in  nimiber,  were  either  massacred  or  imprisoned,  Catherine 
threw  off  the  mask.  She  called  to  her  Francis  and  the 
young  Queen.  "  My  children,"  said  she,  "  a  plot  has  been 
discovered  by  which  the  Prince  de  Cond6  was  to  be  made 
Kegent.  You  and  the  Queen  were  to  be  shut  up  for  life, 
or  murdered  perhaps.  Such  as  remain  unpunished  of  the 
enemies  of  the  House  of  Valois  are  about  to  be  executed 
on  the  southern  esplanade  of  the  castle.  You  are  too  young 
to  be  instructed  in  all  these  details,  but,  my  son,  when  you 
signed  that  edict,  I  told  you  I  would  afterwards  explain  it — 
now  come  and  behold  the  reason.  Mary,  my  reinette,  do  not 
turn  so  palo,  you  will  need  to  learn  to  be  both  stem  and 
brave  to  rule  your  rough  subjects  the  Scotch." 

Catherine,  erect  and   calm,   led  the  way  to  the   state 
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apartments  overlooking  on  either  side  the  gai'don,  terrace, 
and  river.  Large  mullioned  windows  had  by  the  command 
of  Francis  I.  taken  the  place  of  the  narrow  lights  of  the 
older  fortress.  He  had  changed  the  esplanade  and  southern 
terraced  front  within  the  walls  and  the  balconied  windows 
to  the  north  overlooking  the  town,  into  that  union  of 
manoir  and  chateau  which  he  first  created. 

The  boy-King  and  Queen  followed  tremblingly  the  steps  of 
their  motiier,  who  strode  on  in  front  with  triumphant  alac- 
rity. Without,  on  the  pleasant  terrace  bordered  by  walls 
now  bristling  with  guns  and  alive  with  guards  and  archers, 
on  the  pinnacles  and  fretted  roof  of  the  votive  chapel, 
which  stands  to  the  right  in  a  tuft  of  trees  inside  a 
bastion,  the  sun  shone  brightly,  but  the  blue  sky  and  the 
laughing  face  of  nature  seemed  but  to  mock  the  hideous 
spectacle  in  front.  Close  under  the  windows  of  the  central 
^lery,  a  scaffold  was  erected  covered  with  black,  on  which 
stood  an  executioner  masked,  clothed  in  a  red  robe.  Long 
lines  of  prisoners  packed  closely  together,  a  dismal  crowd, 
wan  and  emaciated  by  imprisonment  in  the  loathsome  holes 
of  the  medieeval  castle,  stood  by  hundi-eds  ranged  agaiust 
the  outer  walls  and  those  of  the  chapel,  guarded  by  archers 
and  musketeers;  as  if  such  despairing  wretches,  about  to  be 
butchered  like  cattle  in  the  shambles,  needed  guarding ! 
The  windows  of  the  royal  gallery  were  wide  open,  flags 
streamed  from  the  architraves,  and  a  loggia,  or  covered 
balcony,  had  been  prepared,  hung  with  crimson  velvet,  with 
seats  for  the  royal  princes. 

Within  the  gallery  the  whole  Court  stood  ranged  against 
the  sculptured  walls.  Catherine  entered  first.  With  an 
imperious  gesture  she  signed  to  Mary,  who  clung,  white  as 
death,  to  her  husband,  to  take  her  place  under  a  royal 
canopy  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  window.  Fmncis  she 
drew  into  a  chair  beside  herself,  the  Chancellor,  the  Due  de 
Guise,  his  brother  the  Cardinal,  imd  the  Due  do  Nemours 
seated  themselves  near.  Their  appearance  was  th(i  signal 
to  begin  the  slaughter.  Prisoner  after  prisoner  was  di-aggod 
up  beneath  the  loggia  to  the  scaff'old  and  liastily  dispatched. 
C*ries  of  agony  were  drowned  in  the  screccliiiiii'  of  tifes  and 


76  OLD   COURT   LIFE   IN   FRANCE. 

the  loud  braying  of  trumpets.  The  mutilated  bodies  were 
flung  on  one  side  to  be  cast  into  the  river,  the  heads  borne 
away  to  be  placed  upon  the  bridge.  Blood  ran  in  streams 
and  scented  the  fresh  spring  breezes.  The  executioner 
wearily  rested  from  his  labour,  and  another  masked  figure, 
dressed  like  himself  in  red  from  head  to  foot,  took  his 
place. 

Spellbound  and  speechless  sat  the  young  Queen.  A  look 
of  horror  was  on  her  face.  She  had  clutched  the  hand  of 
Francis  as  she  sat  down,  and  ere  a  few  minutes  had  passed, 
she  had  fainted. 

Catherine,  who,  wholly  unmoved,  was  contemplating  the 
death  of  her  enemies  the  Huguenots,  turned  with  a  terrible 
frown  towards  her  son,  handing  him  some  strong  essence 
with  which  to  revive  Mary.  As  her  senses  returned,  even 
the  basilisk  eyes  of  her  dreaded  mother-in-law  could  not 
restrain  her.  One  glance  at  the  awful  spectacle  gave  her 
courage ;  she  gave  a  wild  scream,  and  rushing  forward, 
flung  herself  passionately  at  the  feet  of  her  uncle,  Francis 
of  Guise.  * 

'^  Uncle,  dear  uncle,  stay  this  fearful  massacre.  Speak 
to  the  Queen,  or  I  shall  die.  Oh !  'why  was  I  brought 
here  to  behold  such  a  sight?" 

"  My  niece,"  answered  the  Duke  solemnly,  raising  her 
from  the  ground,  and  tenderly  kissing  her  on  the  cheek, 
"  have  courage ;  these  are  but  a  few  pestilent  heretics  who 
would  ^  have  dethroned  you  and  your  husband,  the  King, 
and  set  up  a  false  religion.  By  their  destruction  we  are 
doing  good  service  to  God  and  to  the  blessed  Virgin. 
Such  vermin  deserve  no  pity.  You  ought  to  rejoice  in 
their  destruction." 

"  Alas !  my  mother,"  said  Francis,  also  rising,  ^'  I  too 
am  overcome  at  this  horrible  sight,  I  also  would  crave  your 
highness's  permission  to  retire ;  the  blood  of  my  subjects, 
even  of  my  enemies,  is  horrible  to  see.     Let  us  go  ! " 

^^  My  son,  I  command  you  to  stay ! "  broke  in  Catherine, 
furious  with  passion,  and  imperiously  raising  her  hand  to 
stay  him.  "  Due  de  Guise,  support  your  niece,  the  Queen 
of  France.     Teach  her  the  duty  of  a  sovereign." 
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Again  Francis,  intimidated  by  his  mother's  violence, 
reseated  himself  along  with  the  imhappy  Mary,  motionless 
beside  him.  Again  the  steel  of  the  axe  flashed  in  the 
sunshine,  and  horrible  contortions  writhed  the  bodies  of 
the  slain.  It  was  too  much.  Mary,  young,  tender,  com- 
passionate— afraid  to  plead  for  mercy  as  though  commit- 
ting a  crime,  again  fainted,  and  was  again  recovered. 
The  Queen-mother,  to  whom  the  savage  scene  was  a  spec- 
tacle of  rapture,  again  commanded  her  to  be  reseated ;  but 
Francis,  now  fiilly  roused  by  the  sufferings  of  his  wife, 
interposed. 

"  My  mother,  I  can  no  longer  permit  your  Majesty  to 
force  the  Queen  to  be  present.  You  are  perilling  her 
health.  Govern  my  kingdom  and  slay  my  subjects,  but 
let  me  judge  what  is  seemly  for  my  wife." 

So,  bearing  her  in  his  arms,  with  the  assistance  of  her 
ladies,  Francis  withdrew. 

When  the  butchery  was  over,  and  the  headless  bodies 
were  floating  in  the  river  or  strung  up  on  the  branches 
of  the  trees  or  piled  in  heaps  about  the  castle,  Catherine 
retired.  She  commanded  that  the  remains  of  the  chief 
conspirators  should  be  hung  in  chains  from  the  iron  bal- 
,ustrades  of  the  stone  balcony  which  protects  the  windows 
of  the  royal  gallery  and  which  still  remains  intact,  on  the 
north  front  of  the  castle,  towards  the  river.  The  remainder 
were  to  be  thrown  into  the  Loire.  This  stone  balcony 
borders  now,  as  then,  the  whole  length  of  the  state  apart- 
ments towards  the  river;  A  fall  of  some  hundred  feet  down 
a  sheer  mass  of  grey  rock  on  which  the  castle  stands 
makes  the  head  dizzy.  Over  this  precipice  the  headless 
bodies  dangled,  swaying  to  and  fro  in  the  Mai'ch  wind,  a 
hideous  and  revolting  sight.  No  one  could  pass  through 
any  of  the  apartments  of  the  castle  without  beholding 
it.  But  despised  humanity  in  the  shape  of  the  murdered 
Huguenots  asserted  its  claim  on  the  attention  of  the  Court, 
and  the  stench  of  these  bodies  hung  to  the  balcony,  and  of 
those  strung  up  on  the  trees,  and  the  rotting  corpses  that 
dammed  up  the  river,  soon  became  so  overwhelming,  that 
even  Catherine  herself  was  forced  to  retreat,  and  accom- 
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pany  her  son  and  the  young  Queen  to  Chenoneeau.  The 
shock  and  excitement  were,  however,  too  much  for  the 
sickly  Francis.  Eapidly  he  pined  and  died  ;  no  physician 
was  found  who  could  cure  a  nameless  malady. 

Mary  Stuart,  a  widow  at  eighteen,  passionate  and  ro- 
mantic, clung  fondly  to  that  "  pleasant  land"  where  she 
had  spent  such  happy  days  with  the  gracious  Francis.  She 
had  been  created  Duchesse  de  Touraine  at  her  marriage, 
and  craved  earnestly 'to  be  allowed  to  enjoy  that  apanage 
rather  than  be  banished  to  reign  in  a  barren  land,  which 
she  dreaded  like  a  living  tomb.  But  her  ambitious  uncles, 
the  Due  de  Guise  and  the  Cardinal  de  Lorraine,  who  were 
to  her  as  parents,  obstinately  insisted  on  her  departure  for 
Scotland.  So  she  sailed  from  Calais ;  and,  from  the  deck 
of  the  ship  that  bore  her  across  the  seas,  as  the  shores  of 
France — ^which  she  was  never  more  to  see — gradually 
faded  from  her  view,  she  sang  to  her  lute  that  plaintive 
song,  so  identified  with  her  memory : — 

*'  Adieu,  oh  plaisant  pays ! 
Adieu !  oh  ma  patrie, 

La  plus  chcrio,  qui  a  nourrit 
Ma  belle  en&nce, — Adieu  I  ** 


CHAPTEE  XVI. 

THE   ASTROLOGEE's  CHAMBER. 

Wherevee  Catherine  chose  to  reside,  either  in  Paris  or  in 
Touraine,  an  obsen^atory  for  the  stars  was  always  at  hand, 
and  Cosmo  Ruggiero,  who  had  attended  her  from  Italy, 
never  left  her.  Cosmo  was  the  Queen's  familiar  demon ; 
he  was  both  astrologer,  alchemist,  and  philosopher.  He  fed 
the  glowing  furnaces  with  gold  and  silver,  sometimes  with 
dead  men^s  bones ;  concocted  essences,  powders,  and  per- 
fumes ;  drew  horoscopes,  and  modelled  wax  figures  in  the 
likeness  of  those  who  had  incurred  the  Queen's  enmity. 
These  were  supposed  to  suffer  pangs  from  each  stab  inflicted 
on  their  images,  and  to  waste  away  as  their  wax  simili- 
tudes melted  in  the  flames.  Cosmo  was  also  purveyor  of 
poisons  to  her  Majesty,  and  dealt  largely  in  herbs  and  roots 
fatal  to  life.  His  apartments  and  the  observatory  were 
always  near  those  of  the  Queen  and  connected  with  them 
by  a  secret  stair. 

Wo  are  at  the  Tuileries.^  It  stands  on  a  plot  of  ground 
outside  Paris — ^where  tiles  were  baked  and  rubbish  shot — 
given  by  Francis  I.  to  his  mother,  Louise  do  Savoio. 
Charles  IX.,  who  has  succeeded  his  brother — Francis  II. 
— inhabits  the  Louvre,  now  entirely  rebuilt  by  Francis  I. 
The  Queen-mother  desired  to  live  alone.  She  therefore^ 
commanded  Philippe  de  Lorme  to  erect  a  new  palace  for 
her  use,  consisting  of  a  central  pavilion,  with  ample  wings. 
Catherine  is  now  middle-aged  ;  her  complexion  is  darker, 
the  expression  of  her  face  sterner  and  more  impassive^ 
She  seldom  relaxes  into  a  smile  except  to  deceive  an 
enemy.     In  her  own  person  she  dislikes  and  despises  the 

1  See  Note  10. 
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luxury  of  dress,  and  principally  wears  black  since  the  death 
of  her  husband.  But  on  fitting  occasions  of  state  she,  too, 
robes  herself  in  royal  apparel.  She  stands  before  us  in  a 
long  black  dress,  tightly  fitting  her  shape.  She  has  grown 
much  stouter  though  she  is  still  upright  and  majestic^  Her 
active  habits  and  her  extraordinary  capacity  for  mental 
labour  are  the  same.  A  stiff  ruff  is  round  her  neck  and  a 
black  coif  upon  her  head.  Jewels  she  rarely  uses.  Her 
suite  of  rooms  at  the  Tuileries,  hung  with  sombre  tapestry 
or  panelled  with  dark  wood,  are  studiously  plain.  She 
loves  artistB  and  the  arts,  but  pictures  and  statues  are  not 
appropriate  to  the  state  business  she  habitually  transacts. 
There  is  a  certain  consistent  grandeur  in  her  plain,  un- 
adorned entourage ;  a  sense  of  subdued  power — ^hidden  yet 
apparent — ^that  makes  those  who  q^pproach  her  tremble. 
Her  second  son  Charles,  now  King  of  France,  is  wholly 
under  her  influence.  He  was  only  ten  years  old  when  he 
ascended  the  throne  at  the  death  of  his  brother  Francis, 
and  his  mother  has  carefully  stamped  out  every  good 
quality  in  his  naturally  frank  and  manly  nature.  Now  he 
is  rough  and  cruel,  loves  the  sight  of  blood,  and  has  become 
a  perfect  Nimrod.  He  blows  the  horn  with  such  violence, 
so  often  and  so  loud,  that  he  has  injured  his  lungs  in  con- 
sequence. Charles  knows  muclu-inore  about  the  bears, 
wolves,  deer,  and  wild  boars  of  France,  than  of  his  Christian 
subjects. 

The  Princess  Marguerite  is  now  grown  into  a  woman, 
"  a  noble  mind  in  a  most  lovely  person,"  says  the  flattering 
Brantdme.  Her  mother  encourages  Marguerite's  taste  for 
intrigue,  and  throws  her  into  the  company  of  women,  such 
as  Madame  de  Sauve,  the  court  Ninon  de  PEnclos  of  that 
day.  Catherine  contemplates  her  beauty,  not  with  the 
proud  affection  of  a  mother,  but  as  a  useful  bait  to  entrap 
those  whom  she  desires  to  gain.  When  she  was  young 
herself  the  Queen  never  allowed  any  tender  passion  to 
stand  in  her  way,  but  ruthlessly  sacrificed  all  who  were 
either  useless  or  troublesome. 

When  the  palace  is  quiet,  and  the  sighing  of  the  winter 
wind  without,  as  it  sweeps  along  the  quays  and  ruffles  the 
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surface  of  the  river,  is  only  broken  by  the  challenge  of  the 
sentinels  on  the  bastion  bordering  the  Seine,  Catherine 
rises  from  her  chair.  She  passes  over  her  black  dress  a 
long  white  mantle,  puts  her  feet  into  silken  slippers,  lights 
a  scented  bougie,  takes  from  her  girdle  a  golden  key — 
which  is  hid  there  along  with  a  poisoned  dagger  in  case  of 
need — draws  aside  the  tapestry,  unlocks  a  hidden  door, 
and  mounts  a  secret  stair.  Cosmo  Euggiero  is  seated  on  a 
folding  stool  in  a  small  laboratory  under  the  roof.  He  is 
reading  an  ancient  manuscript.  A  lamp  illuminates  the 
page,  and  he  is,  or  affects  to  be,  so  profoundly  absorbed 
that  he  does  not  hear  his  terrible  mistress  enter.  She 
glides  like  a  ghost  beside  him  and  laying  her  hand  on  his 
shoulder  rouses  him.  Buggiero  rises  hastily  and  salutes 
her.  Catherine  draws  a  stool  beside  him,  seats  herself,  and 
signs  to  him  to  do  so  also. 

"  Well,  Cosmo !  always  studying ;  always  at  work  in  my 
service,"  says  she,  in  a  low  metallic  voice. 

"  Yes,  madame,  I  have  no  other  pleasure  than  in  your 
Majesty's  service." 

"  Yes,  yes !  you  serve  the  Queen  for  love,  and  science 
out  of  interest — I  imderstand.  Disinterestedness  is  the 
custom  of  our  country,  my  friend." 

"  Your  Majesty  mistakes ;  I  serve  her  as  a  loyal  servant 
and  countryman  should." 

"  La !  la ! "  says  Catherine,  "  we  know  each  other, 
Cosmo, — ^no  professions.  Is  the  poison  ready  I  ordered  of 
you,  the  subtle  powder  to  sprinkle  on  gloves  or  flowers  ? 
It  is  possible  I  may  want  it  shortly." 

Buggiero  rises  and  hands  a  small  sealed  packet,  enclosed 
in  satin,  to  the  Queen,  who  places  it  in  her  bosom. 

"  Madame,"   he  says,  "  beware !   this  poison  is  most 

powerful." 

"  So  much  the  worse  for  those  for  whom  it  is  destined," 
replies  Catherine ;  and  a  cruel  smile  lights  up  her  face  for  a 
moment:  "It  will  serve  me  the  quicker.  But  to  business, 
Cosmo.  "What  say  the  stars  ?  Have  you  drawn  the  horo- 
scopes ?  " 

"Here,  madame,  are  the  horoscopes;"   and  he  draws 
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from  his  belt  a  bundle  of  papers.  "  Here  are  the  celestial 
signs  within  the  House  of  Life  of  all  the  royal  persons 
concerned,  traced  by  the  magic  pencil  from  the  dates  you 
furnished  me." 

Catherine  glances  at  the  papers.  "  Explain  to  me  their 
import,"  says  she,  looking  at  him  with  grave  attention. 

'^Your  present  design,  madame,  to  marry  Madame 
Marguerite  to  the  Bang  of  Navarre  appears  favourable  to 
the  interests  of  France.  A  cloud  now  rests  upon  the 
usually  brilliant  star  of  the  King  of  Navarre,  but  another 
night,  madame,  perhaps " 

"  This  is  all  very  vague,  Ruggiero,  I  want  an  absolute 
prediction,"  says  Catherine,  fixmg  her  black  eyes  full 
upon  the  soothsayer.  "  Among  all  these  illustrious  per- 
sonages is  there  not  one  whose  horoscope  is  clear  and 
defined?" 

"  Assuredly,  madame ;  will  your  Majesty  deign  to  in- 
terrogate me  as  to  the  future  ?  I  will  unfold  the  purposes 
of  the  stars  as  I  have  read  them." 

"  You  have  spoken  of  the  Princess.  Does  she  love  the 
young  Due  Henri  de  Guise  ?  " 

*^ Madame,  her  highness  affects  the  Duke;  but  she  is 
unstable  in  her  affections." 

"The  Queen  of  Navarre — ^will  she  still  forward  this 
marriage  ?  " 

"  It  will  cause  her  death." 

"How?" 

"  By  poison." 

"Where?" 

"At  Paris." 

"  That  is  well,"  answers  the  Queen,  and  deep  thought 
darkens  her  swarthy  face.  "  Her  son,  the  King  of  Navarre 
— ^what  of  him  ?  " 

"  He,  madame,  is  safe  for  awhile,  though  he  will  shortly 
be  exposed  to  extreme  peril." 

"  But  is  he  destined  to  die  violently  ?  " 

"  Perhaps ;  but  long  years  hence.  His  hair  will  be  grey 
before  the  poniard  I  see  hovering  over  him  strikes.  But, 
as  I  have  said  to-night,  there  is  a  cloud  upon  his  star. 
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Long  he  will  certainly  escape  steel,  fire,  illness,  or  accident ; 
he  will  bear  a  charmed  life.  Madame,  the  King  of  Navarre 
will  be  a  proper  husband  for  Madame  Marguerite." 

"But  how  of  that  bold  man;  the  Due  de  Guise, "who 
dares  without  my  leave  to  aspire  to  the  hand  of  the 
Princess  ?  "  asked  Catherine. 

"Henri  do  Guise,  madame,  will  die  a  violent  death,  as 
will  his  father  and  CoUgni.  The  Admiral  will  be  stabbed 
in  his  own  house.     This  is  certain." 

The  Queen  smiles,  and  for  a  time  is  silent. 
"Tell  me,"  at  length  she  almost  whispers,  "have  you 
piiscovered  anything  more  about  myself  and  my  sons  ?  " 

"  Madame,  I  tremble  to  reply,"  replies  Ruggiero,  hesi- 
tating. 

"  Speak,  I  comnmnd  you,  Cosmo." 

Ca^erino  rises,  and  lays  her  hand  heavily  upon   bis 
Her  eyes  meet  his. 
If  I  must  reveal  the  future  of  your  Majesty  and  (he 
lyal  prineea,  well,  let  it  be  done.    Your  Mjijesty  can  but 
kill  me.    I  fear  not  death." 
*'  Fool,  your  life  is  safe  !  " 

"  You,  madame,  will  live ;  but  the  Princes,  your  sons 

— "  and  ho  stops  and  again  hesitates. 

"  Speak  ! "   hisses    Catherine    between    her   set   teeth. 

Speak,  or,  pardieu  !  I  mil  force  you,"  and  she  raises  her 

id  aloft,  as  if  to  strike  him. 

"  Madame,"'   replies  Iluggiero,  quite  unmoved   by  her 

'.'Tiolence,  rising  fi-ora  his  stool,  and   moving  towards  the 

wall,  "you  yourself  shall  see  the  future  that  awaits  them." 

He  withdraws  a  black  curtain  covering  an  arched  recess 

and    reveals  a  magic  mirror.       "The   kings  your    sons, 

madame,  shall  pass  before  you.    Each  shall  reign  as  many 

years  as  he  makes  the  circuit  of  that  dark  chamber  you  see 

reflected  on  the  polished  steel.     There  is  your  eldest  son, 

Francis.     See  how  feebly  ho  moves,  how  pale  he  looks. 

He  never  lived  to  be  a  man.      Twice  he  slowly  passes 

round,  and  he  is  gone.    The  next  is  Charles,  ninth  of  that 

.     Thirteen  times  he  turns  around,  and  as  he  moves  a 

of  blood  gathers  about  him.     Look,  it  thickens — it 
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hides  him.  He  shall  reign  thirteen  years,  and  die  a  bloody 
death,  having  caused  much  blood  to  flow.  Here  is  Henri, 
Due  d'Anjou,  who  shall  succeed  him.  A  few  circuits,  and 
then*  behold — a  muffled  figure — a  monk,  springs  on  him 
from  behind.    He  falls  and  vanishes." 

There  is  a  pause. 

"What I  Cosmo,"  whispers  Catherine,  who  stood  sup- 
porting herself  on  the  back  of  a  high  chair  opposite  the 
magic  mirror.  "  Francis,  Charles,  Henry  are  gone,  but  do 
they  leave  no  child  ?  " 

"  None,  madame." 

"  Where,  then,  is  d'Alen^on,  my  youngest  boy  ?  Let 
me  see  him." 

"Madame,"  falters  Ruggiero,  "  his  highness  is  not  des- 
tined to  reign.  The  successor  of  your  sons  is  before  you ;" 
and  on  the  magic  glass  rises  up,  clear  and  distinct,  the 
image  of  the  King  of  Navarre.  With  strong,  firm  steps 
he  circles  the  mystic  chamber  of  life  twenty  times.  As  he 
passes  on  the  twenty-first  round,  a  mist  gathers  round  him ; 
he  falls  and  vanishes. 

At  the  sight  of  Henry  of  Navarre,  the  Queen's  composure 
utterly  forsakes  her.  She  trembles  from  head  to  foot  and 
sinks  into  a  chair.     A  sombre  fire  shoots  from  her  eyes. 

"  I  will  take  care  that  shall  never  be ! "  gasps  she, 
unable  to  speak  with  rage. 

After  a  few  moments  she  rose,  took  up  her  light,  and 
without  one  other  word  descended  as  she  had  come. 


CHArTEE  XVII. 

AT   CHENONCEAU. 

Thb  Ch&teau  of  Chenonceau,  so  greatly  coveted  by  Cathe- 
rine de  Medici  in  her  youth,  still  remains  to  us.  It  lies  in 
a  rural  district  of  the  Touraine,  far  from  cities  and  the  traffic 
of  great  thoroughfares.  Spared,  from  its  isolated  position, 
by  the  First  Kevolution,  thLs  monument  of  the  Benaissance, 
half  palace  half  chateau,  is  as  beautiful  as  ever — a  pic- 
turesque mass  of  pointed  turrets,  glistening  spires,  perpen- 
dicular roofs,  lofty  pavilions,  and  pillared  arches.  It  is 
partly  built  over  the  river  Cher,  at  once  its  defence  and 
its  attraction. 

Henry  II.,  as  also  his  father,  Francis,  who  specially 
loved  this  sunny  plaisance  and  often  visited  it  in  company 
with  his  daughter-in-law,  Catherine,  and  his  mistress,  the 
Duchesse  d'Etampes,  had  both  lavished  unknown  sums  on 
its  embellishment. 

Chenonceau  is  approached  by  a  drawbridge  over  a  moat 
fed  by  the  river.  On  the  southern  side  a  stately  bridge  of 
five  arches  has  been  added  by  Diane  de  Poitiers  in  order 
to  reach  the  opposite  bank,  where  the  high  roofs  and 
pointed  turrets  of  the  main  building  are  seen  to  great 
advantage,  rising  out  of  scattered  woods  of  oak  and  ash, 
which  are  divided  into  leafy  avenues  leading  into  fair 
water-meadows  beside  the  Cher.  By  Catherine's  command 
this  bridge  has  been  recently  covered  and  now  forms  a 
spacious  wing  of  two  stories,  the  first  floor  fitted  as  a  ban- 
queting hall,  the  walls  broken  by  four  embayed  windows, 
opening  on  either  side  and  looking  up  and  down  the  stream. 

A  fresh-breathing  air  comes  from  the  river  and  the 
forest,  a  scent  of  moss  and  flowers   extremely  delicious. 
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The  cooing  of  the  cushat  doves,  the  cry  of  the  cuckoo, 
the  flutter  of  the  breeze  among  tiie  trees,  and  tho  hum  of 
insects  dancing  in  the  sunbeams  are  the  voices  of  this 
sylvan  soKtude.  The  blue  sky  blends  into  the  green 
woods,  and  the  white  clouds,  sailing  over  the  tree-tops, 
make  the  shadows  come  and  go  among  the  arches  of  the 
bridge  and  the  turrets  of  the  chateau. 

A  sudden  flourish  of  trumpets  breaks  the  silence.  It  is 
Catherine,  in  the  early  summer,  coming,  like  Jezebel,  to 
possess  herself  of  her  fair  domain.  She  is  habited  in  black 
and  wears  a  velvet  toque  with  an  ostrich  plume.  A  perfect 
horsewoman,  she  rides  with  a  stately  grace  down  the  broad 
avenue  leading  from  the  high  road,  followed  by  her  maids 
of  honour — ^a  bevy  of  some  forty  beauties,  liie  escadron 
volant  de  la  reine^  who  serve  her  political  intrigues  by 
fascinating  alike  Huguenots  and  Catholics. 

To  the  right  of  the  Queen-mother  rides  Madame  Mar- 
guerite, her  daughter — by-and-by  to  become  infamous  as 
Queen  of  Navarre,  wife  of  Henry  IV. — ^now  a  laughter- 
loving  girl,  who  makes  her  brown  jennet  prance,  out  of 
pure  high  spirits.  She  is  tall,  like  all  the  Valois,  and 
finely  formed.  Her  skin  is  very  fair  and  her  eyes  fuU  of 
expression;  but  there  is  a  hard  look  on  her  delicately- 
featured  face  that  belies  her  attractive  appearance. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  Queen-mother  is  her  son,  the 
young  King,  Charles  IX.  He  has  a  weak  though  most 
engaging  countenance.  Naturally  brave  and  witty  and 
extremely  frank  and  free,  the  artifices  of  his  mother's 
corrupt  Court  have  made  him  what  he  now  is — cruel, 
violent,  and  suspicious.  Catherine  has  convinced  him  that 
he  is  deceived  by  all  the  world  except  herself,  and  leads 
him  at  her  will.  He  is  to  marry  shortly  the  daughter  of 
the  Emperor  Maximilian.  Beside  him  is  the  vicious  and 
elegant  Due  d'Anjou,  his  next  brother,  of  whom  Charles  is 
extremely  jealous.  Already  Henry  has  been  victor  at 
Jamac,  and  almost  rivals  Henry  of  Navarre  in  the  number 
of  battles  he  fights.  He  is  to  be  elected  King  of  Poland 
during  his  brother's  life.  Henry  is  handsomer  than  Charles, 
but  baby-faced  and  effeminate.     He  wears  rouge,  and  is  as 
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Tvoman  in  his  attire.     Catherine's  youngest  son, 
;i;on,  long-nosed,  ill-favoured,  and  sidlen,  rides  beside 
sister. 

Behind  the  royal  Princess  is  Franeis,  Due  do  Guise,  a 

man,  as  we  have  seen,  of  indomitable  \vill  and  unflinching 

purpose  ;  fanatical  in  his  devotion  to  the  Catholic  Chiirch, 

and  of  unboimded  ambition.      He  secretly  cherishes  the 

settled  purpose  of  his  house, — destruction  of  the  race  of 

Valois.     Ere  long  he  will  be  assassinated  at  Orleans,  by 

Poltrot,  a  Huguenot,  a  creature  of  Coligni,  who  firmly 

believes  he  will  ensure  his  salvation  by  tliis  crime.     Such 

is  Christianity  in  the  sixteenth  ceutiuy !     There  are  also 

jfcwo  cardinals  mounted  on  mules.     Lorraine,  a  true  Guise, 

lost   haughty   and    unscrupulous   of    politieians   and    of 

urchraen ;  and  d'Este,  newly  arrived  from  Ferrara,  in- 

uating,  treacherous,  and  artistic.     He  has  brought  in 

his  train  from  Italy  the  great  poet  Tasso,  who  follows  his 

patron,  and  wears  a  gabardine  and  cap  of  dark  satin.  Tasso 

'  loks  Bad  and  carewoni  spite  of  the  high  favour  shown  him 

his  countrywoman,  the  Queen-mother.     Ronsard,  the 

lurt  poet,  is  beside   Tasso,   and  Chatelard,  who,  madly 

lamoured  of  the  widowed  Q,ueen,  Mary  Stuart,  is  about 

follow  her  to  Scotland,  and  to  die  of  his  presumptuous 

ivo  ere  long  at  Holyrood. 

As  this  brilliant  procession    passes    down    the   broad 

euue  through  pleasant  lawns  forming  part  of  the  park, 

a  iiist  trot,  a  rider  is  seen,  mounted  on  a  powerful  black 

tree,  who  neither  entirely  conceals  himself  nor  attempts 

join  the  Court.     Aa  he  passes  in  and  out  among  the 

lerwood  skirting  the  adjoining    forest,  many  eyes  are 

it  upon  him.     The  Queen-mother  specially,  turns  in  her 

saddle  the  better  to  observe  him,  and  then  questions  her 

sons  as  to  whether  they  recognise  this  solitary  cavalier, 

whoso  face  and  figure  are  completely  hidden  by  a  broad 

Spanish  hat  and  heavy  riding  cloak. 

At  the  moment  when  the  Queen-mother  has  turned  her 
to  make  these  inquiries  and  is  speaking  earnestly  to 
cis  of  Guise,  whom  she  has  summoned  to  her  side,  the 
known  rider  crosses  the  path  of  the  Princess  Marguerite 
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(who  in  frolicsome  mood  is  making  her  horse  leap  over  some 
ditches  in  the  grass),  and  throws  a  rose  before  her.  Margue- 
rite looks  up  with  a  gleam  of  delight,  their  eyes  meet  for  an 
instant ;  she  raises  her  hand,  kisses  it,  and  waves  it  towards 
him.  The  stranger  bows  to  the  saddle-bow,  bounds  into 
the  thicket,  and  is  seen  no  more.  The  royal  party  cross 
the  drawbridge  through  two  lines  of  attendants,  picquers, 
retainers,  pages,  and  running  footmen,  and  dismount  at 
the  arched  entrance  from  which  a  long  stone  passage 
leads  to  the  great  gallery,  the  staircase,  and  the  various 
apartments. 

Leaving  the  young  King  and  the  Princes,  his  brothers, 
to  the  care  of  the  chamberlains  who  conduct  them  to  their 
various  apartments,  the  Queen-mother  turns  to  the  left, 
followed  by  the  Princess,  who  is  somewhat  alarmed  lest 
her  mother  should  have  observed  her  recognition  of  the 
disguised  cavalier.  They  pass  through  the  guard-room — 
a  lofty  chamber,  with  raftered  ceiling  and  walls  hung 
with  tapestry,  on  which  cuirasses,  swords,  lances,  casques, 
shields,  and  banners  are  suspended,  fashioned  into  various 
devices. 

Beyond  is  a  saloon,  and  through  a  narrow  door  in  a 
comer  is  a  small  writing-closet  wil£in  a  turret.  Catherine, 
who  knows  the  ch§;teau  well,  has  chosen  this  suite  of  rooms 
apart  from  the  rest.  She  enters  the  closet  alone,  closes 
the  door,  seats  herself  beside  the  casement,  and  gazes  at 
the  broad  river  flowing  beneath.  Her  eye  follows  the 
current  onwards  to  where  the  stream,  by  a  graceful  bend, 
loses  itself  among  copses  of  willow  and  alder.  She  smiles 
a  smile  of  triumph.  All  is  now  her  own.  Then  she  sum- 
mons her  chamberlain,  and  commands  a  maaque  on  the 
river  for  the  evening,  to  celebrate  her  arrival  None  shall 
say  that  she,  a  Medici,  neglects  the  splendid  pageantry 
of  courts.  Besides,  the  hunting  parties,  banquets,  and 
masques  are  too  precious  as  political  opportunities  to  be 
disregarded. 

Having  dismissed  her  chamberlain,  who  with  his  white 
wand  of  oflB.ce  bows  low  before  her,  she  calls  for  writing 
materials,  bidding  the  Princess  and  a  single  lady-in-wait- 
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ing,  Charlotto  do  Prcsney,  her  favourite  attendant,  remain 
without  in  the  saloon. 

This  is  a  largo  apartment,  used  by  Catherine  as  a 
sleeping-room,  with  a  high  vaulted  ceiling  of  dark  oak, 
heavily  carved,  the  walls  panelled  with  rare  marbles, 
brought  by  the  Queen's  command  from  Italy.  Busts  on 
sculptured  pedestals,  ponderous  chairs,  carved  cabinets  and 
inlaid  tables,  stand  around.  In  one  comer  there  is  a  bed- 
stead of  walnut-wood  with  heavy  hangings  of  purple 
velvet  which  are  gathered  into  a  diadem  with  the  embossed 
initials  "  C.  M.,"  and  an  antique  silver  toilet-table,  with 
a  mirror  in  Venetian  glass  set  in  a  shroud  of  lace.  The 
polished  floor  has  no  carpet,  and  there  is  not  a  chair  that 
can  be  moved  without  an  effort.  A  window,  looking  south 
towards  the  river  and  the  woods,  is  open.  The  summer 
breezes  fill  the  room  with  fragrance.  Under  a  ponderous 
mantelpiece  of  coloured  marbles  Marguerite  seats  herself 
on  a  narrow  settee.  Her  large,  sparkling  eyes  and  ani- 
mated face,  her  comely  shape,  and  easy  though  stately 
bearing,  invite,  yet  repel,  approach.  She  still  wears  her 
riding-dress  of  emerald  velvet  laced  with  gold,  and  a 
plumed  cap  lies  beside  her.  Her  luxuriant  hair,  escaped 
from  a  golden  net,  covers  her  shoulders.  She  is  a  perfect 
picture  of  youth  and  beauty,  and  as  fresh  as  her  namesake, 
the  daisy. 

Charlotte  do  Presney,  at  least  ten  years  older  than 
the  Princess,  is  an  acknowledged  belle.  Her  features  are 
regular,  her  complexion  brilliant,  and  her  face  full  of 
intelligence ;  but  there  is  a  cunning  expression  about  her 
dimplmg  mouth  that  greatly  mars  her  beauty. 

"  Have  you  nothing  for  me,  Charlotte  ? "  whispers  the 
Princess,  stretching  out  her  Uttle  hand  glistening  with 
precious  rings.  "  I  know  you  have.  Give  it  me.  His 
eyes  told  me  so  when  he  passed  me  in  the  avenue." 

"  Your  highness  must  not  ask  me.  Suppose  her  Majesty 
opens  that  door  and  sees  me  in  the  act  of  giving  you  a 
letter  ?  " 

"  Oh  I  mSchantey  why  do  you  plague  me  ?  I  know  you 
have  something  hidden ;  give  it  me,  or  I  will  seai'ch  you," 
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and  she  jumps  up  and  casts  her  soft  arms  round  the  lady- 
in-waiting. 

Charlotte  disengages  herself  gently,  and  with  her  eyes 
fixed  on  the  low  door  leading  into  the  Queen's  closet, 
sighs  deeply  and  takes  a  letter  from  her  bosom,  bound 
with  blue  sUk  and  sealed  with  the  arms  of  Guise. 

"Ah!  my  colours!  Is  he  not  charming,  my  lover?" 
mutters  Marguerite,  as  her  eager  eyes  devour  the  lines. 
"  He  says  he  has  followed  us,  disguised,  from  Tours ;  not 
even  his  father  knows  he  has  come,  but  believes  him  to 
be  in  Paris,  in  case  he  should  be  questioned  by  the  Queen- 
mother, — Charlotte,  do  you  think  her  Majesty  recognised 
him  in  the  avenue  ?    He  was  admirably  disguised." 

"  Your  highness  knows  that  nothing  escapes  the  Queen's 
eye.  The  sudden  appearance  of  a  stranger  in  this  lonely 
spot  must  have  created  observation." 

"  Ah  !  is  he  not  adorable,  Charlotte,  to  come  like  a  real 
knight-errant  to  gaze  at  his  lady-love?  How  grand  he 
looked — ^my  noble  Guise,  my  warrior,  my  hero ! "  and 
Marguerite  leans  back  pensively  on  the  settee  as  though 
calling  up  his  image  before  her. 

"  Her  Majesty  will  be  very  angry,  madame,  if  she  recog- 
nised him.  I  saw  her  questioning  the  Duke,  his  father, 
and  pointing  towards  him  as  he  disappeared  into  the 
wood,"  answers  Charlotte,  with  the  slightest  expression  of 
bitterness  in  her  well-modulated  voice. 

"  Henry  has  discovered,"  continues  Marguerite,  still  so 
lost  in  reverie  that  she  does  not  heed  her  remark,  "that 
the  Queen  has  a  masque  to-night  on  the  river.  He  will 
be  disguised,  he  tells  me,  as  a  Venetian  nobleman,  in  a 
yellow  brocaded  robe,  with  a  violet  mantle,  and  a  red 
mask.  He  will  wear  my  colours — ^blue,  heavenly  blue,  the 
symbol  of  hope  and  faith — on  his  shoulder-knot.  Our 
watchword  is  to  be  *  Eternal  love.' " 

"  Holy  Virgin !  "  exclaims  Charlotte,  with  alarm,  laying 
her  hand  on  Marguerite's  shoulder,  "your  highness  will 
not  dare  to  meet  hinl  ?  " 

"Be  silent,  petite  mtte^^  breaks  in. the  Princess.  "We 
are  to  meet  on  the  southern  bank  of  the  river.     Charlotte, 
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you  must  help  me ;  I  shall  be  sure  to  bo  watched,  but  I 
I  must  escape  from  the  Queen  by  some  device.     Change.] 

my  dress,   and  then — and   then "  and  she  turns  her  • 

laughing  eyes  on  the  alarmed  face  of  Charlotte,  "under  the  | 
ehady  woods,  by  the  parterre  near  the  grotto,  I  shall  j 
meet  him— and,  alone."  i 

"And  what  on  earth  am  I  to  say  to  the  Queen  if  she  t 
asks  for  your  highness  ?  "  replies  Charlotte,  turning  away  ' 
her  face  that  the  Piiucess  might  not  see  the  tears  that 
bedew  her  cheeks. 

"  Anything,  my  good  Charlotte ;  you  have  a  ready  wit, 
or  my  mother  would  not  favour  you.  I  trust  to  your 
invention,  it  has  been  often  exercised,"  and  she  looks 
archly  at  her.  "  Tell  the  Queen  that  I  am  fatigued  and 
have  retired  into  the  cMteau  imtil  the  banquet,  when  I 
will  rejoin  her  Majesty.  There  is  no  fear,  ma  mie,  espe- 
cially as  the  Comte  de  Clermont  is  at  C^enoncean.  Her 
Majesty,  stem  and  silent  though  she  bo,  unbends  to  him 
and  greatly  affects  his  company,"  and  she  laughs  softly 
and  points  towards  the  closed  door. 

*'  I  trust  there  is,  indeed,  no  fear  of  discovery,  Princess," 
returns  Charlotte;  "for  her  Majesty  would  never  forgive 
me."  At  which  Marguerite  laughs  again. 

"Princess,"  says  Charlotte,  looking  very  grave,  and 
seating  herself  on  a  stool  at  her  feet,  "tell  mo  truly,  do 
you  love  the  Due  de  Guise?"  Charlotte's  fine  eyes  are 
fixed  intently  on  Marguerite  as  she  asks  this  question. 

"  Peste !  you  know  I  do.  He  is  as  great  a  hero  as 
Rinaldo  in  the  Italian  poet's  romance  of  '  Orlando.'  Some- 
what sedate,  perhaps,  for  mo,  hut  so  liandsome,  spite  of  that 
Bcar.    I  even  love  that  sear,  Charlotte." 

"  Does  the  Duke  love  you  ?  "  again  asks  Charlotte,  with 
k  trembling  voice. 

"  Par  exmnpk  !  do  you  think  the  man  lives  who  would 
not  return  my  love  ?  "  and  the  young  Princess  colours,  and 
tosses  the  masses  of  waving  brown  curls  hack  from  her 
brow,  staring  at  her  companion  in  unfeigned  astonishment. 

"  I  was  thinking,"  continues  Charlotte,  avoiding  her 
gaze  and  speaking  in  a  peculiar  voice,  "  I  was  thinking  of 
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that  poor  La  MoUe,  left  alone  in  Paris.     How  jealous  ho 
was !     You  loved  him  well,  madame,  a  week  ago." 

"  Bah !  that  is  ancient  history — ^we  are  at  Chenoneeau 
now.  When  I  return  to  Paris  it  is  possible  I  may  console 
him.  Poor  La  MoUe !  one  cannot  be  always  constant. 
Charlotte,"  said  the  Princess,  after  a  pause,  looking  inqui- 
sitively at  her,  "  I  believe  you  are  in  love  with  the  Balafre 
yourself." 

Charlotte  colours,  and,  not  daring  to  trust  her  voice  in 
reply,  shakes  her  head,  and  bends  her  eyes  on  the  ground. 

Marguerite,  too  much  occupied  with  her  own  thoughts 
to  take  much  heed  of  her  friend's  emotion,  pats  her  fondly 
on  the  cheek,  and  proceeds — 

'^  You  are  dull,  ma  mie ;  amuse  yourself  like  me,  now 
with  one,  then  with  another.  Be  constant  to  none.  Ee- 
gard  your  own  interest  and  inclination  only.  But  leave 
Ghiise  alone  ;  he  is  my  passion.  His  proud  reserve  pleases 
me.  His  stately  devotion  touches  me.  He  is  a  king  among 
men.  I  love  to  torment  the  hero  of  Jamac  and  Moncon- 
tour.  He  is  jealous  too — jealous  of  the  very  air  I  breathe ; 
but  in  time,  that  may  become  wearisome.  I  never  thought 
of  that,"  adds  she,  musing. 

"  Your  highness  will  marry  soon,"  says  Charlotte,  rising 
and  facing  the  Princess,  "and  then  Guise  must  console 
himself " 

"  With  you,  par  exempk^  belle  des  belles  ?  You  need  not 
blush  so,  Charlotte,  I  read  your  secret.  But,  ma  micy  I 
mean  to  marry  Henri  de  Guise  myself,  even  if  my  mother 
and  the  King,  my  brother,  refuse  their  consent.  They  may 
beat  me — ^imprison  me — or  banish  me ;  I  will  still  marry 
Henri  de  Guise." 

"  Her  Majesty  will  never  consent  to  this  alliance,  ma- 
dame." 

"  You  are  jealous,  Charlotte,  or  you  would  not  say  so. 
Why  should  I  not  marry  him,  when  my  sister-in-law,  the 
yoimg  Queen  of  Scots,  is  of  the  House  of  Lorraine  ?  " 

"  Yes,  madame,  but  the  case  is  altogether  different ;  she 
is  a  Quecn-regnant.  The  house  of  Lorraine  is  already  too 
powerful." 
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"  All  ! "  exclaims  the  volatile  Marguerite,  starting  up, 
"  I  love  freedom ;  freedom  in  life,  freedom  in  love.  Char- 
lotte, you  say  truly,  I  shall  never  be  constant." 

"  Then,  alas,  for  your  husband !  He  must  love  you, 
and  you  will  break  his  heart." 

"  Husband !  I  will  have  no  husband  but  Henri  de  Guise. 
Guise  or  a  convent.  I  should  make  an  enchanting  nun !  " 
And  she  laughs  a  low  merry  laugh,  springs  to  her  feet, 
and  turns  a  pirouette  on  the  floor.  I  think  the  dress 
woidd  suit  me.  I  would  write  Latin  elegies  on  all  my  old 
lovers." 

"  You  will  hear  somewhat  of  that,  madame,  later  from 
the  Queen,"  Charlotte  replies,  with  a  triumphant  air.  "  A 
husband  is  chosen  for  you  already." 

"Who?    Who  is  ho?" 

"  You  will  learn  from  her  Majesty  very  shortly." 

"  Charlotte,  if  you  do  not  tell  me  this  instant,  I  will 
never  forgive  you;"  and  Marguerite  suddenly  becomes 
grave  and  reseats  herself.  "  Next  time  you  want  my  help 
I  won't  move  a  finger," 

"  I  dare  not  tell  you,  madame." 

"  Then  I  will  tell  Guise  to-night  you  are  in  love  with 
him,"  cries  she,  reddening  with  anger: 

".Oh,  Princess,"  exclaims  Charlotte,  sinking  at  her  feet, 
and  seizing  her  hand ;  "  you  would  not  be  so  cruel ! " 

"  But  I  will,  unless  you  tell  me." 

At  this  moment,  when  Marguerite  was  dragging  her 
friend  beside  her  on  the  sofa,  determined  to  obtain  an 
avowal  from  her  almost  by  force,  the  low  door  opens,  and 
Catherine  stands  before  them. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A    DUTIFUL    DAUGHTER. 

The  two  girls  were  startled  and  visibly  trembled;  but, 
recovering  from  their  fright,  rose  and  made  their  obeisance. 
For  a  moment  Catherine  gazed  earnestly  at  them,  as  if 
divining  the  reason  of  their  discomposure ;  then  beckoning 
to  the  Princess,  she  led  her  daughter  into  her  writing  room, 
where  she  seated  herself  beside  a  table  covered  with  dis- 
patches and  papers. 

"  My  daughter,"  said  the  Queen,  contemplating  Mar- 
guerite with  satisfaction,  as  the  Princess  stood  before  her, 
her  cheeks  flushed  by  the  fright  that  Catherine's  sudden 
entrance  had  occasioned.  ^^  I  have  commanded  a  masque 
to-night  on  the  river,  and  a  banquet  in  the  water-gallery, 
to  celebrate  my  return.  You  will  attend  me  and  be  care- 
ftd  not  to  leave  me,  my  child.  Strangers  have  been  iseen 
among  the  woods.  Did  you  not  mark  one  as  we  ap- 
proached riding  near  us  ?  "  And  Catherine  gave  a  search- 
ing glance  at  Marguerite.  "  I  have  given  strict  orders 
that  all  strangers  (Huguenots,  probably,  with  evil  designs 
upon  his  Majesty)  shall  be  arrested  and  imprisoned." 

Again  Catherine  turned  her  piercing  eyes  upon  Mar- 
guerite, who  suddenly  grew  very  pale. 

"My  daughter,  you  seem  indisposed,  the  heat  has 
overcome  you — be  seated." 

Marguerite  sank  into  a  chair  near  the  door.  She  knew 
that  her  mother  had  recognised  the  Duke,  and  that  it  would 
be  infinitely  difficult  to  keep  her  appointment  with  him 
that  evening.  Neither  mofiier  nor  daughter  spoke  for 
some  moments.  Catherine  was  studjring  tihe  effect  of  her 
words  on  Marguerite,  and  Marguerite  was  endeavouring  to 
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master  her  agitation.     When  the  CJuoon  next  addi-esseil 
her,  the  Princess  was  still  pale  but  perfectly  composed.  ' 

"  My  daughter,  you  passed  much  of  your  time  before    | 
you   left  the  Louvre  witli  the  Comte  la  MoUe,     I  know 
he  ia  highly  favoured  by  my  son,  Anjou.     Does  his  com- 
pany amuse  you  ?" 

Marguerite's  cheeks  became  scarlet. 

"Tour  Majesty  has  ever  commanded  me,"  rcpHod  she  in 
a  firm  voice,  "  to  converse  with  those  young  nobles  whom 
you  and  ray  brother,  the  King,  have  called  to  the  Court." 

"  True,  my  child,  you  have  done  so,  I  acknowledge 
freely,  and,  by  such  gracious  bcjiring  you  have,  doubtless, 
forwai'ded  his  Majesty's  interests."  There  was  again 
silence.  "  Our  cousin,  the  young  Due  Henri  de  Guise,  is 
also  much  in  your  company,"  Catherine  said  at  length, 
speaking  very  slowly  and  turning  her  eyes  full  upon  Mar- 
guerite who,  for  an  instant,  returned  her  gaze  boldly.  "I 
warn  you,  Marguerite,  that  neither  the  King  my  son,  nor 
I,  will  tolerate  more  alliances  with  the  ambitious  House  of 
Lorraine.    They  stand  too  near  the  throne  already." 

Marguerite  during  this  speech  did  not  look  up,  not 
daring  to  meet  the  steadfast  glance  of  the  Queen. 

"  Surely,"  said  she,  speaking  low,  "  your  Majesty  has 
been  prejudiced  against  the  Duke  by  my  brother  Charles. 
His  Majesty  hates  him.     He  is  jealous  of  him." 

"  My  child,  speak  with  more  respect  of  his  Majesty." 
Madame,  the  King  has  threatened  to  beat  me  if  I  dared 
to  love  the  Due  de  Guise.  But  I  am  your  Majesty's  own 
child,"  and  Marguerite  turned  towards  Catherine  caress- 
ingly. "  I  fear  not  threats."  Catherine  smiled  and  curi- 
ously observed  her.  "But  your  Majesty  surely  forgets," 
intinued  Marguerite  warmly,  "  that  our  cousin  of  Guise 

the  chief  pillar  of  the  throne,  a  hero  who,  at  sixteen, 
'anquishcd  CoHgni  at  Poitiers ;  and  that  at  Massignac  and 
amae,  in  company  with  my  brother  Anjou,  he  performed 
Todigies  of  valour." 

"  My  daughter,  I  forget  nothing.  You  appear  to  have 
[devoted  much  study  to  the  life  of  the  Duke — our  cousin, 
*t  is  a  brilliant  page  in  our  history.     I  have,  however,  . 
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other  projects  for  you.     You  must  support  the  throne  by  a 
royal  marriage." 

"  Oh!  madame!"  exclaimed  Marguerite,  heaving  a  deep 
sigh,  and  clasping  her  hands  as  she  looked  imploringly  at 
her  mother,  who  proceeded  to  address  her  as  though 
unconscious  of  this  appeal. 

"Avoid  Henri  de  Guise,  Princess.  I  have  already  re- 
monstrated with  his  father  on  his  uninvited  presence  here, 
of  which  he  professes  entire  ignorance— for  he  is  here,  and 
you  know  it.  Marguerite  " — and  she  shot  an  angry  glance 
at  the  embarrassed  Princess.  "  Avoid  the  Duke,  I  say,  and 
let  me  see  you  attended  less  often  by  La  Molle,  or  I  must 
remove  him  from  the  Court." 

"  Madame ! "  cried  Marguerite,  turning  white,  and  look- 
ing greatly  alarmed,  well  knowing  what  this  removal 
meant;  "I  will  obey  your  commands.  But  whom,  may  I 
ask,  do  you  propose  for  my  husband?  Unless  I  can  choose 
a  husband  for  myself  " — and  she  hesitated,  for  the  Queen 
bent  her  eyes  sternly  upon  her  and  frowned — "  I  do  not 
care  to  marry  at  all,"  she  added  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Possibly  you  may  not,  my  daughter.  But  his  Majesty 
and  the  council  have  decided  otherwise.  Your  hand  must 
ultimately  seal  a  treaty,  important  to  the  King,  your 
brother,  in  order  to  reconcile  conflicting  creeds  and  to  con- 
ciliate a  powerful  party." 

All  this  time  Marguerite  had  stood  speechless  before  the 
Queen.  At  this  last  sentence,  fatal  to  her  hopes  of  marry- 
ing the  Due  de  Guise,  the  leader  of  the  Catholic  party,  her 
lips  parted  as  if  to  speak,  but  she  restrained  herself  and  was 
silent. 

"  The  daughters  of  France,"  said  Catherine,  lifting  her 
eyes  to  the  ceiling,  ^^do  not  consider  personal  feelings  in 
marriage,  but  the  good  of  the  kingdom.  My  child,  you 
are  to  marry  very  shortly  the  King  of  Navarre.  I  propose 
journeying  myself  to  the  Castle  of  N6rac  to  conclude  a 
treaty  witi^  my  sister.  Queen  Jeanne,  his  mother.  Henri 
de  B6am  will  demand  your  hand.  He  will  bo  accepted 
when  an  alliance  is  concluded  between  the  Queen  of  Na- 
varre and  myself." 
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"  But,  my  mother,"  answered  Mai'gucrito,  stepping  for- 
ward in  her  excitement,  "he  is  a  heretic.  I  am  very 
Catholic.     Surely  your  Majesty  will  not  force  me " 

"You  will  convert  him,"  replied  Catherine. 

"But,  madame,  the  Prince  is  not  to  my  tiist<3.  He  is 
rough  and  unpolished.    He  is  a  mountaineer — a  Beamois." 

"My  daughter,  he  will  be  your  husband.  Now,  Mar- 
guerite, listen  to  me.  This  marriage  is  indispensable  for 
reasons  of  state.  The  King,  your  brother,  and  I  myself 
like  the  King  of  Navarre  as  little  as  you  do.  That  little 
kingdom  in  the  valleys  of  the  Pyrenees  is  a  thorn  in  our 
side  which  we  must  pluck  out.  Those  pestilent  and 
accursed  heretics  must  be  destroyed.  We  call  them  to  our 
Court ;  we  lodge  them  in  the  Louvre — not  for  love,  Mar- 
guerite— not  for  love.  Have  patience,  my  daughter.  I 
cannot  unfold  to  you  the  secrets  of  the  council ;  but  it 
is  possible  that  Henry  of  NavaiTO  may  not  live  long. 
Life  is  in  the  hands  of  God, — and  of  the  King."  She 
added  in  a  lower  voice.  "Console  yourself.  A  day  is 
coming  that  will  purge  France  of  Huguenots ;  and  if  Henty 
do  not  accept  the  mass " 

"Madame,"  said  Marguerite  archly  (who  had  eagerly 
followed  her  mother's  words),  "  I  trust  that  the  service  of 
his  Majesty  will  not  require  me  to  convei*t  the  King  of 
Navarre  ?  " 

"No,  Princess,"  said  Catherine,  with  a  sinister  smile. 
" My  daughter,"  continued  she,  "your  dutiful  obedience 
pleases  me.  The  King  may,  in  the  event  of  your  marriage, 
create  new  posts  of  honour  about  the  King  of  NavaiTe 
while  he  lives.  Monsieur  La  MoUc,  a  most  accomplished 
gentleman,  shall  be  remembered.  Au  revoir^  Princess. 
Send  Charlotte  de  Presncy  to  me.  Go  to  your  apartments, 
and  prepare  for  the  masque  on  the  river  I  have  com- 
manded to-night  in  honour  of  our  arrival." 

So  Marguerite,  full  of  thought,  curtseying  low  before  her 
mother,  k^ed  her  hand,  and  retired  to  her  apartments. 

As  the  sun  sets  and  the  twilight  deepens,  torch  after 
torch  lights  up  the  river  and  the  adjacent  woods.  Every 
window  in  the  chateau  is  illuminated,  and  great  bcacon- 

li 
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fires  flash  out  from  the  turrets.  The  sound  of  a  lute,  the 
refrain  of  a  song,  a  snatch  from  a  hunting-chorus,  are  borne 
upon  the  breeze,  as,  one  by  one,  painted  barges  shoot  out 
from  under  the  arches  of  the  bridge  along  the  current. 

As  night  advances  the  forest  on  both  sides  of  the  river  is 
all  ablaze.  On  the  southern  bank,  where  the  parterre  is 
divided  from  the  woods  by  marble  balustrades,  statues  and 
hedges  of  clipped  yew,  festoons  of  coloured  lamps  hang 
from  tree  to  tree,  and  fade  away  into  sylvan  bowers  deep 
among  the  tangled  coppice.  The  fountains,  cunningly  lit 
from  below,  flash  up  in  streams  of  liquid  fire.  Each  tiny 
streamlet  that  crosses  the  mossy  lawns  is  a  thread  of  gold. 
Tents  of  satin  and  velvet,  fringed  with  gold,  border  broad 
alleys  and  marble  terraces  of  dazzling  whiteness.  The  river, 
bright  as  at  midday  with  the  light  of  thousands  of  torches, 
is  covered  with  gondolas  and  fantastic  barques.  Some  are 
shaped  like  birds — swans,  parrots,  and  peacocks ;  others 
resemble  shells,  and  butterflies  whose  expanded  wings  of 
glittering  stuff  form  the  sails.  All  are  filled  with  maskers 
habited  in  every  device  of  quaint  disguisement.  Not  a 
face  or  form  is  to  be  recognised.  See  how  rapidly  the  fairy 
fleet  cleaves  the  water,  now  dashing  into  deep  shadows, 
now  lingering  in  the  torchlight  that  glances  on  the  rich 
silks  and  grotesque  features  of  the  maskers.  Yonder  a 
whole  boat's  crew  is  entangled  among  the  water  lilies  that 
thickly  fringe  the  banks  under  the  over-arching  willows. 
Some  disembark  among  the  fountains,  or  mount  the  broad 
marble  steps  leading  to  the  arcades ;  some  descend  to 
saunter  far  away  into  the  illuminated  woods.  Others, 
tired  of  the  woods,  are  re-embarking  on  the  river.  In  the 
centre  of  the  stream  is  a  barge  with  a  raised  platform 
covered  with  velvet  embroidered  in  gold,  on  which  are 
placed  the  Queen's  musicians,  who  wake  the  far-off  echoes 
with  joyous  symphonies.  Beyond,  in  the  woods,  are  maskers 
who  dance  under  silken  hangings  spread  among  the  over- 
hanging branches  of  giant  oaks,  or  recline  upon  cushions 
piled  upon  rich  carpets  beside  tables  covered  with  choice 
wines,  fruit  and  confectionery.  The  merry  laughter  of 
these  revellers  mixes  with  strains  of  voluptuous  music 
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from  flutes  and  flageolets,  played  by  concealed  musicians 
placed  in  pavilion-orchestras  hidden  among  the  underwood, 
tempting  onwards  those  who  desire  to  wander  into  the  dark 
and  lonely  recesses  of  the  forest. 

Among  the  crowd  which  thickly  gathers  on  the  parterre, 
a  tall  man  of  imposing  figure,  habited  in  a  Venetian  dress 
of  yellow  satin  and  wrapped  in  a  cloak  of  the  same  colour, 
paces  up  and  down.  He  is  alone  and  impatient.  He  wears 
a  red  mask;  conspicuous  on  his  right  shoulder  is  a  knot 
of  blue  and  silver  ribbons.  As  each  boat  approaches  to 
discharge  its  gay  freight  upon  the  bank  he  eagerly  ad- 
vances and  mixes  with  the  company.  Then,  as  though 
disappointed,  he  returns  into  the  shadow  thrown  by  the 
portico  of  a  shell  grotto.  Wearied  with  waiting,  he  seats 
himself  upon  the  turf.  "  She  will  not  come  !  "  he  says, 
and  then  sinks  back  against  a  tree  and  covers  his  face 
with  his  hands.  The  fountains  throw  up  columns  of  fiery 
spray;  the  soft  music  sighs  in  the  distance;  crowds  of 
fluttering  maskers  pace  up  and  down  the  plots  of  smooth 
grass  or  linger  on  the  terrace — still  he  sits  and  waits. 

A  soft  hand  touches  him,  and  a  sweet  voice  whispers 
"  Eternal  love ! "  It  is  the  Princess,  who,  disguised  in  a 
black  domino  procured  by  Charlotte  de  Presnoy,  has  es- 
caped from  the  Queen- mother  and  stands  before  him. 

For  an  instant  she  unmasks  and  turns  her  lustrous  eyes 
upon  him. 

Henri  de  Guise  (for  it  is  he)  leaps  to  his  feet.  He 
kneels  before  her  and  kisses  her  hands.  "  Oh !  my  Prin- 
cess, what  condescension ! ''  he  murmurs  in  a  low  voice. 
"I  trembled  lest  I  had  been  too  bold.  I  feared  that  my 
letter  had  not  reached  you." 

A  gay  laugh  answers  his  broken  sentences. 

"  My  cousin,  will  you  promise  to  take  on  your  soul  all 
the  lies  I  have  told  my  mother  in  order  to  meet  you  ?  " 

"  I  will  absolve  you,  madame." 

"  Ah,  my  cousin,  I  have  ill  news !  My  mother  and  the 
King  are  determined  to  marry  me  to  the  King  of  Navarre." 

"  Impossible  !"  exclaims  the  Duke  ;  ^'  it  would  be  sacri- 
lege !  " 
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"  Oh,  Henry! "  replies  the  Princess  in  a  pleading  voice 
and  laying  her  Jiand  upon  his  arm,  "  my  cousin,  bravest 
among  the  brave,  swear  by  your  own  sword  you  will  save 
me  from  this  detestable  heretic  ! " 

The  Duke  did  not  answer,  but  gently  drew  her  near  the 
entrance  of  the  grotto.  It  was  now  late,  and  the  lights 
within  had  grown  dim.  "  Marguerite,"  he  says,  in  a  voice 
trembling  with  passion,  "  come  where  I  may  adore  you  as 
my  living  goddess — come  where  I  may  conjure  you  to  give 
me  a  right  to  defend  you.  Say  but  one  word  and  to- 
*  morrow  I  will  ask  your  hand  in  marriage ; '  the  King  dare 
not  refuse  me." 

"  Alas !  my  cousin,  my  mother's  will  is  absolute." 

"It  is  a  vile  conspiracy ! "  cries  the  Duke,  in  great 
agitation.  "  The  House  of  Lorraine,  my  Princess,  save 
but  for  the  Crown,  is  as  great  as  your  own.  My  uncle, 
the  Cardinal,  shall  appeal  to  the  Holy  See.  Marguerite, 
do  but  love  me,  and  I  will  never  leave  you  !  Marguerite, 
hear  me!"  He  seizes  her  hands — ^he  presses  her  in  his 
arms,  drawing  her  each  moment  deeper  into  the  recesses  of 
the  grotto.  As  they  disappear,  a  voice  is  heard  without, 
calling  softly- 

"  Madame!  Madame  Marguerite  !  for  the  love  of  heaven, 
come,  come ! " 

In  an  ifistant  the  spell  is  broken.  Marguerite  extricates 
herself  from  the  arms  -of  the  Duke  and  rushes  forward. 

It  is  Charlotte  de  Presney,  disguised  like  herself  in  a 
black  domino.  "  Not  a  moment  is  to  be  lost,"  she  says 
hurriedly.  "  Her  Majesty  has  three  times  asked  for  your 
highness.  She  supposes  I  am  in  the  chateau  seeking  you." 
Charlotte's  voice  is  unsteady.  She  wore  her  mask  to  con- 
ceal her  face,  for  it  was  bathed  in  tears. 

In  an  instant  she  and  the  Princess,  followed  by  the 
Duke,  cross  the  terrace  to  where  a  boat  is  moored  imder 
the  shade  of  some  willows  and  are  lost  in  the  crowd. 

The  Duke  dashes  into  the  darkest  recesses  of  the  forest, 
and  is  seen  no  more. 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

BEFORE     THE     STORM. 

Henry,  King  of  Navarre,  accompanied  by  the  Prince  de 
Conde  and  his  wife  and  attended  by  eight  hundred  Hugue- 
not gentlemen  dressed  in  black  (for  his  mother,  Queen 
Jeanne,  had  died  suddenly  at  Paris,  while  he  was  on  the 
road),  had  just  arrived  at  the  Louvre  to  claim  the  hand  of 
the  rrincess  Marguerite.  The  two  Princes  and  the  Prin- 
cesse  de  Cond6  are  received  with  royal  honour's  and  much 
effusion  of  compliments  by  King  Charles  and  Catherine, 
and  are  lodged  in  the  Palace  of  the  Louvre.  Whatever 
Marguerite's  feelings  are,  she  carefully  conceals  them.  In- 
sinuating, adroit,  clever,  gifted  with  a  facile  pen  and  a 
flattering  tongue,  she  is  too  ambitious  to  resist,  too  volatile 
to  be  constant.  She  lives  in  a  world  of  intrigue,  as  she  tells 
us  in  her  memoirs,  and  piquing  herself  on  being  "so 
Catholic,  so  devoted  to  the  ^  sacred  faith  of  her  fathers,'  " 
and  she  pendulates  between  Henri  do  Guise  and  La  Molle, 
amid  a  thousand  other  flirtations.  She  lives  in  a  family 
divided  against  itself.  Sometimes  she  takes  part  with  the 
Due  d'Anjou  and  watches  the  Queen-mother  in  his  inte- 
rests, in  order  to  report  every  word  she  says  to  him ;  or 
she  quarrels  with  d'Anjou  and  swears  eternal  friendship 
with  her  youngest  brother,  d'Alen^on  —  all  his  life  the 
puppet  of  endless  political  conspiracies ;  or  she  abuses  the 
King  (Charles^  because  he  listens  to  her  enemy,  De  Gaust, 
and  tells  her  tnat  she  shall  never  marry  the  Due  do  Guise, 
because  she  would  reveal  all  the  secrets  of  state  to  him  and 
make  the  House  of  Lorraine  more  dangerous  than  it  is  al- 
ready. This  greatest  princess  of  Europe,  young  and  beau- 
tiful, a  "  noble  mind  in  a  lovely  person,"  as  Brantome  says 
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of  her,  is  agitated,  unhappy,  and  lonely.  ^^  Let  it  never 
be  said,"  writes  she,  ^^  that  marriages  are  made  in  heaven  ; 
God  is  not  so  unjust.  All  yesterday  my  room  echoed  with 
talk  of  weddings.     How  can  I  purge  it  ?  " 

The  Due  de  Guise  no  longer  whispers  in  her  ear 
"  Eternal  love."  The  great  Balafre,  stem  in  resolve, 
firm  in  affection,  is  disgusted  at  her  legereU.  He  has 
ceased  even  to  be  jealous.  His  mind  is  now  occupied 
by  those  religious  intrigues  which  he  developed  later  as 
leader  of  the  Holy  Catholic  League.  Guise  dislikes  and 
distrusts  the  Valois  race.  He  especially  abhors  their  un- 
holy coquetting  with  heretics  in  the  matter  of  Marguerite's 
approaching  marriage.  He  has  now  adopted  the  motto  of 
the  House  of  Lorraine,  "  Death  to  the  Valois  !  Guise  upon 
the  throne !"  Moreover  he  looks  with  favour  on  a  widow 
— the  Princesse  de  Porcian,  whom  he  marries  soon  after. 
Guise  only  remains  at  Court  to  fulfil  the  vow  of  vengeance 
he  has  sworn  against  Coligni  for  his  suspected  connivance 
in  the  murder  of  his  illustrious  father,  Francis  of  Guise, 
of  which  accusation  Coligni  could  never  clear  himself.* 
The  great  Admiral  is  now  at  Court.  He  is  loaded  with 
favours.  Charles  IX.  has  requested  his  constant  attend- 
ance at  the  council  ta  arrange  the  details  of  a  war  with 
Spain.  He  has  also  made  him  a  present  of  a  thousand 
francs.  The  friends  of  Coligni  warn  him  to  beware.  His 
comrade  and  friend  Montmorenci  refuses  to  leave  Chantilly. 
The  Admiral,  more  honest  than  astute,  is  completely  duped. 
It  is  darkly  whispered  among  the  Catholics  that  revenge 
is  at  hand,  and  that  the  Protestant  princes  and  Coligni  are 
shortly  coming  to  their  death.  It  is  said  also  that  the 
marriage  liveries  of  the  Princess  will  be  "crimson,"  and 
that  "  more  blood  than  wine  will  flow  at  the  marriage 
feast." 

And  the  Queen  ?  Serene  and  gracious,  she  moves  with 
her  accustomed  majesty  among  these  conflicting  parties. 
She  neither  sees,  nor  hears,  nor  knows  aught  that  shall 
disarrange  her  projects.  Silent,  inscrutable,  her  hands 
hold  the  threads  of  life.     Within  her  brain  is  determined 

1  See  Note  11. 
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the  issue  of  events.  Her  son  Charles  is  a  i^uppet  in  her 
hands.  This  once  frank,  witty,  brave,  artistic  youth,  who 
formerly  loved  verses  and  literature, — when  not  a  roaring 
Nimrod  among  the  royal  forests, — is  morose,  cruel,  and 
suspicious ;  convinced  that  the  whole  world  is  playing  him 
£Edse,  all  perjured  but  his  mother.  She  has  told  him, 
and  she  has  darkly  hinted  in  the  council,  that  events  are 
approaching  a  crisis.  She  has  secured  the  present  support 
of  the  young  Due  de  Guise  and  the  powerful  House  of 
Lorraine,  ever  foremost  when  Catholic  interests  are  at  stake. 
She  can  now  sit  down  calmly  and  marshal  each  act  in  the 
coming  drama,  as  a  general  can  marshal  those  regiments 
which  are  to  form  his  battle-front.  Fifteen  hundred 
Protestants  were  slaughtered  at  Amboise  alone,  but  there 
are  thousands  upon  thousands  remaining,  and  she  has  pro- 
mised Philip  II.,  her  awful  son-in-law,  and  his  minister 
the  Duke  of  Alva,  that  she  will  cut  off  the  head  of  heresy 
within  the  realm  of  France.  She  has  tried  both  parties, 
intrigued  with  both — ^with  Coligni  and  the  Condes,  with 
Guise  and  the  Cardinal  de  Lorraine,  and  she  finds  that  at 
present  orthodoxy  answers  her  piu-pose  best. 

Besides,  there  is  personal  hatred,  fear,  and  offence  to- 
wards the  Huguenots.  Did  not  Coligni  dare  to  criticize 
her  government  at  the  Council  of  Amboise  ?  Did  not 
Conde  (that  cautious  Bourbon^  escape  her  ?  The  King 
of  Navarro,  too,  her  future  son-in-law,  is  he  to  be  lured  to 
Court  and  married  to  the  fascinating  Marguerite  for  no- 
tkk^  ?  Has  not  Ruggiero  shown  her  that  his  life  crossed 
the  life  of  her  sons  ?  Does  she  not  hate  him  ?  Is  he  not 
adored  by  the  people,  who,  grown  cold  towards  the  House 
of  Valois,  extol  his  vigour,  courage,  and  ability?  Yes, 
he  shall  marry.  Then  he  shall  die  along  with  all  rebels, 
heretics,  and  traitors !  A  general  massacre  of  the  Hugue- 
nots throughout  France  can  alone  satisfy  her  longings 
and  secure  Charles  on  the  throne. 

Thus  came  to  be  planned  that  most  tremendous  crime, 
fixed  for  the  festival  of  St.  Bartholomew,  ostensibly  for 
the  triumph  of  the  Catholic  Church,  but  in  reality  to 
compass   the   death    of  the  Queen's  political   enemies — 
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Navarre,  Conde,  and  Coligni — and  to  cnish  the  freedom  of 
thought  and  opinion  brought  in  by  liberty  of  conscience 
and  a  purer  faith. 

This  was  the  Court  to  which  Henry  of  Navarre  came, 
to  be  lodged  under  the  roof  of  the  Louvre,  and  to  marry 
the  Princess  Marguerite ! 

The  marriage  took  place  on  the  18th' of  August,  1572, 
at  Notre-Dame.^  The  outspoken  Charles  had  said  that,  in 
giving  his  sister  Mar  got  to  the  King  of  Navarre,  he  gave 
her  to  all  the  Huguenots  in  his  kingdom.  The  Princess 
tells  us  she  wore  a  royal  crown  and  a  state  mantle  of 
blue  velvet,  wrought  with  gold  embroidery,  four  yards 
long.  It  was  held  up  by  three  princesses ;  and  she  further 
wore  a  corset,  forming  the  body  of  her  dress,  covered  with 
brilliants  and  the  crown  jewels.  The  streets  through  which 
she  passed  were  dressed  with  scaffoldings,  lined  with  cloth 
of  gold,  to  accommodate  the  spectators,  all  the  way  from 
the  Archbishop's  palace  to  Notre-Dame. 

A  few  nights  after,  Admiral  Coligni  was  shot  at,  with 
an  arquebuse,  by  an  assassin  standing  at  a  barred  window 
in  the  street  of  the  Fosses  Saint-Germain,  as  he  returned 
from  playing  ^  game  of  rackets  with  the  King,  at  the 
Louvre,  to  his  lodgings  at  the  H6tel  de  Saint-Pierre,  in 
the  Eue  Bethisy.  He  was  walking  along  slowly  reading 
a  paper ;  the  finger  of  his  right  haiid  was  broken,  and  he 
was  otherwise  grievously  wounded.  The  assassin,  Maure- 
vert,  was  a  fellow  known  to  be  in  the  pay  of  Henri,  Due  de 
Guise.  The  house  from  which  the  shot  was  fired  belonged 
to  the  Duke's  tutor.  The  King  .of  Navarre  and  Cond6 
were  overcome  at  the  news.  Charles  IX.,  along  with  the 
Queen-mother,  visited  the  Admiral  next  day  and  stayed 
an  hour  with  him.  Before  leaving,  Charles  folded  him  in 
his  arms  and  wept.  "You,  my  father,"  he  said,  '^have 
the  wound,  but  I  suffer  the  pain.  By  the  light  of  God, 
I  will  so  avenge  this  act  that  it  shall  be  a  warning  as  long 
as  the  world  lasts." 

A  few  hours  after  the  shot  was  fired,  the  Huguenot 
chiefs   assembled   in  Navarre's  apartments   to   deliberate 

»  Sec  Note  12. 
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what  means  should  be  taken  to  punish  the  assassin.  About 
the  same  time  a  secret  coimcil  was  called  by  the  Queen- 
mother,  to  decide  whether  or  no  Navarre  and  Conde  should 
be  assassinated.  Charles  IX.,  the  Due  de  Ghiise — ^who, 
however  hostile  otherwise,  joins  issue  to  destroy  Navarre 
and  Cond6 — ^Anjou,  Nevers,  and  d'Angouleme  were  pre- 
sent. It  was  resolved  that  the  King  of  Navarre  and  the 
Prince  de  Conde  should  die,  and  that  the  massacre  should 
take  place  that  very  night,  before  the  Huguenots — alarmed 
by  the  attempt  on  Coligni — ^had  time  to  concert  measures 
of  defence.  Under  pretence  of  protecting  them  from  fur- 
^fher  violence,  all  hotels  and  lodging-houses  were  diligently 
searched,  and  a  list  made  of  the  name,  age,  and  condition 
of  every  Protestant  in  Paris.  Orders  were  also  given  for 
the  troops  to  be  under  arms,  during  the  coming  night, 
throughout  the  city.  Every  outlet  and  portal  of  the 
Louvre  were  closed  and  guarded  by  Swiss  Guards,  com- 
manded by  Cossein.  The  Hotel  de  Saint-Pierre,  in  the 
Rue  Bethisy,  where  Coligni  lay,  was  also  surrounded  by 
troops,  "for  his  safety,"  it  was  said.  No  one  could  go  in  or 
out.  At  a  given  signal,  the  tocsin  was  to  sound  from  all 
places  where  a  bell  was  hung.  Chains  wore  to  be  drawn 
across  the  streets  and  bonfires  lighted.  White  cockades, 
stitched  on  a  narrow  white  band  to  be  bound  round  the 
right  arm,  were  distributed,  in  order  that  the  Catholics 
might  be  recognised  in  the  darkness.  The  secret,  known 
to  hundreds,  was  well  kept ;  the  Huguenots  were  utterly 
unprepared.  "No  one  told  me  anything,"  said  Mar- 
guerite.* "  They  knew  that  i  was  too  humane  not  to 
tell.  But  the  evening  before,  being  present  at  the  coucher 
of  my  mother  the  Queen,  and  sitting  on  a  coffer  near  my 
sister  Claude,  who  seemed  very  sad,  the  Queen,  who  was 
talking  to  some  one,  looked  round  and  saw  I  was  not  gone. 
She  desired  me  to  retire  to  bed.  As  I  was  making  my 
obeisance  to  her,  my  sister  took  me  by  the  arm  and  stopped 
me.  Then  sobbing  violently  she  said,  '  Good  God,  sister, 
do  not  go ! '  This  alamied  me  exceedingly.  The  (iucen, 
my  mother,  was  watching  us,  and,   looking  vc^ry  angry, 

1  See  Note  13. 
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called  my  sister  to  her  and  scolded  her  severely.  She 
peremptorily  desired  her  to  say  no  more  to  me.  Claude 
replied  that  it  was  not  fair  to  sacrifice  me  like  that,  and 
that  danger  might  come  to  me. 

"  ^  Never  mind,'  said  the  Queen.  ^  Please  God,  no 
danger  will  come  to  her ;  but  she  must  go  to  bed  at  once 
in  order  to  raise  no  suspicions.'  But  Claude  still  dis- 
puted with  her,  although  I  did  not  hear  their  words.  The 
Queen  again  turned  to  me  angrily  and  commanded  me  to 
go.  My  sister,  continuing  her  sobs,  bade  me  ^  good  night.' 
I  dared  ask  no  questions.  So,  cold  and  trembling,  with- 
out the  least  idea  of  what  was  the  matter,  I  went  to  my 
rooms  and  to  my  closet,  where  I  prayed  to  God  to  save  me 
from  I  knew  not  what.  The  King,  my  husband,  who  had 
not  come  to  bed,  sent  word  to  me  to  do  so."  (They  occu- 
pied the  same  room,  she  tells  us,  but  separate  beds.)  ^'  I 
could  not  close  my  eyes  all  night,"  she  adds;  '^thinking 
of  my  sister's  agitation,  and  sure  that  something  dreadful 
was  coming.  Before  daylight  my  husband  got  up.  He 
came  to  my  bed-side,  kissed  me,  and  said  that  he  was 
going  to  play  a  game  of  rackets  before  the  King  was 
awake.  He  said  he  would  have  justice  in  the  ijiatter  of 
the  attempt  on  the  Admiral's  life.  Then  he  left  the  room. 
I,  seeing  the  daylight,  and  overcome  by  sleep,  told  my 
nurse  to  shut  the  door,  that  I  might  rest  longer." 

This  took  place  on  Saturday  evening,  the  23rd  of  August, 
being  the  eve  of  St.  Bartholomew. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

ST.    BAETHOLOMEW. 

A  SIGNAL  sounded  from  the  belfry  of  Saint-Germain  PAux- 
errois.  It  was  answered  by  the  great  bell  of  the  Palace 
of  Justice  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the  Seine.  Catherine 
and  her  two  sons,  Charles  IX.  and  the  Due  d'Anjou,  had 
risen  long  before  daylight.  Catherine  dared  not  leave 
Charles  to  himself.  He  was  suddenly  grown  nervous  and 
irresolute.  He  might  yet  countermand  everything.  Within 
a  small  closet  over  the  gate  of  the  Louvre,  facing  the 
quays,  the  mother  and  her  two  sons  huddled  together. 
Charles  was  tallest  of  the  three.  The  window  was  open ; 
it  was  still  dark ;  the  streets  were  empty ;  not  a  sound 
was  heard  save  the  crashing  of  the  bells.  They  listened 
to  the  wild  clamour  without ;  but  not  a  word  was  spoken 
in  the  room.  Catherine  felt  Charles  tremble.  She-clutched 
him  tightly,  and  dreading  to  hear  the  echo  of  her  own 
voice,  she  whispered  in  lus  ear,  "My  son,  God  has  given 
this  opportunity  into  your  hands.     Let  it  not  escape  you." 

"  Mort  de  Dieu^  mother,  do  you  take  me  for  a  coward  ?  " 
whispered  back  Charles,  still  trembling. 

Suddenly  a  shot  was  fired  on  the  Quays.  The  three 
conspirators  started  as  if  the  weapon  had  been  levelled 
against  themselves. 

"Whence  this  pistol  shot  came,  who  fired  it,  or  if  it 
wounded  any  'one,  I  know  not,"  writes  the  Due  d'Anjou, 
who  as  well  as  his  sister  has  left  an  account  of  the  mas- 
sacre; "but  this  I  know,  that  the  report  struck  terror  into 
our  very  souls.  We  were  seized  with  such  sudden  dread 
at  the  horrors  we  had  ourselves  invoked,  that  even  the 
Queen-mother  was  dismayed.     She  dispatched  one  of  the 
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King's  gentlemen  who  waited  without,  to  command  the  Due 
de  Guise  to  stay  all  proceedings  and  not  to  attack  Admiral 
Coligni."  This  counter  order  came  too  late.  The  Duke 
had  already  left  his  house. 

All  the  bells  in  Paris  were  now  ringing  furiously ;  the 
quays  and  streets  were  rapidly  filling  with  citizens  bearing 
flambeaux.  Multitudes  came  pouring  in  from  every  open- 
ing, every  window  was  filled  with  persons  holding  lights, 
and  the  cracking  of  firearms,  loud  curses,  piercing  screams 
and  wild  laughter  were  heard  on  every  side.  In  the 
midst  of  this  uproar,  Henri  de  Guise,  thirsting  ifor  revenge 
upon  the  supposed  murderer  of  his  father,  accompanied  by 
Nevers  and  d'Angouleme,  and  a  company  of  Catholic 
nobles,  made  his  way  to  the  Hotel  Saint-Pierre,  in  the 
Eue  Bethisy,  where  Coligni  lodged. 

Coligni,  who  had  the  night  before  been  embraced  by  his 
sovereign,  lay  asleep  on  his  bed.  Some  of  his  Protestant 
friends,  Guerchi,  TeHgny,  with  Comaton  and  Labonne  his 
gentlemen,  who  had  hastened  to  him  upon  the  news  of  the 
attempted  assassination,  lingered  in  the  ante-room.  Pare, 
the  surgeon  who  had  dressed  his  wounds,  had  not  yet  left 
the  hotel.  The  Admiral  had  been  conversing  with  him 
and  with  his  chaplain  Merlin,  who  had  offered  up  a  thanks- 
giving for  his  deliverance.  Within  the  court  five  Swiss 
Guards  stood  behind  the  outer  doors ;  without,  in  the 
darkness  of  the  night,  crouched  Cossein  with  fifty  arque- 
busiers,  who  had  been  gained  over  by  the  Due  de  Guise. 

Suddenly,  in  the  stillness  of  the  night  a  voice  is  heard 
calling  from  without,  "  Open  the  door — open  in  the  name 
of  the  King !''  At  the  King's  name  the  street-door  is  im- 
mediately imbarred ;  Cossein  and  his  men  rush  in,  poniard 
the  five  guards,  break  open  the. inner  door,  and  dash  up 
the  stairs.  The  noise  disturbs  Comaton,  who  descends 
the  stairs ;  he  is  pushed  violently  backwards  amid  cries  of 
"  Depar  le  Roi!^^  Now  the  whole  house  is  aroused,  Merlin 
has  risen,  and  Coligni  awakened  from  his  sleep,  calls  loudly 
from  the  door  of  his  room,  "  Comaton,  what  does  this  noise 
mean?"  "My  dear  Lord,"  cries  Comaton  hurrying  up 
to  him,  wringmg  his  hands,  ''  it  means  that  it  is  God  who 
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summons  you !  The  hall  below  is  (jarried  by  your  enemies 
— Cossein  is  a  traitor — ^we  cannot  save  you — ^we  have  no 
means  of  defence ! " 

"  I  understand,"  replies  Coligni  unmoved.  "  It  is  a  plot 
to  destroy  me  now  that  I  am  wounded  and  cannot  defend 
myself.  I  have  long  been  prepared  to  die.  I  recommend 
my  soul  to  God.  Comaton,  Merlin,  and  the  others,  if  the 
doors  are  forced,  you  caunot  save  me,  save  yoiu'selves." 
Coligni  returns  to  his  room. 

By  this  time  the  Admiral's  retainers  are  aroused  and 
enter  his  chamber,  but  no  sooner  does  he  repeat  the  words, 
"Save  yourselves,  you  cannot  save  me,''  than  they  lose 
not  a  moment  in  escaping  to  the  leads  of  the  house. 
One  man  only  remains  with  his  master ;  his  name  is 
Nicolas  Muso. 

Meanwhile  Cossein,  heavily  mailed  and  sword  in  hand, 
having  slain  all  he  has  found  in  his  way,  is  on  the  landing. 
Besme,  a  page  of  the  Due  de  Guise,  Attin,  and  Sarbaloux 
are  with  him  ;  they  force  open  the  door  of  Coligni's  roont 

The  Admiral,  his  long  white  hair  falling  about  his 
shoulders,  is  seated  in  an  arm-chair.  There  is  a  majesty 
about  him  even  thus  wounded,  unarmed,  and  alone  that 
daunts  his  assailants.  The  traitor  Cossein  falls  back. 
Besme  advances  brandishing  his  sword. 

"  Are  you  Admiral  Coligni  ?  "  he  cries. 

"I  am,"  replies  the  veteran,  following  with  his  eyes 
the  motion  of  the  sword.  ''  Young  man,  respect  my  grey 
hairs  and  my  infirmities,"  and  ho  signs  to  his  arm  bound 
up  and  swathed  to  his  side.  iJcsme  makes  a  pass  at  him. 
"  If  I  could  have  died  by  the  hands  of  a  gentleman  and  not 
.of  this  varlet ! "  exclaims  the  Admiral.  Besme  for  answer 
plunges  his  sword  up  to  the  hilt  into  Coligni's  breast. 

A  voice  is  now  heard  from  without  under  the  window — 
"Besme,  you  are  very  long;  is  all  over?" 

"  All  is  over,"  answers  13esme,  thnisting  his  head  out  and 
displaying  his  bloody  sword. 

"  Sirrah,  here  is  the  Due  de  Guise,  and  I,  the  Chevalier 
d'Angouleme.  We  will  not  believe  it  until  we  see  the 
body.     Fling  it  out  of  the  window,  like  a  good  lad." 
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With  some  difficulty  the  corpse  is  raised  and  thrown 
into  the  street  below.  The  gashed  and  bleeding  remains 
of  the  old  hero  fall  heavily  upon  the  pavement.  Henri  de 
Guise  stoops  down  to  feast  his  eyes  upon  his  enemy.  The 
features  are  so  veiled  with  blood  he  cannot  recognise  him. 
He  takes  out  his  handkerchief  and  wipes  the  wrinkled  face 
clean.  "  I  know  you  now — ^Admiral  Coligni,"  says  he, 
"  and  I  spurn  you.  Lie  there,  thou  poisonous  old  serpent 
that  murdered  my  father.  Thou  shalt  shed  no  more  venom, 
reptile!"  and  he  kicks  the  corpse  into  a  comer,  amidst 
the  dirt  and  mud  of  the  thoroughfare.  (Coligni's  dead 
body  *  is  carried  to  the  gallows  at  Montfaucon,  where  it 
hangs  by  the  feet  from  a  chain  of  iron. )  Guise  then  turns 
to  the  fifty  arquebusiers  behind  him.  "En  avant — en 
avant,  mes  enfants  !"  he  shouts ;  "  you  have  made  a  good 
beginning — set  upon  the  others — slaughter  them  all — 
men,  women — even  infants  at  the  breast — cut  them  down." 
Sword  in  hand  Guise  rushes  through  the  streets  with 
Nevers,  d'Angouleme,  and  Tavannes,  as  well  as  Gondi  and 
De  Eetz,  who  have  now  joined  him,  at  his  back. 

Meanwhile,  Marguerite  de  Valois  was  awakened  by  some 
one  beating  violently  with  feet  and  hands  against  her  door 
crying  out,  "Navarre!  Navarre!"  "My  nurse,"  writes 
she,  "thinking  it  was  the  King,  ran  and  opened  the 
door ;  but  it  was  M.  de  Seran,  grievously  wounded  and 
closely  pursued  by  four  archers,  who  cried  out,  ^  Kill  him  ! 
kill  him  !  spare  no  one.'  De  Seran  threw  himself  on  my 
bed  to  save  himself.  I,  not  knowing  who  he  was,  jumped 
out,  and  he  with  me,  holding  by  me  tightly.  We  both 
screamed  loudly,  and  I  was  as  frightened  as  he  was,  but 
God  sent  M.  de  Nan9ay,  Captain  of  the  Guards,  who  find- 
ing me  in  this  condition,  could  not  help  laughing.  He 
drove  the  archers  out  and  spared  the  life  of  this  man, 
whom  I  put  to  bed  in  my  closet  and  kept  there  till  he  was 
well.  I  changed  my  night-dress,  which  was  covered  with 
blood.  M.  de  Nan^ay  assured  me  that  my  husband  was 
safe  and  with  the  King.  He  threw  over  me  a  cloak,  and 
took  me  to  my  sister  Claude,  in  whose  room  I  arrived 

1  See  Note  14. 
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more  dead  than  alive ;  specially  so  when,  as  I  set  my  foot 
in  the  ante-chamber,  a  gentleman  named  Bourse  dropped, 
pierced  by  a  ball,  dead  at  my  feet.  I  fell  fainting  into  the 
arms  of  M.  de  Nan^ay,  thinking  I  was  killed  also.  A  little 
recovered,  I  went  into  the  small  room  beyond  where  my 
sister  slept.  While  I  was  there,  two  gentlemen-in-waiting, 
who  attended  my  husband,  rushed  in,  imploring  me  to  save 
their  lives.  So  I  went  to  the  King  and  to  the  Queen,  my 
brother  and  my  mother,  and  falling  on  my  knees  begged 
that  these  gentlemen  might  be  spared,  which  was  granted 
to  me." 

"  Having,"  continues  Marguerite,  ^'  failed  in  the  princi- 
pal purpose,  which  was  not  so  much  against  t/ie  Huguenots 
as  against  the  Princes  of  t/ie  blood — t/ie  King  my  husband^ 
and  the  Prince  of  Condc — ^the  Queen,  my  mother,  came  to 
me  and  *  a^ked  me  to  break  my  marriage.'^  But  I  replied 
that  I  would  not ;  being  sure  that  she  only  proposed  this 
in  order  to  mui'dcr  my  husband."  ^ 

The  magic  mirror  of  Ruggiero  had  revealed  the  truth ; 
Henry  of  Navarre  led  a  charmed  life.  Of  his  escape, 
against  the  express  command  of  the  all-powerful  Catherine, 
various  accounts  are  related.  He  is  said  to  have  been  saved 
by  his  wife,  but  -of  tliis  she  says  nothing.  It  is  believed 
on  good  authority  that,  with  the  Prince  do  Conde,  he  went 
out  unusually  early,  before  daybreak  even,  in  order  to 
prepare  for  playing  that  identical  game  of  rackets,  of 
which  he  spoke  to  Marguerite  and  which  probably  saved 
his  life.  When  it  was  discovered  that  these  two  princes, 
Conde  and  Navarre,  were  both  alive,  they  wore  summoned 
to  the  King's  presence.  They  find  Charles,  arqucbuse  in 
hand,  within  the  same  small  closet  over  the  gate  of  the 
Louvre.  He  has  been  there  since  daybreak.  A  page  stands 
by  him,  ready  to  reload  his  weapon.  He  is  mad  with 
exultation  and  excitement,  and  leans  out  of  window  to 
watch  the  crowds  of  fugitives  rush  by  and  to  shout  to 
the  Swiss  Guards  below — ^^Kill — ^kill  all — cut  them  all 
in  pieces !  Pardieu  '  see,"  he  roars  out  pointing  to  the 
river,  "  there  is  a  fellow  yonder  escaping.     By  the  mass, 

>  See  Note  \'. 
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look — one,  two,  tliree — they  are  swimming  across  the  Seine 
— at  them,  at  them — take  good  aim — shoot  them  down, 
the  carrion ! "  YoUeys  of  shot  are  the  reply.  Charles  had 
recovered  his  nerves ;  he  now  looks  on  Huguenots  as 
game,  and  has  been  potting  them  with  remarkable  pre- 
cision from  the  window.  With  hideous  mirth,  he  boasts  to 
Navarre  and  Conde  how  many  heretics  he  has  brought  down 
with  his  own  hand.  He  counts  upon  his  fingers  the  names 
of  the  Huguenot  chiefs  abeady  slaughtered.  He  yells  with 
fiendish  laughter  when  he  describes  how  Coligni,  whom 
the  night  before  he  had  called  "father,"  looked  when  dead. 
'^  By  the  light  of  God,  it  is  a  royal  chase !  "  shrieks 
Charles,  as  the  page  quickly  reloads  his  arquebuse.  "  That 
last  shot  was  excellent.  Not  a  heretic  shall  be  left  in 
France."  Again  he  points  his  gun  and  shoots ;  a  piercing 
cry  follows.  Charles  nods  his  head  approvingly.  "  We 
will  have  them  all — ^babies  and  their  mothers.  '  Break  the 
eggs  and  the  nest  will  rot.'  Our  mother  says  well — ^we 
must  reign.  We  will  no  longer  be  contradicted  by  oui' 
subjects.  We  will  teach  them  to  revere  us  as  the  image 
of  the  living  God.  You,  Princes," — and  as  he  turns  to 
address  the  King  of  Navarre  and  Conde,  his  tall,  gaunt 
figure,  distorted  countenance,  bleared  and  bloodshot  eyes, 
and  matted  hair  are  repulsive  to  look  upon — "You, 
Princes,  I  have  called  hither,  out  of  compassion  for  your 
youth,  to  give  you  a  chance  for  your  lives,  as  you  are  alive^ 
—but  by  the  holy  Oriflamme,  /  thought  you  were  loth  dead 
already.  You  axe,  both  of  you,  rebels,  and  the  sons  of 
rebels.  You  must  instantly  recant  and  enter  the  true 
Church  or  die.  So  down  on  your  knees,  both  of  you. 
Purge  yourselves  from  your  accursed  sect.  Give  me  your 
parole,  and  your  swords  too,  Princes,  that  you  will  not 
leave  the  Louvre ;  or.  Dim  des  Dieux^  you  shall  be  mas- 
sacred like  the  rest !  " 

Thus  did  Henry  lY.  alid  the  Prince  de  Cond6  escape 
death,  unknown  to,  and  contrary  to  the  express  orders 
of  Catherine. 

Without,  Paris  is  a  charnel-house.  The  streets  are 
choked  up  by  murdered  Huguenots.    Carts  and  litters  full 
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of  dead  bodies,  huddled  together  in  a  hideous  medley, 
ramble  along  the  rough  causeways,  to  be  shot  into  the 
Seine.  The  river  runs  red  with  blood;  its  current  is 
dammed  up  with  corpses.  But  the  Court  is  merry. 
Catherine  triumphs.  Her  ladies — la  petite  bande  de  la 
Reins — go  forth  and  pick  their  way  in  the  gory  mud,  to 
Boratinise  the  dead,  piled  in  heaps  against  the  walls  and 
in  the  courts  of  the  Louvre,  to  recognise  friends  or  lovers. 

On  the  6th  September  the  news  of  the  massacre  reaches 
Bome  by  letters  from  the  Nuncio.  Gregory  XIII.  com- 
mands solemn  masses  and  thanksgivings  to  God  for  the 
event.  The  cannon  of  St.  Angelo  booms  over  the  papal 
city;  feux  dejoie  are  fired  in  the  principal  streets ;  a  medal 
is  slxuck ;  a  jubilee  is  published ;  a  legate  is  sent  into 
!FVance;  a  procession,  in  which  the  Pope,  Cardinals,  and 
Ministers  to  the  See  of  Kome  appear,  visit  the  great  Basilicas ; 
the  Cardinal  de  Lorraine,  uncle  to  the  Balafr6,  then  at  Eome, 
is  present,  and  in  the  name  of  his  master,  Charles  IX., 
congratulates  his  Holiness  on  the  efficacy  of  his  prayers 
these  seventeen  years  past  for  the  destruction  of  heretics. 

Blood  calls  for  blood !  *  Charles  IX.,  whose  royal  man- 
date authorised  the  massacre  (which  lasted  seven  days  and 
seven  nights),  falls  sick  two  years  after  at  the  Castle  of 
Yincennes.  "  I  know  not  what  has  befallen  mc,"  he  says 
to  his  surgeon,  Ambrose  Par6 ;  "  my  mind  and  body  both 
bum  with  fever.  Asleep  or  awake,  I  see  the  mangled 
Huguenots  pass  before  me.  Tliey  drip  with  blood ;  they 
make  hideous  faces  at  me ;  they  point  to  their  open  wounds 
and  mock  me.  Holy  Virgin !  I  wish,  Pare,  I  had  spared 
the  old  and  the  infirm  and  the  infants  at  the  breast."  Aged 
twenty-four,  Charles  died,  abhorring  the  mother  whoso 
counsels  had  led  him  to  this  execrable  deed — abhorring  her 
so  intensely  that  he  could  not  even  bear  her  in  his  sight. 
In  her  place  he  called  for  the  King  of  Navarre,  and  con- 
fided to  him  his  last  wishes.  lie  died,  poor  misguided 
youth,  piously  thanking  God  that  he  left  no  children. 
The  blood  actually  oozed  from  the  pores  of  his  skin.  His 
cries  and  screams  were  horrible. 

>  See  Note  16. 
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Thus  another  King  of  France  passed  into  the  world  of 
spirits,  bringing  Henry  of  Navarre  one  step  nearer  the 
throne.  Charles,  according  to  the  prediction  of  Kuggiero, 
died  young,  bathed  in  his  own  blood. 

And  Catherine  ?  Calm,  undaunted,  still  handsome,  she 
inaugurated  a  new  reign — that  of  her  third  and  best 
beloved  son,  Henri,  Due  d'Anjou  and  King  of  Poland, 
popularly  known  by  the  style  and  title  of  Henry  III.,  "  by 
the  favour  of  his  mother  inert  King  of  France.^^ 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE   END   OF   CATHERINE   DE   MEDICI. 

Fifteen  years  have  passed.  The  Queen-mother  is  now 
seventy.  She  suffers  from  a  mortal  disease,  and  lies  sick 
at  the  Ch&tcau  of  Blois. 

Hither  her  son  Henry  III.  and  his  Court  have  come  to 
meet  the  States-General.  Trouble  is  in  the  kingdom ;  for 
the  great  Balafre,  supported  by  Rome  and  Spain,  is  in 
rebeUion ;  Henry  totters  on  his  throne. 

And  what  a  throne !  What  a  monarch !  Henry,  who 
in  his  youth  was  learned,  elegant,  sober,  who  fought  at  Jar- 
nac  and  Moncontour  ^  like  a  Paladin,has  become  effeminate, 
•superstitious,  and  vicious.  His  sceptre  is  a  cup-and-ball ; 
his  sword,  a  tuft  of  feathers ;  he  paints  and  (kesses  like  a 
woman,  covers  himself  with  jewels,  and  passes  his  time  in 
arranging  ecclesiastical  processions,  or  in  festivals,  pageants, 
masques,  and  banquets.  His  four  favourites  (*' minions" 
they  are  called,  and  also  '^beggars,"  from  their  greed  and 
extravagance),  De  Joyeuse,  d'Epemon,  Schomborg,  and 
Maugiron,  govern  him  and  the  kingdom.  They  are  hand- 
some and  satirical,  and  think  to  kill  the  King's  enemies  with 
ridicule  and  jeux  de  mots.  But  Henri  de  Guise,  who 
sternly  rebukes  their  ribaldry  and  abhors  their  dissolute 
manners,  is  not  the  man  to  be  conquered  by  such  weapons 
as  words.  He  has  placed  himself  at  the  head  of  the  Catholic 
League,  negotiates  with  Spain,  and  openly  aspires  to  the 
throne. 

For  a  moment  there  is  peace.  Henry,  before  leaving 
Paris,  by  the  advice  of  his  mother  summoned  the  Due  de 
Guise  from  Nancy  to  Paris.     The  Balafre  enters  the  capital 

»  See  Note  17. 
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in  disguise.  The  cry,  "The  Duke  is  with  us  !  "  spreads 
over  the  city  like  lightning,  and  the  populace,  who  adore 
Guise  and  detest  Henry,  tear  off  his  mask  and  cloak  and 
lead  him  through  the  streets  in  triumph.  Catherine, 
although  very  ill,  is  so  alarmed  at  the  threatening  aspect 
of  affairs,  that  she  causes  herself  to  be  carried  out  to  meet 
him,  borne  in  a  chair,  and  so  brings  him  to  the  Louvre 
into  the  presence  of  the  King.  His  insolent  bearing  trans- 
ports Henry  with  rage.  But  the  citizens,  not  to  be 
pacified,  fall  out  with  the  King's  guards,  and  there  is  a 
fearful  uproar  in  the  city.  The  Louvre  is  besieged.  Henry, 
haughty  and  obstinate,  is  no  longer  safe  in  Paris.  Mare- 
chal  d'Omano  offers  to  assassinate  the  Due  de  Guise,  but 
the  King,  by  advice  of  d'Epemon,  affects  to  yield  to  the 
policy  of  his  mother,  and  to  accept  the  supremacy  of 
Guise.  Under  pretence,  however,  of  a  walk  in  the  Tuileries 
Gardens,  then  newly  planted,  he  orders  his  horses  to  be 
saddled,  and  escapes  out  of  Paris,  by  way  of  Montmartre, 
attended  only  by  his  favourites.  He  reaches  Chartres  in 
safety.  At  Chartres  he  is  joined  by  Catherine,  and  a 
treaty  is  signed — a  treaty  of  false  peace,  for  already  d'Eper- 
non  and  Joyeuse  are  whispering  into  the  King's  ear  that 
'^  the  Due  de  Guise  must  die." 

The  treaty  stipulates  that  Henry  be  declared  Head  of 
the  Catholic  League;  that  all  Huguenots  be  banished — 
notably  the  King  of  Navarre,  heir-presumptive  to  the 
throne ;  and  that  the  Duo  de  Guise  be  Lieutenant-General 
of  the  kingdom.  The  States-General  are  to  be  immediately 
assembled;  and  Henri  de.  Guise,  once  the  poetic  lover, 
now  hardened  into  a  cold,  ambitious  bigot — ^ready  to  usurp 
the  throne  of  France  to  ensure  the  triumph  of  the  Catholic 
party,  and  exclude  the  King  of  Navarre — canvasses  France, 
to  insure  a  majority  for  the  Holy  League  against  those 
pertinacious  enemies  of  orthodoxy,  Cond6  and  Navarre. 

The  King,  meanwhile,  overridden  and  humiliated,  agrees 
to  everything,  and  listens  complacently  to  d'Epemon,  who 
tells  him,  ''  He  will  never  be  king  while  Guise  lives."  So, 
for  the  moment,  there  is  peace. 

Now  the  King  has  left  Chartres,  and  is  at  Blois.     The 
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rBalafi:^  and  his  brother  the  Cardinal  are  also  there  to 
attend  the  Parliameut,  which  is  summoned,  and  make  known 
their  grievances.  So  the  siuuiy  little  town  of  BIoIb,  sloping 
Bweetly  downwards  to  the  Loire,  with    its   superb  castle 

1  marked  by  towers,  turrets,  broad  flat  roofs,  painted  windows, 
nd  ample  courts,  is  the  theatre  on  which  the  great  battle 

f  ifl  to  be  fought  between  the  rival  houses  of  Guise  and 
Vulois.  All  the  chiefs  on  either  side  are  to  be  present 
at  a  council  which  is  to  precede  the  meeting  of  the  As- 
sembly. Ileury — at  the  instigation  of  d'Epemon — the 
better  to  play  his  perfidious  game  has  communicated  at 
the  same  altar  with  the  Balafre  and  hia  brother  the 
Cardinal,  and  given  them  the  kiss  of  peace  to  seal  their  _ 
(conciliation.  ^  v;    '     \     '"•.,■■.    .  ,   -.        - 

Catherine's  apartments  are  on  the  first  floor  of  the  ch^tinu, 

fi— a  gallery-saloon,  the  diamonded  windows  set  in  painted  ■ 
Mches  overlooking  the  town,  the  dark  walls  decorated  with 
a  crowned  C  and  a  monogram  in  gold  ;  her  oratory,  with  a 
large  oval  window  where  an  altar   stands;  her  writing-  , 

Beloset,  with  many  concealed  drawers  and  secrets  in  the 
walls — a  hidden  stair  leadiag  to  an  observatory,  and  a 
Weeping-room  with  a  recess  for  her  bed.  80  unaltered  aro 
these  rooms  that  tlic  presence  of  Catherine  still  haimts 
them  ;  she  faces  one  at  every  step. 

In  her  bod  within  that  recess  the  great  Queen  lies  dying. 

She  is  old  and  broken,  and  her  mind  wanders  at  times 

through  excess  of  pain.     But  she  cannot  die  in  peace,  for 

I       Bbe  knows  that  her  son  Henry — the  last  of  her  race — 

^Hmeditat^  a  hideous  crime ;   a  crime  in  which  she  wmdd 

^^Bave  gloried  once,  but  now,  nicked  with  bodily  suft'ering 

^^pnd  mental  anguish,  with  remorse  for  the  past  and  terror 

^^nr  the  ftiture,  she  shudders  at  the  very  thought. 

^^H    She  calls  him  to  her.     Henry,  her  beloved  Anjou  1     As 

^^^e  enters  her  chamber,  she  struggles  upright  on  her  bed. 

Fi      No  (ma  would  have  recognised  the  majestic  Queen  in  the 

hideous  skeleton  that  now  speaks, 

"  What  are  you  about  to  do,  my  son  ?  "  she  asks  in  a 

mulouB  voice ;  "answer  me,  Henry.     I  fear  I  know  too 

Iroll  what  is  on  your  mind.     God  grant  you  may  succeed^ 
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but  I  fear  evil  will  come  of  it.     The  Duke  and  his  brother 
are  too  powerful." 

''  The  very  reason  they  should  die,  my  mother.  I  shall 
never  be  King  of  France  while  they  live." 

*'But,  Henry,"  gasps  Catherine,  trembling  from  weak- 
ness and  excitement,  as  she  clasps  her  son's  hand,  ''have 
you  taken  measures  to  assure  yourself  of  the  cities  ?  Have 
you  communicated  with  the  Holy  Father  ?  Do  this,  do  it 
at  once ! " 

"  Madame,  good  measures  have  been  taken ;  trouble  not 
yourself  further." 

"But,  my  son,"  continues  Catherine  with  increasing 
agitation,  "  the  Cardinal  de  Ghiise  has  been  here  to  visit 
me ;  they  are  full  of  suspicion.  The  Cardinal  says  that  I 
have  betrayed  them.  I  replied,  *  May  I  die,  my  cousin,  if 
I  have  anything  to  do  with  any  treason  whatever.'  My 
son,  I  am  in  great  agony,"  and  she  groans  and  turns  her 
eyes  glowing  with  fever  full  upon  him ;  "do  not  listen  to 
d'Epemon ;  let  there  be  peace  while  I  live,  and  after." 

"  What ! "  cries  Henry,  disengagiug  himself  from  her 
and  striding  up  and  down  the  room.  "  What !  spare, 
when  Guise,  triumphant  among  the  citizens  of  Paris,  dared 
to  lay  his  hand  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword  in  our  very  presence 
at  the  Louvre !  Spare  him  who  drove  me  a  fugitive  from 
the  capital !  Spare  the  chief  of  the  League,  who,  assisted 
by  Spain,  is  dismembering  France !  Spare  them,  when 
they  will  both  be  within  this  castle  to-night,  to  attend  the 
council !  Spare  them  who  never  spared  me  !  No,  my 
mother,  I  will  NOT  spare  them !  Your  sickness  has 
weakened  your  courage.  ^A  nut  for  a  nut'  was  once 
your  motto.  It  is  mine.  If  the  Balafre  and  the  Cardinal 
enter  these  doors  to-morrow  they  shall  not  go  hence  alive ; 
they  shall  die  like  rebels  as  they  are." 

"  Alas  !  my  son,"  says  the  Queen  in  a  very  low  voice, — 
she  has  fallen  back  exhausted  upon  the  bed, — "  alas  !  it  is 
easy  to  cut  the  thread  of  life ;  but  once  cut,  can  you  mend 
it  ?  Shed  no  more  blood,  Henry,  for  my  sake,  for  I  am 
dying.  Let  my  last  hour  be  undisturbed.  I  have  much 
that  troubles  me,"  and  she  heaves  a  deep  sigh.      "Too 
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much  blood  has  flowed  already.  Spare  them,  Henry, 
spare  them." 

"  My  mother,  you  never  spared  an  enemy  when  within 
your  power,  nor  will  I.  Either  Guise  or  I  must  die.  You 
haye  taught  me  that  all  means  are  good  to  save  the 
sovereign  and  support  his  authority.  My  brother  Charles, 
by  your  order,  spared  not  Coligni  and  massacred  the 
Huguenots  at  the  festival  of  St.  Bartholomew.  /  helped 
him.     The  Guises,  madame,  must  die." 

"  But,  my  son,"  replies  Catherine,  wringing  her  bony 
hands,  and  struggling  again  to  raise  herself  upright,  "it 
is  sacrilege.  You  have  sworn  peace  upon  the  altar ;  you 
have  eaten  together  the  body  of  the  Lord." 

Catherine's  voice  is  so  feeble,  that  the  King  either  does 
not  hear,  or  does  not  heed  her.  He  still  strides  up  and 
down  the  room,  speaking  from  time  to  time  as  if  to  himself. 

"  Every  detail  is  arranged ;  we  cannot  fail.  To-moiTow 
the  guards  within  the  walls  will  be  doubled;  a  hundred 
Swiss  will  be  posted  at  the  entrance  in  the  courtyard  and 
on  the  grand  staircase.  When  the  Duke  arrives,  Crillon 
will  see  that  the  outer  gates  are  closed.  As  soon  as  Guise 
enters  the  council-chamber,  I  will  send  for  him  into  my 
closet.  When  he  passes  through  the  guard-room  to  reach 
it,  Nambre  will  bar  the  door,  that  ho  may  not  return.  My 
trusty  Dalahaide  and  the  guards — the  45th — who  will  be 
hidden  on  the  secret  stair  behind  the  arras,  will  then 
descend,  £all  upon  the  traitor  as  he  passes  through  the 
guard-room,  and  finish  him." 

Catherine,  with  haggard  eyes,  listens  breathlessly. 
When  the  King  has  ceased  speaking  and  looks  round  for  a 
reply,  she  has  fainted. 

The  next  morning  the  sky  was  black  with  clouds.  The 
month  was  December.  It  rained  violently,  and  the  wind 
howled  roimd  the  comers  of  the  chateau.  Catherine,  lying 
in  the  imeasy  slumber  of  disease,  was  awakened  at  eight 
o'clock  by  the  sound  of  heavy  footsteps  overhead.  The 
state  apartments  are  on  the  second  floor,  immediately  over 
.  and  corresponding  with  those  of  the  Qucen-mothcr.     They 
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still  remain,  gloomy  and  ill-omened,  haunted  by  evil 
memories.  Every  plank  has  its  history— each  comer  a 
ghastly  detail.  There  is  the  hidden  stair  within  the  wall, 
concealed  by  tapestry,  where  Dalahaide  and  the  guards 
hid ;  the  door  against  which  the  great  Bala£r6  fell,  stabbed 
by  Malines  in  the  breast,  where  he  waa  spumed  by  the 
heel  of  the  King,  as  he  himself  had  spumed  Coligni,  and 
where  he  long  lay  imcovered,  imtil  an  old  carpet  was 
found  in  which  to  wrap  his  corpse. 

Catherine,  listening  breathlessly,  hears  the  council 
assembling.  Heavy  footsteps  are  passing  baxjkwards  and 
forwards  through  the  guard-room  overhead  to  the  royal 
gallery  where  the  coimcil  is  to  meet.  Then  all  is  hushed, 
and  the  face  of  the  dying  queen  fludies  with  hope,  and  her 
hands  clasp  themselves  in  pra3rer,  if,  perchance,  at  the  last 
moment  Henry  has  relented  and  listened  to  her  entreaties 
to  spare  the  Duke. 

A  moment  after  a  door  closes  violently.  She  hears  a 
single  footstep — ^a  powerfiil  and  firm  footstep.  It  crosses 
the  floor.  Then  come  loud  tramplings,  as  of  a  rush  of 
armed  men,  a  clash  of  weapons,  a  fall  as  of  a  heavy  body ; 
then  a  terrible  cry — 

"A  moi,  mes  amis! — ^trahison! — k  moi.  Guise, — je  me 
meurs." 

The  dying  woman  knows  that  all  is  over;  she  sinks 
back  on  her  bed  raving  in  delirium.  In  a  few  days  she 
was  dead. 


CHAPTEE  XXII. 

THE  LAST   OF  THE   VALOIS. 

We  are  at  Saint-Cloud.  The  time,  the  wars  of  the  League. 
At  the  head  of  the  Leaguers  is  the  Due  de  Mayenne,  only 
living  brother  of  the  Qoiises.  Henry  III.  commands  the 
royal  forces,  and  with  him  is  Henry  of  Navarre.  Since 
the  Queen-mother's  death  the  King  of  France  has  become 
reconciled  to  his  brother-in-law  and  shows  himself  almost 
a  hero.  They  are  both  defending  the  Crown  to  which 
Mayenne  aspires.  Eight  months  have  passed  since  the 
murder  of  the  Balafr6.  That  treacherous  deed  has  done 
the  King  no  good ;  Mayenne  lives  to  revenge  his  brother's 
death,  and  the  Catholic  party  is  still  more  alienated  from 
the  King  since  he  has  called  a  heretic  into  his  councils. 
The  royal  troops  are  lying  encamped  among  the  hilly 
woodlands  of  the  park  towards  Ville  d' Avray  and  Meudon, 
then,  as  now,  pleasant  to  the  eye. 

On  the  1st  August,  1589,  Henry  sat  in  the  long  gallery 
of  the  palace  (untS  lately  lined  with  pictures  and  gorgeously 
decorated),  playing  at  cards  with  his  attendants.  He  holds 
himself  so  upright,  that  he  moves  neither  his  head  nor  his 
feet,  and  his  hands  as  little  as  possible.  A  hood  hangs 
upon  his  shoulders ;  a  little  cap,  with  a  flower  stuck  in  it, 
is  placed  over  one  ear;  round  his  neck,  suspended  by  a 
br(^  blue  ribbon,  is  a  basket  of  gold  wicker-work,  full  of 
little  puppies. 

Monsieur  d'O,  Seigneur  o:f  Fiesnes  and  Maillebois,  first 
gentleman  of  the  bed-chamber,  and  Governor  of  Paris,  has 
been  joking  him  about  the  predictions  of  an  astrologer, 
namea  Osman,  who  has  arrived  that  evening  at  Saint- 
Cloud  in  company  with  some  noblemen. 
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"  By  our  Ladye-mother !  let  us  have  him  in  and  hear 
what  he  can  say,"  cries  the  King.  "  These  fellows  are 
diverting.     I  will  question  him  myself." 

Osman  is  sent  for;  but  startled  at  so  sudden  and 
unexpected  an  interview  with  the  King  himself  in  such  a 
whimsical  attire,  scarcely  knows  how  to  reply  to  the  gibes 
his  Majesty  addressed  to  him. 

"  Come,  come,"  says  the  King,  "  let  us  hear  what  you 
can  do.  They  tell  me  you  draw  horoscopes.  Let  me  have 
a  specimen  of  your  skill." 

"  Sire,"  replies  Osman,  somewhat  recovered  from  his 
confusion,  ''I  will  obey  you;  but,  as  sure  as  fate,  the 
heavens  this  night  are  unpropitious.  The  light  of  the 
moon  is  veiled;  there  are  signs  of  mourning  among  the 
stars  ;  lamentations  and  woe  are  written  in  the  planets ;  a 
great  misfortune  hangs  over  us — ^Beware !  " 

"  By  St.  Denis  !  "  cries  the  King,  ^'  the  fellow  is  glib 
enough  with  his  tongue ;  but  tell  me,  good  heathen,  are 
the  stars  in  mourning  for  a  king  or  for  an  emperor  ?  " 

"  Sire,  they  mourn  over  the  approaching  extinction  of 
your  race." 

^'  Heaven  preserve  us !"  answers  the  King,  with  affected 
consternation,  caressing  his  puppies.  "  But  tell  me  now, 
if  you  have  any  knowledge,  what  do  the  celestial  powers 
think  of  our  accursed  rebels,  the  Leaguers,  and  their  chief, 
the  Due  de  Mayenne  ?  Is  that  bold  traitor  in  fevour  among 
the  stars  ?  " 

Osman  does  not  at  once  reply;  but,  advancing  to  the 
window,  throws  open  the  sash,  and  silently  observes  the 
heavens. 

''  Sire,  I  see  one  star  shining  brightly  in  the  firmament." 

"  Where  ?  "  asks  the  King. 

"Just  over  the  Camp  of  Meudon,  where  Henry  of 
Navarro  lies  this  night.  But  look,  your  Majesty,  at  that 
other  star  there  over  the  woodff.  It  blazes  for  a  moment ; 
and  now,  see — ^it  falls;  it  has  disappeared  behind  the 
palace ! " 

"By  the  mother  of  God,"  says  the  King,  reddening 
cither  with  terror  or  passion,  "  I  have  had  enough  of  this 
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gibberish.  Hark  ye,  you  wandering  Jew !  no  more  of 
these  ugly  portents,  or,  by  St.  Louis,  the  guardian  of  our 
race,  we  will  hold  you  warrant  for  all  that  may  happen  to 
our  person." 

Osman  shrunk  back  from  the  window,  trembling  with 
fright.  He  does  not  wait  for  permission  to  depart,  but  as 
the  King  rises  to  address  some  gentlemen  he  glides  from 
thegaUery. 

"  K  ever  I  heard  a  voice  hoarse  with  blood,  it  is  his," 
mutters  the  astrologer,  pointing  to  the  King  as  he  crept 
away.  "By  the  brightness  of  the  celestial  bodies,  there 
will  be  evil  this  night.  I  will  never  draw  horoscope  more, 
if  to-morrow's  sun  finds  Henry  of  Valois  alive.  There  is 
blood  on  him,  but  he  sees  it  not.  His  star  has  fallen,  he 
beheld  it ;  but  he  understood  not  the  portent." 

As  Osman  crosses  the  circular  hall  opening  from  the 
gallery  and  leading  to  the  principal  staircase,  he  meets  the 
Comte  d'Auvergne*  conversing  with  a  Dominican  monk, 
whose  sinister  countenance  expressed  every  evil  passion. 
A  crowd  of  attendants  had  assembled  and  are  listening  to 
the  conversation. 

"  Good  father,"  says  M.  d'Auvergne,  addressing  the 
Dominican,  "you  must  not,  at  this  late  hour,  insist  on 
seeing  his  Majesty ;  he  is  engaged." 

"  But,  indeed,  monseigneur,  I  do  insist  upon  seeing  him 
without  a  moment's  delay,  and  alone.  It  is  a  matter  of 
life  and  death."  The  monk's  bold  words  and  determined 
bearing  evidently  impress  M.  d'Auvergne  in  his  favour. 

"Are  you  the  bearer  of  any  dispatches  for  his  Majesty?" 
he  asks.  "  Those  might  be  delivered,  although  his  Majesty 
has  just  retired  and  is  at  this  moment  in  his  oratory,  busy 
with  his  devotions." 

As  he  spoke,  d'Auvergne  scans  him  curiously ;  the  monk 
perceives  the  look,  draws  his  cowl  closer  over  his  face,  and 
withdraws  from  the  ftdl  glare  of  the  lights  on  the  staircase. 

"  I  am  the  bearer  of  letters  of  the  greatest  importance, 
monseigneur — letters  from  the  President  Harlay,  now  a 
prisoner  of  the  League ;  but  I  am  charged  to  deliver  them 

I  See  Note  18. 
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in  person,  and  into  the  hand  of  his  Majesty  alone.  Nor  is 
that  all ;  I  have  a  secret  commnnication  to  make,  which  it 
behoyes  the  Xing  to  hear  without  delay.  Good  gentlemen," 
and  he  faces  round  to  the  courtiers  who  are  gathered 
about  him,  "  I  pray  you,  one  of  you,  go  to  the  King  and 
tell  him  what  I  say." 

"Impossible,"  replies  the  Count  d^O,  who  came  from 
the  gallery  at  that  moment,  and  hears  the  last  few  words ; 
"  impossible.  His  Majesty  is  now  alone ;  I  have  just  left 
him.     He  is  fatigued,  and  desired  not  to  be  disturbed." 

"  Good  God !"  cries  the  monk,  clasping  his  hands,  "if  I 
do  not  see  him  to-night,  I  shall  never  see  him." 

"  And  why  not,  I  pray  ?  "  asks  the  Comte  d'Auvergne. 
"  Come  and  sup  with  my  people  to-night ;  and  to-morrow, 
as  early  as  you  please,  I  will  take  you  to  his  Majesty. 
Follow  me." 

"  I  wash  my  hands  of  all  the  evil  this  delay  will  cause," 
exclaims  the  monk,  following  him  reluctantly.  "  On  your 
head  be  it,  monseigneur."    They  quitted  the  hall  together. 

All  this  time  Osman  had  stood  near  watching  them.  He 
had  not  lost  a  syllable  of  the  conversation.  "Did  I  not 
say  there  was  blood  ?  "  he  mutters  half  aloud ;  "  is  it  not 
true  ?  The  knowledge  of  it  came  to  me  in  a  vision.  Now 
I  have  read  it  also  in  the  stars.  The  blood  of  the  King  is 
on  that  monk.  His  robes  are  spotted  with  it.  In  his  hand, 
while  he  spoke,  there  was  a  dagger.  None  else  beheld  it ; 
but  I  saw  it,  and  the  point  streamed  with  the  King's  life- 
blood.  Woe!  woe!  woe!  Would  that  I  could  speak! 
Would  that  they  would  listen !  Before  many  hours,  death 
will  be  within  these  walls.  Alas  I  it  is  given  to  me  to 
avert  it  if  they  would  but  hear  me." 

The  astrologer  slowly  follows  the  steps  of  the  Comte 
d'Auvergne  and  the  Dominican,  descending  the  stairs  after 
them.  They  enter  a  suite  of  rooms  on  the  ground  floor  of 
the  palace.  The  monk  had  now  thrown  back  his  cowl  and 
displayed  a  face  yet  young,  but  seamed  and  wrinkled  with 
deep  lines.  His  eyes  are  dull  and  bloodshot ;  his  thin  hair 
scarcely  shades  his  projecting  forehead.  He  stands  in  the 
centre  of  the  apartment,  silent,  sullen,  and  pre-occupied. 
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"  What  is  your  name  ?  "  asks  the  Count  sternly,  turning 
towards  him. 

"  Jacques  Clement,"  is  the  short  rejoinder. 

"  You  say  you  are  the  bearer  of  letters  to  the  King  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  replies  he,  "  from  Monsieur  de  Brienne  and  the 
President  Harlay,  now  both  prisoners  in  the  Bastille. 
There  is  my  passport ;  you  see  it  is  signed  by  Monsieur  de 
Brienne." 

"Show  me  the  President's  letter,"  says  d'Auyergne; 
"  his  writing  is  as  familiar  to  me  as  my  own.  If  you  are 
a  spy,  you  will  meet  with  no  mercy  here,"  and  he  measured 
him  from  head'  to  foot  with  eyes  ftdl  of  doubt  and  suspicion. 

The  monk  draws  forth  a  parcel  of  unsealed  letters,  which 
the  Count  reads  and  examines. 

"  It  is  well,"  he  says.  "  These  are  proofs  that  you  are 
a  messenger  from  the  King's  friends.  But  how  did  you, 
carrying  such  dangerous  credentials,  contrive  to  pass  the 
gates  of  Paris  ?    Answer  me  that,  my  father." 

"  My  habit  protected  me,"  replies  the  monk,  devoutly 
crossing  himself,  "  our  Blessed  Lady  gave  me  courage  and 
address  to  escape  from  those  Philistines.  Once  past  the 
gates,  I  came  here  in  company  with  Monsieur  de  la 
Guesle's  people." 

"  You  say,  then,  that  you  will  answer  with  your  head  that 
two  gates  of  Paris  will  open  to  the  King  if  he  advances  ?" 

"  I  swear  before  God  that  this  is  the  truth,"  replies  the 
monk,  again  crossing  himself;  «  and  my  God  is  not  that 
false  one  worshipped  by  the  Huguenot  dogs  under  Henry 
of  Navarre,  but  the  true  God  of  the  Holy  Catholic  Church. 
Let  the  King  trust  to  his  loyal  Catholic  subjects,  and 
beware  of  the  heretics  that  are  in  his  coimcil  and  amongst 
his  troops."  And  the  monk  scowls  around.  His  eyes  meet 
those  of  Osman  the  astrologer,  which  are  fixed  on  him  with 
the  intensity  of  a  cat  ready  to  spring.  Jacques  Clement 
trembles.  For  an  instant  his  courage  forsakes  him  and  ho 
turns  pale. 

"Well,  fiither,"  says  d'Auvergne,  laughing,  "you  are 
true  to  your  trade — a  steady  Catholic.  Wo  understand ; 
you  can  smell  a  heretic  a  pnile  off,  I'll  be  sworn." 
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The  monk  makes  no  reply,  and  to  avoid  further  discus- 
sion turns  to  a  table  on  which  supper  is  spread,  and 
sitting  down,  begins  to  eat. 

The  Attorney-General  de  la  Guesle  having  been  told  of 
the  arrival  of  a  mysterious  monk,  enters  the  room  and 
confirms  what  he  had  said  of  their  meeting  outside  the 
gates  of  Paris. 

The  Comte  d'Auvergne,  after  scrutinising  Jacques 
Clement  for  some  minutes,  turns  aaide  to  Monsieur  de  la 
Guesle,  and  whispers — 

"  I  do  not  know  why,  but  I  have  a  strange  suspicion  of 
that  fellow.  All  he  says  seems  fair  enough  and  his  papers 
are  properly  signed;  but  there  is  something  about  his 
dark,  sinister  face  and  surly  answers  that  alarms  me." 

Osman,  seeing  them  converse  apart,  advances  eagerly 
from  the  bottom  of  the  room,  and  addresses  them  in  a  low 
voice,  "  If  monseigneur  will  only  listen  to  me,  he  will  not 
admit  this  monk  within  a  hundred  miles  of  his  Majesty. 
The  stars,  Count,  are " 

"  Confound  the  stars ! "  interrupts  Monsieur  de  la 
Guesle.  "Do  you  take  us  for  a  parcel  of  fools?  Go 
prate  elsewhere." 

The  noblemen  seat  themselves  at  the  upper  end  of 
the  supper-table.  The  Comte  d'Auvergne,  Monsieur  do 
la  Guesle,  and  other  gentlemen  are  served  by  an  old  valet 
who,  after  pouring  out  the  wine  all  round,  stands  behind 
the  chair  of  his  master,  the  Count.  His  eyes  are  fixed  on 
Jacques  Clement,  who  had  drawn  forth  from  the  folds  of 
his  sleeve  a  large  dagger  with  which  he  cuts  up  his  meat. 

''  May  it  please,  monseigneur,"  the  valet  whispers  into 
the  Coimt's  ear,  "  the  reverend  &ther  knows  how  to  travel 
in  these  stormy  times.  He  has  not  forgotten  to  bring  a 
goodly  dagger  with  him;  though  perhaps  the  breviary, 
being  less  useful,  is  forgotten." 

"Not  so,  brother,"  answers  the  monk  who,  overhearing 
his  whisper,  di'aws  out  a  missal  from  his  bosom ;  "I  never 
travel  without  the  one  and  the  other — defences  for  the 
body  and  the  soul — whichever  may  most  need  it." 

But  the  garrulous  old  servant,  once  set  talking,  is  not 
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to  be  silenced.  He  begins  a  long  accoimt,  in  a  low  voice, 
addressed  to  the  Count,  of  how  the  monk,  on  arriving,  had 
entertained  him  and  his  fellows  in  the  courtyard  with  a 
history  of  the  death  of  Holofemes  the  tyrant,  by  the 
hands  of  a  Jewish  maiden  Judith,  the  saviour  of  her 
country. 

"  A  bloody  tale,  forsooth,' •  says  M.  de  la  Guoslo,  eyeing 
the  monk. 

"Ay,  blood,  blood!"  mutters  Osman^  who  is  seated 
below  the  salt,  next  the  Comte  d'Auvergne.  "See  you 
not,  my  lord,"  he  continues,  half  aloud  to  the  Count,  hold- 
ing up  his  hand  wamingly,  "that  this  monk  is  a  mad 
fanatic  ?  Admit  him  to  no  speech  with  the  Xing,  I  entreat 
you ;  he  is  mad,  monseigneur." 

"  Oh,"  answers  the  Count,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  will 
watch  over  his  Majesty.  As  the  bearer  of  letters  of  im- 
portance I  cannot  refuse  him  an  audience,  but  I  will 
answer  that  no  mischief  comes  of  the  meeting." 

Soon  after,  supper  being  ended,  the  party  separates. 
The  monk  is  conducted  to  a  bed;  and  Osman,  heaving 
many  heavy  sighs,  retires  to  the  room  appropriated  to 
him,  where  he  consults  the  stars,  until  the  dawn  of  day 
obliterates  them  and  ends  his  labour. 

The  next  day  is  the  2nd  of  August,  and  the  King,  who 
has  been  informed  of  the  arrival  of  a  monk  with  letters 
over  night,  commands  his  early  attendance  in  his  bed- 
chamber.  The  Comte  d'Auvergne  conducts  Jacques  Cle- 
ment into  tiie  presence  of  Henry,  who  sits  in  an  arm-chair, 
only  partially  dressed,  close  to  the  bed.  As  the  commu- 
nication is  to  be  private,  the  King  signs  to  d'Auvergne, 
Clermont,  and  the  other  attendants  present,  to  retire  to 
the  farther  end  of  the  room;  then  he  stretches  out  his 
hand  to  receive  the  packet  from  Jacques  Clement,  who  in 
presenting  it  bows  his  head,  and  stands  motionless,  his 
arms  crossed  on  his  breast. 

As  HenryJs  attention  is  absorbed  and  his  eyes  are  bent 
upon  the  page,  Jacques  Clement  suddenly  draws  out  the 
dagger  he  carried  concealed  in  his  sleeve,  springs  forward, 
and  plunges  it  up  to  the  hilt  in  the  King's  abdonu^ii. 
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"  Help ! "  groans  the  King,  with  difl&eulty  plucking  out 
the  weapon  and  flinging  it  on  the  floor.  "  Help !  the  wretch 
has  stabbed  me.     I  am  killed — kill  him ! " 

D'Auvergne  rushes  forward.  The  pages  and  gentlemen 
in  attendance,  the  guards  outside,  and  Monsieur  de  la 
Guesle,  who  is  waiting  for  an  audience,  all  burst  into  the 
room. 

The  King  is  lying  back  in  the  arm-chair ;  a  pool  of  blood 
stains  the  floor  from  a  deep  wound ;  Jacques  Clement  still 
stands  immovable  before  him.  Swords  flash  in  the  air ; 
some  fly  to  support  the  dying  monarch,  some  to  raise  an 
alarm  over  the  palace ;  others,  transported  with  fury,  fall 
upon  the  monk,  who  offers  no  resistance.  He  is  speedily 
dispatched.  Osman,  hearing  the  uproar,  enters.  "  What ! " 
cries  he,  "  is  the  Kmg  dead  ?  " 

"  Not  quite,"  is  the  reply. 

"Who  did  it?" 

"  Jacques  Clement." 

"Sainte  Marie!"  groans  the  astrologer,  wringing  his 
hands,  "why  did  you  not'  listen  to  me?  This  would 
never  have  happened.  Did  I  not  say  there  was  blood  on 
that  monk  ?  Did  I  not  say  that  the  star  of  the  House  of 
Valois  had  fallen  ?  Alas !  alas !  If  you  had  but  heeded 
my  words ! " 

At  this  moment  M.  d'O  and  the  Comte  d'Auvergne  leave 
the  King's  room  to  send  for  a  surgeon. 

"Why  did  you  kill  the  assassin?  We  might  have 
tortured  him,  and  discovered  his  accomplices,"  says  M.  d'O, 
while  they  await  the  messenger  whom  they  had  dispatched. 

"  I  did  not  kill  him,"  answered  the  Comte  d'Auvergne. 
"  The  King  was  seated  when  he  entered,  and,  taking  the 
wretch's  papers  in  his  hands,  was  busy  reading  them.  M. 
Clermont  and  I  were  present,  but  had  retired  a  little  to 
leave  his  Majesty  more  at  liberty.  As  he  rose  from  his 
seat  and  was  addressing  the  monk,  the  traitor  drew  a 
dagger  from  his  sleeve  and  plunged  it  into  the  King's 
stomach.  The  King  cried  out,  '  KUl  him — ^he  has  killed 
me ! '  and,  drawing  forth  the  dagger  fix)m  the  wound,  gave 
two  or  three  cuts  at  the  assassin,  and  then  fell.    We  mahed 
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to  his  aid,  and  smote  the  fellow,  who  was  imarmed,  right 
and  left.  At  the  noise,  the  doors  burst  open,  and  the  gen- 
tlemen and  pages  in  their  rage  finished  him  mth  a  hundred 
blows.  Seeing  that  he  was  dead,  I  ordered  him  to  be 
stripped  and  thrown  out  of  the  window,  in  order  to  be 
recognised  if  possible." 

"What  does  it  matter  who  recognises  him?"  answers 
M.  d'O.  "Have  the  papers  that  he  showed  the  King  dis- 
appeared also  ?  " 

Before  the  Count  could  reply  the  surgeon  appears.  He 
desires  that  every  one  shall  be  turned  out  of  the  King's 
bedroom  whilst  he  examines  him.  He  pronounces  the 
wound  mortal;  the  dagger  was  poisoned.  Henry,  after 
great  anguish,  expires  in  a  few  hours.  The  letters  were 
forgeries.  The  body  of  Jacques  Clement,  having  first 
been  drawn  by  four  horses  through  the  streets  of  Saint- 
Cloud,  is  burned  by  the  common  hangman.  He  is  much 
lauded,  however,  at  Eome,  where  Sixtus  V.  reigns  as 
Pontiff;  at  Paris  his  effigy  is  placed  upon  the  altars 
beside  the  Host. 

Meanwhile  the  King  of  Navarre  is  within  his  quarters 
at  Meudon.  His  minister  Sully  lodges  a  little  way  down 
the  hill,  in  the  house  of  a  man  called  Sauvat.  Sully  is 
just  sitting  down  to  supper,  when  his  secretary  enters  and 
desires  hirn  to  go  instantly  to  his  master. 

Henry  of  Navarre  tells  him  that  an  express  has  amvcd 
from  Saint-Cloud,  and  that  the  King  is  already  dead,  or 
dying.  "  Sully,"  he  says,  "  for  what  I  know,  I  may  be 
at  this  very  instant  King  of  France.  Yet,  who  will  sup- 
port me?  Half  my  army  will  desert  if  Henry  be  reaUy 
dead.  Not  a  prince  of  the  blood — ^not  a  minister  will 
stand  by  me.  I  am  here  as  it  were  in  the  midst  of  an 
enemy's  country,  with  but  a  handful  of  followers.  What 
is  to  be  done  ?  " 

"  Stay  where  you  are,  Sire,  is  my  advice,"  answers 
Sully.  "  If  you  are  indeed  now  King  of  France,  remain 
with  such  as  are  faithful  to  you.  A  monarch  should 
never  fly.  But  let  us  go  to  Saint-Cloud  and  hear  the 
truth." 
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"That  is  just  what  I  desire,"  answers  Henry.  "We 
will  start  as  soon  as  our  horses  are  saddled." 

As  they  enter  the  gates  of  Saint-Cloud,  a  man  rushes 
by  them,  shouting  "The  King  is  dead — ^the  King  is  dead !" 
Henry  reins  up  his  horse.  The  Swiss  Guard,  posted  round 
the  chateau,  perceive  him.  They  throw  down  their  arms 
and  cast  themselves  at  his  feet.  "  Sire,"  they  cry,  "  now 
you  are  our  King  and  master,  do  not  forsake  us."  Biron, 
the  Due  de  BeUegarde,  the  Comtes  d'O,  M.  de  Chateau- 
vieux,  and  De  Dampierre  come  up ;  they  all  warmly  salute 
Henry  as  their  sovereign. 

But  the  bonfires  that  already  blaze  in  the  streets  of  Paris 
at  the  news  of  the  death  of  the  King,  warn  Henry  of 
Navarre  that  he  must  fight  as  many  battles  to  gain  the 
Crown  as  he  has  already  done  to  secure  his  personsd  liberty. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

DON    JUAN. 

The  wars  of  the  League  rage  fiercer  than  ever.  By  the 
death  of  the  last  Valois,  Henry  III.,  Henry  IV.,  a  Bourbon, 
is  King  of  France.^  But  he  is  only  acknowledged  by  his 
Protestant  subjects.  To  the  Catholics  he  is  but  a  rebel, 
and  still  only  King  of  Navarre.  The  Due  de  Mayenne  (a 
Guise,  brother  of  the  Balafre),  subsidised  with  money  and 
troops  by  Spain,  is  the  orthodox  pretender  to  the  throne. 
The  capital,  Paris,  is  with  him.  The  two  Henries,  recon- 
ciled after  the  death  of  Catherine  de  Medici,  encamped 
with  their  respective  forces  at  Saint-Cloud,  were  about  to 
invest  the  city.  But  now  Henry  III.  is  dead.  His  suc- 
cessor, Henry  of  Navarre,  weakened  in  influence,  troops,  and 
money,  is  forced  to  raise  the  siege  and  retire.  Henry  IV. 
had  at  this  time  but  3,000  troops,  while  the  army  of 
Mayenne  numbered  32,000  men.  Then  came  help  from 
England.  The  victory  of  Ivry  was  gained,  Henry  again 
invested  Paris  and  encamped  on  the  heights  of  Mont- 
martre.  It  was  now  he  uttered  that  characteristic  mot: — 
"I  am  like  the  true  mother  in  the  judgment  of  Solomon, 
— ^I  would  rather  not  have  Paris  at  all  than  see  it  torn  to 
pieces." 

At  this  time  the  fortune  of  war  called  the  King  in  many 
places.  He  loved  an  adventurous  life.  Brave  to  a  fault, 
he  rode  hither  and  thither  like  a  knight-errant,  regardless 
of  his  personal  safety,  accompanied  only  by  a  few  atten- 
dants. 

Although  a  warrior  and  a  statesman,  Henry  was  a  true 
child  of  the  mountains.     Bom  under  the  shadow  of  the 

»  Seo  Note  19. 
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Pyrenees,  he  would  as  soon  encamp  under  a  hedge  as  lie 
on  a  bed  of  down;  would  rather  eat  dried  ham  spiced 
with  garlic  than  dine  sumptuously  at  Jamet's  Palace,  at 
the  Marais,  or  at  "  Le  Petit  More,"  the  polite  traiteur  of 
that  day ;  would  quaff  the  petit  cru  of  his  native  grape 
with  more  relish  than  the  costliest  wines  from  the  vine- 
yards of  Champagne  or  Bordeaux.  Henry  was  not  bom 
upon  the  banks  of  the  Garonne,  but  a  more  thorough 
Gascon  never  lived, — ^his  hand  upon  his  sword,  his  foot  in 
the  stirrup,  his  gun  slung  across  his  shoulder,  the  first 
in  assault,  the  last  in  retreat,  ready  to  slay  the  wild  boar 
of  hi8  mtive  forests,  or  lute  in  h^  to  twang  a  roun- 
delay  in  honour  of  the  first  Dulcinea  he  encountered. 
Boastful,  fearless,  capricious ;  his  versatility  of  accom- 
plishments suited  the  changing  aspects  of  the  times.  He 
was  plain  of  speech,  rough  in  manner — ^with  a  quaint  jest 
alike  for  friend  or  foe;  irregular  in  his  habits,  eating  at 
no  stated  times,  but  when  hungry  voraciously  devouring 
everything  that  pleased  him,  especially  fruit  and  oysters ; 
negUgent,  not  to  say  dirty,  in  his  person,  and  smeUing 
strong  of  garlic.  A  man  who  called  a  spade  a  spade,  swore 
like  a  trooper,  and  hated  the  parade  of  courts ;  was  con- 
stant in  friendship,  fickle  in  love,  promised  anything  freely, 
especially  marriage,  to  any  beauty  who  caught  his  eye ;  a 
boon  companion  among  men,  a  libertine  with  women,  a 
story  teller,  cynical  in  his  careless  epicureanism,  and  so 
profound  a  believer  in  "  the  way  of  fate,"  that  reckless  of 
the  morrow  he  extracted  all  things  from  the  passing  hour. 

He  is  now  tHrty-three  years  old,  of  middle  height, 
broad-shouldered,  and  coarsely  made.  His  swarthy  skin  is 
darkened  by  constant  exposure ;  he  looks  battered,  wrinkled, 
and  dissipald.  His  lon^  nose'  overhangs  his  grizly  mousl 
tache,  and  a  mocking  expression  lurks  in  the  comers  of 
his  mouth.  The  fire  of  his  eyes  is  unquenched,  and  the 
habit  of  command  is  stamped  on  every  motion. 

He  is  with  his  army  at  Mantes.  It  is  evening ;  he  is 
surrounded  by  a  few  friends,  and  from  talk  of  war  the 
conversation  turns  to  women.  The  Due  de  Bellegarde, 
captain  of  light  horse,  the  close  friend  and  constant  com- 
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panion  of  the  King,  sits  beside  Iiim.  He  has  a  noble 
presence,  is  supple,  graceful,  gentle  in  speech  and  generous 
in  nature. 

Bellegarde  speaks  boastingly  of  the  beauty  of  a  certain 
lady  whom  he  is  engaged  to  marry,  Gabrielle  d'Estrees, 
daughter  of  the  Marquis  d'Estr^es. 

"Cap  de  DieuP^  exclaims  Henry,  after  listening  to 
BSllegarde  in  silence ;  "I  have  heard  of  the  lady,  one  of 
the  daughters  of  our  brave  general  of  artillery,  Antoine 
d'Estr^es ;  but  I  will  back  my  bewitching  Abbess  of  Mont- 
martre,  Marie  de  Beauvilliers,  against  your  Gabrielle.'^ 

"Not  if  your  Majesty  saw  her,  believe  me,"  replies 
Bellegarde  warmly. 

"  You  are  a  boaster,  Bellegarde.  You  dare  not  produce 
your  paragon." 

"  On  the  contrary.  Sire,  I  only  desire  that  Mademoiselle 
d'Estr6es  should  be  seen,  for  then  alone  she  can  be  appre- 
ciated." 

"  Say  you  so,  Bellegarde  ?     That  is  fair ;  will  you  bet  a 
thousand  crowns  on  Gabrielle  against  Marie  ?" 
"  I  accept.  Sire ;  but  how  can  we  decide  ?  " 
"You  see  the  lady.     It  is  easily  managed.     Do  you 
visit  her  often  ?  " 

"Your  Majesty  seemingly  forgets  I  am  engaged  to 
marry  her." 

"  I  understand.  Now,  Bellegarde,  I  forbid  you,  as  your 
sovereign  and  master,  to  see  this  fair  lady,  except  in  my 
company,  ^ar  Dim  !  I  will  refuse  you  leave  of  absence." 
Bellegarde'^s  heart  misgave  him.  The  King's  vehemence 
alarms  him.  He  saw  too  late  the  mistake  that  he  has 
made. 

"  Now,  Bellegarde,  don't  look  like  a  doctor  of  the  Sor- 
bonne  in  a  fix ;  Mademoiselle  d'Estrees  will  not  object  if  1 
go  in  your  company  ?" 

"Your  Majesty  must  consider  that  I  have  no  excuse 
for  introducing  you^"  replies  he,  with  some  hesitation. 
"Besides,  consider.  Sire,  the  roads  are  unsafe  and  skir- 
mishers are  abroad." 

"  Tut !  tut !  man ;  when  did  I  ever  care  for  that  when 
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a  fair  lady  was  in  the  way  ?  I  insist  upon  going,  or  you 
shall  not  either.  Both  or  none.  Listen  how  it  shall  be 
managed.  I  will  disguise  myself  as — ^well,  let  me  see — a 
Spaniard;  no  one  will  suspect  me  in  that  character.  You 
shall  introduce  me  as  an  Hidalgo,  Don  Juan,  we  will  say ;" 
and  a  wicked  leer  lights  up  his  countenance.  "  Don  Juan, 
your  prisoner, — taken  in  a  lyieUcj  now  on  parole ;  and  my 
poor  Chicot^  shall  go  with  us,  too,  for  company." 

Gabriclle  was  then  living  at  the  paternal  Castle  of 
Coeuvres,  which  stood  on  a  wooded  height  between  Soissons 
and  Laon,  with  her  father  and  her  sisters.  She  was  pas- 
sionately attached  to  the  seductive  Bellegarde,  and  anti- 
cipated their  speedy  union  with  all  imaginable  happiness. 

One  evening,  while  she  was  indulging  in  those  agree- 
able musings  proper  to  the  state  called  "being  in  love," 
Bellegarde  was  abruptly  announced.  He  was  accompanied 
by  two  gentlemen :  one,  short  in  stature,  with  a  comical 
expression  of  countenance,  was  introduced  as  Monsieur 
Chicot ;  the  other,  by  name  "  Don  Juan,"  neither  tall  nor 
short,  but  with  very  broad  shoulders,  had  greyish  hair, 
highly  coloured  cheeks,  a  swarthy  skin,  and  was  remark- 
able for  a  prominent  nose  and  exceedingly  audacious  eyes. 

Gabrielle  iy)se  in  haste  and  was  about  to  fling  her  arms 
round  Bellegarde,  but,  on  seeing  his  two  companions,  she 
drew  back,  welcoming  them  all  with  a  more  formal  courtesy. 

Gabrielle  was  eighteen,  tall,  slim,  and  singularly  grace- 
ful. The  severity  of  her  aquiline  features  was  relieved 
by  the  bluest  eyes  and  a  most  delicate  pink  and  white 
complexion ;  webs  of  auburn  hair  flowed  over  her  shoulders. 
She  cast  a  curious  glance  at  her  lover's  singular  companions; 
she  was  surprised  and  vexed  that  Bellegarde  had  not  come 
alone,  and  to  find  him  cold  and  reserved.  However,  any 
shortcomings  on  his  part  were  amply  made  up  by  the  cor- 
dial accolade  of  the  Spanish  Don,  who  extolled  her  beauty 
to  her  face,  and,  without  asking  permission,  kissed  her  on 
the  cheek. 

Gabrielle's  delicacy  was  hurt  at  this  freedom ;  she  re- 
proached herself  for  the   frankness  with  which  she  had 

»  See  Note  20. 
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received  strangers,  believing  them  to  be  friends  of  her 
lover.  Casting  a  helpless  glance  at  him,  she  looked  down, 
blushed  and  retreated  to  a  distant  part  of  the  room,  where 
she  seated  herself. 

"Pray,  madame,  excuse  our  friend,"  said  Chicot,  seeing 
the  concision  of  Gabrielle  at  such  unexpected  familiarity ; 
"  he  is  a  Spaniard,  only  newly  arrived  in  France ;  he  is 
quite  unacquainted  with  the  usages  of  the  country." 

"  By  the  mass ! "  cried  Bellegarde,  evidently  ill  at  ease, 
and  placing  himself  in  front  of  his  love,  "  Spaniard,  indeed ! 
I,  for  my  part,  know  no  country  in  the  world  where  gentle- 
men are  permitted,  thus  uninvited,  to  salute  the  ladies — 
at  least,  in  civilised  latitudes.  It  is  well  Mademoiselle's 
father  was  not  present." 

His  annoyance  was,  however,  quite  lost  on  the  Don, 
who,  his  eyes  fixed  in  bold  admiration  on  Gabrielle,  did 
not  heed  it. 

"  Bellegarde,"  said  Gabrielle,  blushing  to  her  forehead, 
seeing  his  deeply  oflfended  look,  "excuse  this  stranger, 
.  I  entreat,  for  my  sake ;  I  am  sure  he  meant  no  oflfence. 
Let  not  the  joy  I  feel  at  seeing  you  be  overcast  by  this 
little  occurrence."  And  she  rose,  advanced  to  where  he 
stood,  looked  fondly  at  him,  and  took  his  hand  in  both  of 
hers. 

This  appeal  was  enough.  Bellegarde,  though  anxious, 
was  no  longer  angry,  and,  upon  GabrieUe's  invitation, 
the  party  seated  themselves,  Gabrielle  placing  herself 
beside  Bellegarde. 

"  This  gentleman,  madame,"  said  Chicot,  turning  to  wards 
GkibrieUe,  "  whose  admiration  of  you  has  led  him  to  oflfend, 
is  our  prisoner ;  he  surrendered  to  us  yesterday  in  the  meUe 
.  at  Marly,  and,  his  ransom  paid,  to-morrow  morning  he  will 
start  to  join  the  army  of  the  Duke  of  Parma.  Though 
somewhat  hot-headed  and  wilftd  he  is  an  excellent  soldier ; 
he  knows  how  to  behave  in  the  battle-field,  if  his  manners 
are  otherwise  too  free ; "  and  Chicot  turned  round  his  head 
and  winked  at  Don  Juan,  who  laughed. 

"At  least,  gentlemen,  now  you  are  here,"  said  Gabrielle, 
"  by  whatever  chance — and  the  chance  must  be  good  that 
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brings  you  to  me"  (and  her  blue  eyes  turned  towards 
Bellegarde) — "  you  will  partake  of  some  refreshment.  I 
beg  you  to  do  so  in  the  name  of  Monsieur  de  Bellegarde, 
my  affianced  husband,  my  father  being  absent." 

"  Fair  lady,"  said  the  Spaniard,  breaking  silence  for  the 
first  time,  and  speaking  in  excellent  French,  "  I  never 
before  rejoiced  so  much  in  being  able  to  understand  the 
French  tongue  as  spoken  by  your  dulcet  voice ;  this  is 
the  happiest  moment  of  my  life,  for  it  has  introduced  me 
to  the  fairest  of  your  sex.  I  repeat  it  deliberately — ^the 
fairest  of  your  sex ;"  and  he  looked  significantly  at  Belle- 
garde.  "  I  accept  your  invitation,  readily.  Were  I  fortu- 
nate enough  to  be  your  prisoner  instead  of  the  Captain's, 
my  ransom  would  never  be  paid,  I  warrant." 

"  Cap  de  Dim .'"  exclaimed  Chicot,  grinning  from  ear 
to  ear,  "  the  Spanish  Dons  well  merit  their  reputation  for 
gallantry,  but  our  friend  here,  Don  Juan,  outdoes  them  all, 
and,  indeed,  every  one  of  his  nation." 

"  Madame,"  broke  in  the  Spaniard,  very  red  in  the  face 
and  speaking  with  great  vehemence,  not  appearing  to  hear 
this  remark,  and  still  addressing  Gabrielle,  on  whom  his 
eyes  were  riveted,  "  I  declare  if  any  one,  be  he  noble  or 
villein,  knight  or  king,  dare  to  say  that  any  woman  under 
God's  sun  surpasses  you  in  beauty  or  grace,  I  declare  him 
to  be  false  and  disloyal,  and  with  fitting  opportunity  I  will 
prove,  in  more  than  words,  that  he  lies  to  tiie  teeth." 

"  Come,  come,  my  good  friend,"  interrupted  Bellegarde, 
much  discomposed,  "  do  not,  I  beseech  you,  go  into  these 
heroics ;  you  will  alarm  this  lady.  If  you  heat  yourself 
in  this  way,  the  night  air  will  give  you  cold.  Besides, 
remember,  Senor,  this  lady.  Mademoiselle  d'Estrees,  is  my 
affianced  bride,  and  that  certain  conditions  were  made  be- 
tween us  before  I  introduced  you,  which  conditions  you 
swore  to  observe ;"  and  Bellegarde  looked  reproachfully 
at  him. 

Don  Juan  felt  the  implied  reproof,  and,  for  the  first 
time  since  he  had  entered,  moved  his  eyes  to  some  other 
object  than  the  smiling  face  of  Gabrielle. 

Her  sisters  now  joined  them.     Although   they   much 
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resembled  her,  and  would  have  been  comely  in  any  other 
company,  G^abrielle  so  far  exceeded  them  as  to  throw 
them  altogether  into  the  shade.  They  were  both  imme- 
diately saluted  with  nearly  equal  warmth  by  the  Spanish 
Don,  who  evidently  would  not  reform  his  manners  in  this 
particular.  Like  Ghibrielle,  they  were  quite  abashed  and 
retreated  to  the  farther  side  of  the  room. 

"Let  me  tell  you,  ladies,"  said  Chicot,  advancing 
towards  them,  "  if  you  were  to  see  our  friend,  Don  Juan, 
in  a  justaucorps  of  satin  and  glittering  with  gold  and  pre- 
cious stones,  with  a  white  panache  in  his  velvet  cap,  you 
would  not  think  he  looked  so  much  amiss.  But  are  you 
going  to  give  us  nothing  to  eat  ?  What  has  the  Don  done 
that  he  is  to  be  starved  ?  Though  he  be  a  Spaniard,  and 
serves  against  Henry  of  Navarre,  he  is  a  Christian,  and  has 
a  stomach  like  any  other." 

On  this  hint  the  whole  party  adjourned  to  the  eating- 
room.  Gabrielle  carefully  avoided  the  Don  and  kept  close 
to  Bellegarde,  who  looked  the  picture  of  misery.  Her 
sisters  clung  to  her,  Chicot  was  bursting  with  ill-sup- 
pressed laughter,  and  the  Don  was  fully  occupied  in  endea- 
vouring to  place  himself  beside  GabrieUe,  on  whom  his  eyes 
were  again  intently  fixed.  At  table,  spite  of  BcUegardo's 
manoeuvres,  ho  contrived  to  place  himself  beside  her.  He 
eat  and  drank  voraciously ;  perpetually  proposed  toasts  in 
Gabrielle^s  honour,  and  confused  her  to  such  a  degree,  that 
she  heartily  repented  having  invited  him  to  remain,  parti- 
cularly as  the  annoyance  of  Bellegarde  did  not  escape  her. 
In  this  state  of  general  misunderstanding,  the  merry  Chicot 
again  came  to  the  rescue. 

"Let  us  drink  to  the  health  of  the  King  of  France 
and  Navarre!"  cried  he.  ^'Come,  Don  Juan,  forget  your 
politics  and  join  us :  here's  prosperity  and  success  to  our 
gallant  Henry — ^long  may  he  live ! " 

"  This  is  a  toast  we  must  drink  standing  and  in  chorus," 
said  Bellegai'de,  rising. 

The  Spaniard  smiled. 

"But why,"  observed  GabrieUe,  "does  Don  Juan  bear 
arms  against  the  King  of  France  if  he  is  his  partisan  ?  " 
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"  Fair  lady,  your  remark  is  just,"  replied  the  Don,  ^'  but 
the  fortune  of  war  drives  a  soldier  into  many  accidents ; 
however,  I  only  wish  all  France  was  ab  much  the  King's 
Mend  as  I  am." 

Chicot  now  took  up  a  lute  which  lay  near,  tried  the 
strings,  and  in  a  somewhat  cracked  voice  sang  the  following 
song,  wagging  his  head  and  winking  at  the  Spaniard  as  he 
did  so : — 

"  Vive  Henri  Quatre, 
Vive  ce  roi  vaillant; 
Ce  diable  a  quatre, 
A  le  triple  talent 
De  boire  et  de  battre 
Et  d'etre  vert  galant.'* 

"Long  live  the  King!  Vive  Henri  Quatre!"  was 
drunk,  with  all  the  honours,  in  a  chorus  of  applause.  The 
Spaniard  wiped  a  tear  from  his  eye,  and  sat  down  without 
speaking. 

''Cap  de  Dieu!^'*  cried  Chicot,  "the  right  cause  will 
triumph  at  last." 

"Yes,"  replied  Bellegarde,  "sooner  or  later  we  shall  see 
our  brave  King  enter  Paris  and  his  noble  palace  of  the 
Louvre  in  state ;  but  meanwhile  he  must  not  fool  away 
his  time  in  follies  and  amours  while  the  League  is  in 
strength." 

"  There  you  speak  truth,"  said  Chicot ;  "  he  is  too  much 
given  to  such  games ;  he's  a  very  Sardanapalus :  and," 
continued  he,  squinting  at  the  Don  with  a  most  comical 
expression,  "  if  report  speak  true,  at  this  very  moment  his 
Majesty  is  oflf  on  some  adventure  touching  the  rival  beauty 
of  certain  ladies,  to  the  manifest  neglect  of  his  Crown  and 
the  ruin  of  his  affairs." 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  Gabrielle,  her  eyes  sparkling  with 
enthusiasm,  "  if  some  second  Agnes  Sorel  woidd  but  appear, 
and,  makiag  like  her  a  noble  use  of  the  King's  love  and 
her  influence,  incite  him  to  conquer  himself,  to  forsake 
all  follies,  and  to  devote  his  great  talents  in  fighting  heart 
and  soul  against  the  rebels  and  the  League  ! " 

"  Alas !"  sighed  Don  Juan,  "  those  were  the  early  ages ; 
such  love  as  that  is  not  to  be  found  now — ^it  is  a  dream. 
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a  fantasy.     Henry  will  find  no  Agnes  Sorel  in  these  later 
days." 

"  Say  not  so,  noble  Don,"  replied  Gabrielle ;  "  I  for  my 
part  adore  the  King — I  long  to  know  him." 

The  Spaniard's  eyes  flashed,  and  Bellegardc  started  visibly. 

"  Love,"  continued  Gabrielle,  flushing  with  excitement, 
"love  is  of  all  times  and  of  all  seasons.  True  love  is 
immortal.  But  I  allow  that  it  is  rare,  though  not  impos- 
sible, to  excite  such  a  passion." 

"If  it  is  a  science  to  be  learnt,  will  you  teach  me,  fair 
lady  ?  "  asked  the  Spaniard  tenderly. 

At  this  turn  in  the  conversation  Bellegarde  again  became 
painfully  agitated,  and  the  subject  dropped.  The  Don  now 
addressed  his  conversation  to  the  sisters  of  Gabrielle,  and 
at  their  request  took  up  the  lute  and  sang  an  improvised 
song  with  considerable  taste,  in  a  fine  manly  voice,  which 
gained  for  him  loud  applauses  all  round.  The  words  were 
tiiese : 

"  Charmanto  Gabrielle, 
Perce  de  mille  dards, 
Quand  la  gloiro  m'appelle 
A  la  suite  de  Mars, 
Cruello  d^partie. 
Qae  ne  suis-je  sans  vie 
On  sans  amour  ?  " 

GFabrielle  looked,  perhaps,  a  trifle  too  much  pleased  at  the 
somewhat  free  admiration  expressed  in  these  verses,  and 
spite  of  Bellegarde,  approached  the  Don  to  thank  him  after 
he  had  finished. 

"  Lady,  did  my  song  please  you  ?  "  said  he  softly,  trying 
to  kiss  her  hand.     "  If  it  had  any  merit  you  inspired  me." 

"  Yes,"  replied  she  musingly.  "  You  wished  just  now 
you  were  my  prisoner.  Had  you  been,  I  should  long  ago 
have  freed  you  if  you  had  sung  to  me  like  that,  I  am  sure." 

"  And  why  ?  "  asked  he. 

"  Because  you  have  something  in  your  voice  I  should 
have  feared  to  hear  too  often,"  said  she  in  a  low  voice,  lest 
Bellegarde  should  hear  her. 

**  Then  in  that  case  I  would  always  have  remained  your 
voluntary  captive,  ma  helled 

How  long  this  conversation  might  have  continued  autho- 
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rities  do  not  state ;  but  Bellegaxde,  now  really  displeased, 
approached  the  whispering  pair,  giving  an  indignant  glance 
at  G^abriello  and  a  look  full  of  reproach  at  the  Don. 

"  Come,  come,  Don  Juan ! ''  said  he.  "  It  is  time  to  go. 
Where  are  our  horses  ?  The  day  wears  on,  we  shall  scarce 
reach  the  camp  ere  sundown." 

'^Ventre  Saint  GrisP^  said  the  Spaniard,  starting  up, 
"  there  is  surely  no  need  for  such  haste." 

"  Your  promise,"  muttered  Bellegarde  in  his  ear. 

"  Confound  you,  Bellegarde  !  You  have  introduced  me 
into  paradise,  and  now  you  drag  me  away  just  when  the 
breath  of  heaven  is  warming  me."  Don  Juan  looked 
broken-hearted  at  being  obliged  to  leave,  and  cast  the 
most  loving  glances  towards  Gabrielle  and  her  handsome 
sisters. 

"  I  opine  we  ought  never  to  have  come  at  all,"  said 
Chicot,  winking  violently  and  looking  at  Gabrielle,  who 
with  downcast  eyes  evidently  regretted  the  necessity  of  the 
Don's  departure. 

^^  Mere  de  DieuP^  muttered  the  latter  to  Bellegarde, 
^^  you  are  too  hard  thus  to  bind  me  to  my  cursed  promise." 

"  Gabrielle,"  said  Bellegarde,  drawing  her  aside  and 
speaking  in  a  low  voice,  "  one  kiss  ere  I  go.  You  are 
my  beloved — my  other  self,  the  soul  of  my  soul.  Adieu  ! 
This  has  been  a  miserable  meeting.  You  have  grieved 
me,  love ;  but  perhaps  it  is  my  own  fault.  I  ought  to 
have  come  alone.  That  Spaniard  is  disgusting" — Ga- 
brielle turned  her  head  away — "  But  I  will  soon  return. 
In  the  meantime,  a  caution  in  your  ear.  If  this  same  Don 
Juan  comes  again  during  my  absence  to  pay  you  a  second 
visit,  send  him  oflf  I  charge  you,  by  the  love  I  know  you 
bear  me.  Give  him  his  congS  without  ceremony ;  hold  no 
parley,  I  entreat  you;  he  is  a  sad  good-for-nothing,  and 
would  come  with  no  good  intentions.     I  could  tell  you 

more.     He  is but  next  time  you  shall  hear  all.     Till 

then,  adieu ! " 

"  I  will  obey  you,  Bellegarde,"  replied  Gabrielle  some- 
what coldly;  "but  the  Spaniard  seems  tome  an  honest 
gentleman,  and  looks  bom  to  command." 
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The  whole  party  then  proceeded  to  the  courtyard,  where 
the  three  horses  were  waiting. 

"  Adieu,  most  adorable  Gabrielle ! "  cried  the  Spaniard, 
vaulting  first  into  the  saddle.  "  Would  to  heaven  I  had 
never  set  eyes  on  you,  or  that,  having  seen  you,  I  might 
gaze  to  eternity  on  that  heavenly  face." 

"Well,"  said  Bellegarde  gaily,  for  his  spirits  rose 
as  he  saw  the  Spaniard  ready  to  depart,  "  you  need  only 
wait  until  peace  be  made,  and  then  I  will  present  you  at 
Court,  Don  Juan,  where  Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Belle- 
garde,  otherwise  La  Belle  Gabrielle,  will  shine  fairest  of 
tiie  fair," 

"You  are  not  married  yet,  Duke,  however,"  rejoined 
the  Spaniard,  looking  back ;  "  and  remember,  you  must  first 
have  his  Majesty's  leave  and  license — ^not  always  to  be 
got.  Ha,  ha,  my  Mend,  I  have  you  there !"  kughed  the 
Don.  "Adieu,  then,  once  more,  most  beautiful  ladies, 
adieu  to  you  all !     Bellegarde,  you  have  gained  your  beV^ 
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After  this  meeting  Don  Juan  soon  contrived  to  return, 
and  the  lady,  forgetful  of  her  lover's  advice,  received  him. 
This  was  sufficient  encouragement  for  so  audacious  a  cava- 
lier, and  an  intimacy  sprang  up  between  them  ending  in  a 
confession  of  his  being  the  Eing.  G^abrielle  was  charmed, 
for  she  had  always  been  his  devoted  partisan.  What  at 
first  appeared  bold  aad  free  in  his  manner  she  now 
ascribed  to  a  proper  sense  of  his  own  rank,  bom  as  he  was 
to  command  and  to  be  obeyed.  Their  romantic  introduc- 
tion and  the  disguise  he  had  condescended  to  assume  on 
that  occasion  captivated  her  imagination  almost  as  much 
as  his  unbounded  admiration  of  her  person  flattered  her 
vanity.  Henry,  too,  was  a  fit  subject  for  devoted  loyalty 
at  that  time,  closely  beset  as  he  was  by  the  troops  of  the 
League,  unable  to  enter  Paris,  and  only  maintaining  his 
ground  by  prodigies  of  valour  and  the  most  intrepid  perse- 
verance. 

Should  she,  then,  be  unkind,  and  repulse  him,  when  he 
vowed  to  her,  on  his  knees,  that  his  only  happy  moments 
were  spent  in  her  society  ?  The  image  of  Bellegarde  grew 
fainter  and  fainter ;  their  meetings  became  colder  and  more 
unsatisfactory.  He  reproached  her  for  her  unbecoming 
encouragement  of  a  libertine  monarch ;  G^abrielle  defended 
herself  by  declaring  that  her  heart  was  her  own,  and  that 
she  might  bestow  it  where  she  thought  proper.  As  yet, 
however,  there  had  been  no  formal  rupture  between  them. 
Bellegarde  loved  the  fascinating  girl  too  fondly  to  re-* 
nounce  her  lightly;  and  she  herself,  as  yet  undecided, 
hesitated  before  resigning  a  man  whose  attachment  was 
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honourable  and  legitimate,  and  whose  birth  and  position 
were  brilliant,  to  receive  the  dubious  addresses  of  a  mar- 
ried monarch.  True,  the  shameful  excesses  of  Marguerite 
de  Valois,  his  Queen,  excused  and  almost  exonerated  the 
King ;  Henry  urged  this  circumstance  with  passionate  elo- 
quence, promising  Gabrielle,  spite  of  state  reasons,  to 
marry  her  as  soon  as,  settled  on  the  throne,  he  had  leisure 
legally  to  prove  the  scandalous  conduct  of  his  wife  and  to 
obtain  a  papal  divorce.  This,  to  a  vain  and  beautiful 
woman  like  Gabrielle,  was  a  telling  argument. 

Still,  Gabrielle  had  not  broken  with  Bellegarde ;  she 
delighted  to  irritate  the  passion  of  the  King  by  yet  pro- 
fessing some  love  for  her  old  admirer.  At  times  she 
refused  to  see  Henry  at  all,  and  actually  went  on  a  visit 
to  her  aunt,  Madame  de  Sourdis,  without  even  bidding  bi'm 
adieu.  This  coquetry  made  the  King  desperate.  He  was 
80  overcome  at  her  sudden  departure,  that  he  was  ready, 
according  to  his  habit,  to  promise  anything  she  asked. 
The  difficulty  was  how  to  reach  her,  for  he  must  start 
from  Mantes,  at  the  gravest  risk,  passing  through  two 
outposts  and  seven  leagues  of  open  country  occupied  by 
the  League.  But  now  he  was  wrought  up  to  such  a  pass 
that  he  was  ready  to  sacrifice  his  Crown  or  his  head  to  win 
her.  As  soon,  therefore,  as  he  ascertained  that  Gabrielle 
had  returned  to  Coeuvres  he  swore  a  solemn  oath  to  see 
her  or  die.  The  country  was  covered  with  troops ;  alone 
he  dared  not  venture ;  with  attendants  he  compromised  his 
beloved.  Such  obstacles  were  maddening.  At  last  he 
decided  to  set  forth  on  horseback,  accompanied  only  by 
a  few  devoted  followers.  With  this  escort  he  rode  four 
leagues  through  the  most  dangerous  part  of  the  route, 
then  left  them  at  a  certain  spot  to  await  his  return. 
Towards  Coeuvres  he  wandered  on  until  he  found  a  road- 
side house.  There  he  oflfcred  a  peasant  some  gold  pieces  to 
lend  him  a  suit  of  clothes,  in  order,  as  he  told  the  man, 
the  more  safely  to  deliver  some  letters  of  importance  to 
the  Seigneur  of  Coeuvres.  The  peasant  readily  consented 
to  his  proposal.  In  those  boisterous  days  of  internecine 
warfare  nothing  of  this  kind  aroused  astonishment,  spies. 
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in  every  species  of  disguise,  continually  passing  to  and  fro 
between  the  two  armies.  So  Henry  IV.,  in  the  garb  of  a 
peasant,  pushed  on  alone. 

The  day  was  fast  falling,  deep  shadows  gathered  in  the 
forest  and  around  the  castle.  Ghibrielle  sat  within  in  the 
twilight  embroidering  a  scarf.  She  was  thinking  over  all 
the  difficulties  of  her  position,  divided  as  she  was  between 
regard  for  the  generous  Bellegarde  and  her  passion  each 
day  growing  stronger  for  the  King.  Suddenly  her  maid 
Louise  came  into  tiie  room  and  begged  her^  as  she  had 
passed  all  day  in  the  house,  to  take  a  little  fresh  air. 

"  Come,  madame,  while  there  is  yet  a  little  light ;  come, 
at  least,  to  the  balcony  that  looks  out  over  tite  terrace, 
where  the  breeze  is  so  pleasant,  and  see  the  sun  set  over 
the  tree-tops." 

"No,  no,"  replied  Gabrielle,  shaking  her  head  sadly. 
"  Leave  me  alone.  I  have  enough  to  think  about,  and  I 
want  to  finish  my  scarf,  or  it  will  not  be  done  by  the  time 
I  promised  BeUegarde.  Besides,  I  do  not  fancy  open  bal- 
conies in  the  month  of  November ;  it  is  too  cold." 

"Oh!  but,"  pleaded  Louise,  "the  day  has  been  so 
splendid — ^like  summer  in  the  forest.     Pray  come,  madame." 

"  Why  do  you  plague  me  so  ?  I  never  remember  this 
great  desire  for  open  air  before."  And  G^abrielle  rose. 
She  was  no  sooner  on  the  balcony,  watching  the  last 
streaks  of  golden  Ught  glittering  among  the  branches  and 
Ughting  up  the  plain  beyond  in  a  ruddy  mist,  than  aU  at 
once  she  heard  a  rustling  noise,  and  on  looking  down 
saw,  just  under  the  balcony,  on  the  grass-plot,  a  peasant 
on  a  horse,  laden  with  a  bundle  of  straw. 

The  peasant  stopped  and  stared  at  her  for  some  time, 
then,  throwing  away  the  straw,  he  flung  himself  from 
his  horse  and  fell  on  his  knees  before  her,  clasping  his 
hands,  as  if  about  to  worship  at  some  shrine. 

Juliette,  Qabrielle's  sister,  now  joined  her  on  the  balcony. 
Readier-witted  than  she,  Juliette  whispered — 

"  Gabrielle,  it  is  the  King — ^he  is  disguised ! " 

Louise  burst  into  a  loud  laugh  at  their  surprise  and  ran 
away.     It  was  now  apparent  why  she  was  so  anxious  to 
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^make  Gabriellc  go  on  the  balcony  to  sec  the  sun  set. 
Gtabrielle  had  not  dreamt  of  seeing  the  King,  -who  was 
reported  to  be  encamped  at  some  distance.  Her  first  feel- 
ing was  one  of  anger  for  hia  utter  want  of  dignity.  To 
kneel  on  the  wet  grass,  and  in  the  di'ess  of  a  peasant! 
Besides,  this  disguise  was  most  unbecoming  to  hm.  He 
looked  positively  hideous. 

tfoliette  retired,  and  GabricUe  was  left  standing  alone  on 
the  balcony  before  the  King.     As  yet  she  had  not  spoken. 

"What !  not  a  word  to  greet  rao  ?''  cried  Henry,  rising. 
"  Why,  vrai  Dieu,  many  a  lady  of  our  Court  would  have 
flung  herself  down  headlong  to  welcome  me,  and  never 
eared  if  she  broke  her  neck !  Come,  belle  dee  belles,  look 
down  graciously  upon  your  devoted  slave,  whose  only 
desire  is  to  die  at  your  feet." 

"  Sire,"  replied  Gabrielle,  "  for  heaven's  sake  go  away. 
Ketum  to  Mantes,  and  never  let  me  see  yon  again  so  vilely 
dressed.  Always  wear  your  wliite  panache  and  your  scarlet 
mantle  when  you  come.  Without  it  yon  are  not  Henri 
Quatre.  Better  stay  away  altogether,  for  you  know  well 
your  enemies  are  prowling  about  in  this  neighbourhood. 

■Besides,  who  can  tell?  Bellegarde  may  come.  Pray,  I 
jBntreat  you,  go  away  directly." 
\  ^*^  Ma  foil"  replied  the  King,  "let  them  come,  Leaguers 
or  Spaniards,  Bellegarde  or  the  devil,  what  care  I,  if  La 
Belle  Gabrielle  looks  kindly  on  me  ?  Come  down  to  me, 
Gabrielle." 

t"  IGnd  I  will  certainly  not  be  if  your  Majesty  do  not 
ftt  once  depart.  Kneeling  in  that  manner  is  too  ridiculous. 
I  will  not  come  down.  I  shall  go  away.  I  am  no  saint 
to  be  prayed  to,  he-aven  knows.  If  your  Majesty  won't 
remount,  I  shall  really  go  away." 
"You  coidd  not  have  the  heart,  Gabrielle,"  replied 
Henry,  "when  I  have  run  such  risks  to  see  you  for  a 
moment." 

His  horse  stood  by  cropping  the  grass.  The  King 
aving  the  bundle  of  straw  on  the  ground,  sprang  into 
le  saddle  without  even  touching  the  stirrup,  and  again 
iddressed  her.     She  was  terrified  at  the  idea  of  being  sur- 
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prised  by  any  one,  especially  Bellegarde,  who  would  have 
been  so  incensed,  that  he  might  have  forgotten  himself 
towards  his  Majesty. 

For  a  moment  Gabrielle  was  overcome.  Tears  came  into 
hex  eyes  out  of  sheer  vexation  and  fear  of  consequences, 
both  to  him,  who  might  fall  into  an  ambuscade,  and  to 
herself.  As  she  lifted  up  her  hands  to  wipe  the  tears 
away,  the  scarf  she  had  been  embroidering,  and  which  she 
still  held,  slipped  out  of  her  hand,  and  borne  by  the  wind, 
after  fluttering  for  a  few  moments,  dropped  on  the  King, 
who,  catching  it,  exclaimed — 

"  Ventre  Saint  Gris  !  what  have  we  here?  " 

"  Oh,  Sire  !  "  cried  Gabrielle,  "  it  is  my  work — a  scarf; 
it  is  all  but  finished,  and  now  I  have  dropped  it." 

"By  all  the  rules  of  war,  fair  lady,"  said  Henry,  "what 
falls  from  the  walls  of  a  besieged  city  belongs  to  the 
soldier ;  so,  by  your  leave,  dear  Gabrielle,  the  scarf  is  mine 
and  I  will  wear  it." 

"  Oh  ! "  replied  she,  leaning  over  the  balcony,  "  do  give 
it  me  back ;  it  is  for  Monsieur  de  Bellegarde,  and  he  knows 
it.  Should  he  see  your  Majesty  with  it,  what  will  he  think  ? 
He  would  never  believe  but  that  I  gave  it  to  you." 

"  By  the  mass  !  it  is  too  good  for  him ;  I  will  keep  it 
without  any  remorse,  aad  cover  with  a  thousand  kisses 
these  stitches  woven  by  your  deUcate  fingers." 

"  But  indeed.  Sire,  it  is  promised — ^Monsieur  de  Belle- 
garde will  ask  me  for  it ;  what  am  I  to  say  ?  " 

"  Bellegarde  shall  never  have  it,  I  promise  you.  Tell 
him  that,  like  Penelope,  you  undid  in  the  night  what  you 
worked  in  the  day.  Come,  come,  now,  Gtabrielle,  confess 
you  are  not  in  reality  so  much  attached  to  Bellegarde  as 
you  pretend,  and  that  if  I  can  prove  to  you  he  is  unworthy 
your  preference  and  inconstant  into  the  bargain,  you  will 
promise  to  give  me  his  place  in  your  heart.  Besides,  his 
position  is  unworthy  of  your  beauty;  there  is  but  one 
ornament  worthy  of  that  snowy  brow — ^Bellegarde  cannot 
place  it  there ;  but  I  know  another  able  and  willing,  when 
the  cursed  League  is  dispersed,  to  give  that  finishing  touch 
to  your  loveliness." 
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"  Sire,"  replied  she,  "  I  must  not  listen  to  what  you  say. 

'     I    canuot   believe  anything    against   Bellegarde ;    I  have 

kuQwn  him  all  ray  life,  and    lie  has  never  deceived  me. 

Nothing  but  the  most  positive  evidence  shall  convince  me 

that  he  is  false." 

"  How  now?  Saints  et  Saintes  !  you  doubt  my  word — 
the  word  of  a  king  !  But,  Gabrielle,  I  can  give  you  proofs, 
be  assured." 

*'  Oh,  Sire,  it  is  not  for  me  to  talk  of  proofs  or  to 
i-eproach  him.  Poor  Bellegarde !  my  heart  bleeds  when 
I  think  of  him,"  Her  head  fell  upon  her  boaom,  again,  the 
te^rs  gathered  in  her  eyes.  Then  she  looked  up,  and 
becoming  aware  all  at  once  that  it  had  grown  quite  dusk^ 
she  forgot  every  other  feeling  in  fear  for  the  King's  safety. 
"  Sire,  go  away,  I  implore  you,  return  to  your  quarters 
as  fast  as  your  horse  can  carry  you.  If  I  have  been  coM, 
remember  what  you  are  risking — your  life  and  my  good 
name !  for  you  will  be  seen  by  some  one." 

"  Gabrielle,  do  you  drive  me  away  thus,  when  to  leave 
you  costs  me  such  a  pang  !  Heaven  knows  when  this  war 
will  allow  us  again  to  meet !  I  never  know  from  day  to 
day  but  that  some  rebel  of  a  Leaguer  may  finish  me  by  a 
stray  shot ;  much  less  do  I  know  where  or  how  I  may  be. 
The  present  is  all  I  have — let  me  enjoy  it." 

"  Ah,  Sire !  only  put  down  that  atrocious  League,  and  we 
will  meet  when  you  please.  I  shall  offer  up  no  end  of 
jfrayers  that  it  may  be  so." 

"  Whatever  comes  out  of  those  ruby  lips  will  not  fail  of 

being  heard ;  as  to  yom*  slave  Henry,  the'very  knowledge 

that  such  a  divinity  stoops  to  interest  herself  in  his  fate 

^jnll  serve  as  a  talisman  to  shield  him  from  every  danger." 

^K*'Your  Majesty  speaks  like  a  poet,"  and  a  soft  laugh 

^^■8  heard  out  of  the  darkness.      "  Now  adieu,  Sire  !     I 

^^sh  you  a  safe  journey  wherever  you  go,  and  may  you 

prevail  against    your    foes.     When  you  see  Monsieur  de 

liellegarde,  assure  him  of  my  love." 

k "  Ungrateful  Gabrielle  I  thus  to  trifle  with  me.     But  I 

we  proofs,  vrai  Dieu  !    I  have  proofs  that  shall  eure  you 

I  that  attachment." 

l2 
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"  Sire,  why  should  you  seek  to  make  me  unhappy  ? 
You  know  that  for  years  I  have  been  engaged  to  BeUe- 
garde,  and  that  I  look  forward  to  my  marriage  with  the 
utmost  delight.     Why,  then,  endeavour  to  separate  us  ?  " 

'^  Par  exempkj  ma  helle^  you  give  me  credit  for  being 
vastly  magnanimous,  upon  my  word  !  What  then,  Gabri- 
elle,  would  you  have  me  resign  you  without  a  struggle  ? 
— nay,  am  I  expected  to  bring  about  your  marriage  with  a 
rival  ?     That  is  a  little  too  much,  forsooth  !  " 

"  Nenniy  Sire ;  I  only  ask  you  not  to  prevent  it.  Such 
artifice  would  be  unworthy  so  generous  a  monarch  to  a 
faithful  servant  like  poor  Bellegarde,  to  whom  I  am" — 
and  she  could  not  help  again  laughing,  so  dismal  was  the 
look  of  the  King — "to  whom  I  am  bound  in  all  honour. 
Then  there  is  your  Majesty's  wife,  the  Queen  of  Navarre — 
for.  Sire,  you  seem  to  forget  that  you  have  a  wife." 

"  Yes,  as  I  have  a  Crown,  which  I  am  never  to  wear. 
That  infernal  Marguerite  is  keeping  her  state  with  a  ven- 
geance, and  forgetting,  par  DieUj  she  has  a  husband.  The 
people  of  Usson,  in  Auvergne,  call  shame  on  her,  and  they 
know  what  she  is  better  than  I  do." 

"  Sire,  I  beg  of  you  to  speak  at  least  with  respect  of 
Madame  Marguerite  de  France." 

"  Why  should  I  not  be  frank  with  you,  ma  belle ^  at  least  ? 
Ahj  Margot^  la  reine  Margot^  a  la  bonne  hewre  !  I  only  wish 
she  were  in  her  cofl&n  at  Saint-Denis  along  with  her 
brothers.  I  shall  be  quit  of  a  wife  altogether  until  I  enter 
Paris,  and  then  we  shall  see — ^we  shall  see  who  will  be 
crowned  with  me.  But,  mignonne^  I  must  indeed  bid  you 
adieu.  Morbleu!  my  people  will  think  I  am  lost,  and 
besiege  the  chateau.  Adieu  until  I  can  next  come.  I  will 
write  to  you  in  the  meantime.  Bemember  to  forget  Belle- 
garde,  as  you  value  the  favour  of  your  Sovereign." 

And  kissing  the  scarf  he  had  stolen  from  her,  the  King 
put  spurs  to  his  horse  and  galloped  away  into  the  darkness. 

Gabrielle  d'Estrees  followed  his  pernicious  counsel  but 
too  readily,  as  the  sequel  will  show.  Unable  to  resist  the 
continued  blandishments  of  the  King,  and  silencing  her 
conscience  by  a  belief  in  his  promise  of  marriage,  she  sacri- 
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^ficed  her  lover,  the  Due  de  Bellegarde,  sincerely  and  houour- 
ably  attached  to  her  for  many  years  and  whom  she  had 
once  really  hived,  for  the  sake  of  the  gallant  bnt  licentious 
Henry.  She  followed  the  King  to  Mantes,  in  company  with 
her  father,  whom  the  King  made  General  of  Artillery  and 
loaded  with  honours.  After  this  Henry  would  not  hear  of 
her  returning  to  the  Ch3,teau  of  Cceuvrcs,  a  place,  he  said, 
too  remote  and  diffieiilt  of  access.  He  finally  prevailed  on 
her  to  accompany  him  to  the  camp  at  Saint-Germain. 

The  Due  de  Bellegarde  was  banished. 

In  the  autumn  she  was  still  at  Saint-Germain,  where 
the  King,  in  hk  brief  intervals  of  leisure,  showed  more  and 
more  delight  in  her  society. 

One  day  he  entered  Gabrielle'e  apartment,and  diemiasing 
his  attendants  sank  into  a  chair  without  saying  a  word. 
He  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  Gabriclle  looked  up  at  him,  won- 
dering at  his  silence — she  perceived  that  ho  was  weeping. 
Surprised  at  his  emotion,  she  asked  him,  with  an  offended 
if  the  sight  of  her  had  caused  those  teal's,  for  if  such 

ire  the  case  she  would  go  back  to  the  Castle  of  Cceuvres, 

it  80  pleased  his  Majesty. 

" Mignonne"  replied  Henry  very  gravely,  taking  her 
hand  and  kissing  it,  '*  it  is  indeed  you  who  are  partly  the 
cause  of  my  grief,  but  not  because  you  are  here.  Seeing 
you  makes  me  envy  the  happiness  of  the  poorest  peasant  in 
my  dominions,  living  on  bread  and  gai-lic,  who  is  at  liberty, 
h^  the  woman  he  loves  beside  him,  and  is  his  own  master. 
I  am  no  king,  I  am  nothing  but  a  miserable  slave,  jostled 
between  C-'alvinists  and  Catholics,  who  both  distrust  me." 

"  Come,  come  Sire,  dismiss  these  fancies,  at  least  while 
you  are  with  me,"  answered  she. 

"  On  the  contraiT,  Gabrielle,  it  is  the  sight  of  you  that 
recaUs  them.  You  nave  escaped  from  the  control  of  a  father 
to  live  with  mc,  while  my  chains  press  about  me  tighter 
than  ever.  I  cannot,  I  dare  not  break  them, — and  be 
wholly  yours.     You  gain  and  I  lose — that  is  all." 

"  Sire,"  said  she  sadly,  "  I  am  not  sure  of  that.  Women, 
I  believe,  ai*e  best  in  the  chains  you  speak  of.     I  shall  see. 


Sui 


If  I  have  gained,  you  will  keep  yo 


[■  pro 


i  to  mc.     I  s 


150  OLD   COURT   LIFE    IN   FKANCE. 

not  SO  certain  of  it ;  all  I  know  is,  whatever  has  been  or  is 
to  be,  that  I  love  you,"  and  she  turned  her  languishing  blue 
eyes  full  upon  him. 

"  G^abrielle,  I  swear  I  will  keep  my  promise.  Does  not 
every  act  of  my  life  prove  my  devotion?" 

"  Well  then.  Sire,  succeed  in  putting  down  that  odious 
League,  march  on  Paris,  and  I  shall  be  happy.  To  see  you 
crowned  and  anointed  at  Eheims  I  would  give  my  life ! " 

"  Never  fear,  sweet ;  this  will  come  about  shortly,  I  am 
certain.  There  are,  however,  more  difficulties  than  you 
are  aware  of.  If  I  become  a  Catholic,  as  all  my  nobles 
wish  me  to  do — ^and  beautiM  France  is  well  worth  a  mass 
— ^then  the  Calvinists  will  at  once  reorganise  this  cursed 
League;  and,  if  I  persist  in  my  faith,  which  my  poor 
mother  reared  me  up  to  love  sincerely — why  then  I  shall 
be  forsaken  by  all  the  Catholics ;  a  fact  they  take  care  to 
remind  me  of  every  day  of  my  life.  Vrai  Dieu  !  I  only 
wish  I  were  once  again  Prince  of  Navarre,  firee  and  joyous, 
fighting  aud  hunting,  daucing  and  jousting,  without  an  acre 
of  lan^  as  I  wa^  foSierly."  ^ 

"  Sire,  all  will  be  well ;  be  more  sanguine,  I  entreat 
you.  If  my  poor  words  have  any  power  over  you,"  she 
added  encouragingly,  "dismiss  such  gloomy  thoughts. 
Believe  me,  the  futm*e  has  much  in  store  for  you  and  for 
me." 

"  Ah !  dear  Gabrielle,  when  I  am  far  away  over  moun- 
tains and  valleys,  separated  from  those  lovely  eyes  that  now 
beam  so  brightly  on  me,  I  feel  all  the  torments  of  jealousy. 
Away  from  you,  happiness  is  impossible." 

"  Well,  Sire,  if  it  is  only  my  presence  you  want,  I  wiU 
follow  you  to  the  end  of  the  world — I  will  go  anywhere ; " 
Gabrielle  spoke  with  passionate  ardour. 

"  Ma  mie  !  it  is  this  love  that  alone  enables  me  to  bear 
all  the  anxieties  and  troubles  that  surround  me  on  every 
side.  I  value  it  more  than  the  Crown  of  France ;  but  this 
very  love  of  yours,  entire  as  I  believe  it  to  be,  is  the  one 
principal  cause  of  my  misery." 

"  How  can  that  be  ?  "  answered  she  caressingly ;  "  I  love 
you — I  will  ever  be  constant,  I  swear  it  solemnly,  Henry." 
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"  Yes,"  replied  he  thoughtfully,  "  but  I  have  promised 
you  marriage — you  must  sit  beside  me  as  Queen  of  France. 
Do  you  forget  that  I  have  the  honour  of  being  the  husband 
of  a  queen — the  sister  of  three  defunct  monarchs — ^the 
most  abandoned,  the  most  disgraceftd,  the  most  odious — " 

"  Sire,  you  need  not  think  about  her ;  you  are  not 
obliged  to  be  a  witness  of  her  disorders.  Let  her  enjoy 
all  her  gallantries  at  the  Castle  of  Usson.     You  can  easily 

divorce  her  when  you  please and  then  nothing  can  part 

us." 

"  Ventre  Saint  Gris !  cursed  be  the  demon  who  dis- 
honours me  by  calling  herself  my  wife !  that  wretch  who 
prevents  my  marrying  the  angel  whom  I  love  so  entirely 
— ^your  own  sweet  self ! " 

"  Henry,  my  heart  at  least  is  yours." 

"  Yes,  dearest ;  but  not  more  mine  than  I  am  yours 
eternally — and  I  would  recompense  your  love  as  it  deserves. 
But  know,  Gabrielle,  that  Marguerite  de  Valois  absolutely 
refuses  to  consent  to  a  divorce  that  I  may  marry  you.  She 
declares  she  acts  in  my  interests ;  but  I  believe  her  odious 
pride  is  offended  at  being  succeeded  by  a  gentlewoman  of 
honest  and  ancient  lineage,  a  thousand  times  better  than 
all  the  Valois  that  ever  lived,  a  race  bom  of  the  devil,  I 
verily  believe.  I  have  threatened  her  with  a  state  trial ; 
the  proofs  against  her  are  flagrant.  She  knows  that  she 
would  in  that  case  be  either  beheaded  or  imprisoned  for  life. 
Not  even  that  shakes  her  resolve,  so  inveterate  is  she 
against  our  union." 

"  Alas !  poor  lady — did  she  ever  love  you  ?  " 

^'  Not  a  whit ;  she  was  false  from  the  beginning.  Let  us 
speak  of  her  no  more,"  said  the  King,  rising  and  walking 
up  and  down  the  room.  Then  stopping  opposite  Gabrielle, 
who,  dismayed  at  what  she  heard,  sat  with  her  face  buried 
in  her  hands,  he  asked  her,  '*  How  about  BeUegarde  ?  " 

Gabrielle  shrank  back,  then  looked  up  at  him. 

"  Are  you  sure  he  is  entirely  banished  from  your  re- 
membrance?" 

"  As  much  as  if  I  had  never  known  him,"  replied  she 
promptly. 
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"  I  depend  upon  your  pledge  of  meeting  him  no  more, 
because,  good-natured  as  I  am — ^and  I  am  good  natured, 
par  Dim! — I  am  somewhat  choleric  and  hot  (God  pardon 
me),  and  if  by  chance  I  ever  surprised  you  together,  why, 
vrai  Dieu^  if  I  had  my  sword  I  might  be  sorry  for  the 
consequences." 

"  Sire,  there  is  no  danger ;  you  may  wear  your  sword 
for  me.  If  such  a  thing  ever  occurred,  it  is  I  who  would 
deserve  to  die." 

"Well,  ma  mie^  I  must  draw  the  trenches  nearer  the 
walk  of  Paris.  In  my  absence  remain  at  Mantes,"  said 
Henry.  "  Then  I  must  advance  upon  Kouen.  I  expect  a 
vigorous  resistance,  and  God  only  knows  how  it  will  end. 
I  leave  all  in  your  care,  and  invest  you,  fair  Gabrielle, 
with  the  same  power  as  if  you  were  r^dly  queen.  "Would 
to  heaven  you  were— confound  that  devil  of  a  Margot !  I 
wiUretumteyou  as  often  as  I  can,  and  write  constantly. 
Now  I  must  say  that  sad  word,  adieu.  Adieu !  adieu !  ma 
mie.^^ 

Gabrielle  consoled  the  £jng  as  best  she  could,  and  after 
much  ado  he  took  his  departure,  always  repeating,  ^^  adieuj 
ma  mie.^^ 

After  he  had  passed  down  the  great  gallery,  Gabrielle 
rushed  to  one  of  the  windows  overlooking  the  entrance,  to 
catch  the  last  sight  of  him.  She  saw  him  vault  on  horse- 
back, and  ride  down  the  hill  with  a  brilliant  retinue ;  that 
excellent  creature,  Chicot  the  jester,  as  faithful  as  Achates, 
but  whom  he  had  the  misfortune  soon  after  to  lose,  close 
at  his  side. 
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Years  have  passed.  The  wars  of  the  League  are  over,  and 
Henry  is  undisputed  master  of  France.  He  has  proved 
himself  a  hero  in  a  hundred  battles,  but  has  acquired 
nothing  heroic  in  his  appearance.  Still  in  the  prime  of  life 
he  has  the  keenest  sense  of  enjoyment,  the  warmest  heart, 
the  old  love  of  danger  and  contempt  of  consequences. 
His  time  is  divided  between  hunting  in  the  forest  of  Fon- 
tainebleau  and  the  society  of  Qabrielle  d'Estrees,  with  her 
little  son  CsBsar,  created  Due  de  Venddme. 

Gbbrielle  has  nominally  been  married  to  the  Sieur  de 
Liancourt,  in  accordance  with  court  etiquette,  which  did 
not  permit  a  single  lady  permanently  to  form  part  of  a 
Covrt  without  a  Queen.  Henry  has  been  severely  com- 
mented  on  for  this  marriage  mockery,  for  husband  and 
wife  parted  at  the  church  door.  Qabrielle,  who  has  been 
created  Duchesse  de  Beaufort,  is  exceedingly  unpopular. 
The  divorce  from  "la  reine  Margot "  is  still  incomplete, 
that  obstinate  princess  objecting  to  conclude  the  needful 
formalities  on  the  ground  that  Qabrielle  is  not  of  royal 
blood.  Conquered  by  her  prayers,  her  sweetness,  and  her 
devotion,  Henry  is  stiU  resolved  to  marry  his  lovely  duchess. 
In  vain  he  urges,  threatens,  and  storms ;  the  tyrant  Queen 
will  not  consent.  By  Qabrielle's  advice  he  has  become  a 
Catholic.  "  Ma  G^abrielle,"  he  writes  from  Paris,  "  I  have 
yielded  to  your  entreaties.  I  have  spoken  to  the  bishops ; 
on  Sunday  I  make  the  perilons  leap.  I  kiss  my  angel's 
hand." 

A  strong  political  party  opposed  the  marriage.  Sully 
was  dead  against  it.     Gabriclle,  it  was  argued,  however 
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fascinating  and  correct  in  conduct,  was  no  match  for  Henry 
the  Great.  Besides,  as  being  already  the  mother  of  two 
children  by  the  King,  a  disputed  succession  would  be 
certain.  The  Court  of  Eome  had  plans  of  its  own,  too, 
about  the  King's  marriage,  and  already  the  name  of  Marie 
de  Medici  had  been  mentioned  as  a  fitting  consort.  The 
Pontiff  himself  favoured  the  match,  and  he  sdone  could  solve 
every  difficulty  with  regard  to  the  divorce.  Sully  looked 
askance  at  the  excessive  influence  Gabrielle  exercised  over 
his  master.  The  Florentine  marriage  was  approved  by  him, 
and  negotiations  had  already  begun.  Marie  de  Medici  ful- 
filled every  requirement.  She  was  young,  beautiful,  rich, 
and  allied  to  the  throne  of  Frauce  by  her  relative,  Catherine 
de  Medici.  As  long  as  Gabrielle  lived  there  was  no  chance 
of  inducing  the  King  to  consider  seriously  any  other  alliance. 
Must  she  die  ?  Poor  Gabrielle  !  there  were  not  wanting 
foreign  noblemen  like  Mar6chal  d'Omano,  besides  a  host  of 
low  Italian  usurers  and  Jews  brought  to  France  by 
Catherine  de  Medici — ^mere  mushrooms  who  had  acquired 
enormous  wealth  by  pillaging  the  Court — ^who  lent  the 
King  money  and  pandered  to  his  desires,  ready  and  willing 
to  forward  his  marriage  with  a  richly  dowered  princess, 
their  countrywoman,  even  by  a  crime. 

Gabrielle  is  at  Fontainebleau.  She  expects  the  King, 
who  is  in  Paris.  An  extraordinary  depression,  a  foreboding 
of  evil,  overwhelms  her.  She  knows  but  too  well  of  the 
powerftil  party  arrayed  against  her, — that  Sully  is  her 
enemy,  that  the  Pope  is  inflexible  about  granting  the 
divorce,  even  if  Marguerite  de  Valois  should  consent,  which 
she  will  not  whilst  Gabrielle  lives ;  she  knows  that  all 
France  is  reluctant  to  receive  her  as  its  queen.  But  there 
is  the  King's  promise  of  marriage,  repeated  again  and  again 
with  oaths  of  passionate  fondness.  Will  he  keep  that 
promise  of  mamage  ?  That  is  the  question.  She  knows 
he  loves  her ;  but  love  is  but  an  episode  in  the  chequered 
life  of  a  soldier-king.  How  many  others  has  he  not  loved  ? 
How  many  promises  of  marriage  has  he  not  broken  ?  True, 
she  is  always  treated  as  his  wife.  She  lodges  in  the  apart- 
ments assigned  to  the  Queen  of  France  in  the  "  Oval  Court." 
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Sho  is  seated  beside  him  on  occasions  of  state ;  every  favour  ' 
she  asks  is  granted,  all  who  recommend  themselves  to  her 
intercession  are  pardoned.  The  greatest  ladies  of  the  Court  I 
— ^the  Dnchesse  de  Guise  and  her  witfy  daughter,  the 
Duchesae  de  Ectz,  even  the  austere  Duchesse  de  Sully — 
are  proud  to  attend  upon  her.  Bcllegarde,  the  faithful 
Bfellcgarde,  restored  to  favour,  now  her  devoted  servant, 
watches  over  her  interests  with  ceaseless  anxiety.  Yet  her 
very  soul  is  heavy  within  her ;  her  position  is  intolerable. 
After  all,  what  is  she  but  the  mistress  of  the  King  ?  She 
shudders  at  the  thought. 

The  season  is  spring.  The  trees  are  green ;  their  tender 
foliage  but  lightly  shades  the  formal  walks  ranged  round 
a  fountain  in  a  little  garden  (still  remaining)  that  Henry 
has  made  for  her  under  the  palace  walls.  The  fountain,  in 
the  centre  of  a  parterre  of  grass  and  flowers,  catches  the 
rays  of  the  April  sun,  glitters  for  an  instant  in  a  flood  of  1 
rainbow  tints,  then  foils  back  in  showers  of  spray  into  a 
marble  basin  supported  by  statues. 

GabrieUe  is  dressed  in  a  white  robe ;  the  long  folds 
trail  upon  the  ground.  Her  auburn  hair,  drawn  off  her 
face,  is  gathered  into  a  coronet  of  gold ;  rich  lace  covers 
her  bosom,  and  a  high  ruif  rises  from  her  shoulders ;  on 
her  neck  is  a  string  of  peai-ls,  to  which  is  attached  a 
immature  of  the  King.  "With  the  years  that  have  passed 
the  bloom  of  youth  is  gone ;  the  joyous  expression  of 
early  days  has  died  out  of  those  soft  pleading  eyes.  Lovely 
she  is  still ;  her  complexion  is  delicately  fair,  and  the  pen- 
sive look  in  her  face  is  touching  to  the  last  degree. 
Graceful  and  gracious  as  ever,  there  is  a  sedate  dignity,  a 
tempered  reserve  in  her  address,  befitting  the  royal  station 
which  awaits  her. 

She  stops,  sighs,  then  listens  for  the  sound  of  horses' 
feet.  There  is  not  a  breath  stirring,  save  the  hum  of 
insects  about  the  foimtain  and  the  murmur  of  the  breeze 
among  the  trees.  She  takes  from  her  bosom  a  letter.  It 
is  in  the  King's  handwriting  and  shows  manifest  signs 
of  having  been  often  handled.  She  kisses  the  signature, 
and  reads  these  words : — 
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"  You  conjured  me  to  take  with  me  as  much  love  for 
you  as  I  know  I  leave  with  you  for  me.  Now  in  two 
hours  after  you  receive  this  you  shall  behold  a  knight 
who  adores  you.  People  call  him  King  of  France  and  of 
Navarre,  but  he  calls  himself  your  subject  and  your 
slave.  No  woman  can  compare  to  you  in  judgment  or 
in  beauty.  I  cherish  and  honour  you  beyond  all  earthly 
things." 

A  dreamy  smile  comes  over  her  face.  Again  she  raises 
her  head  to  Ksten,  and  again  hears  nothing.  Wearily  she 
paces  round  and  round  the  fountain,  holding  the  letter 
still  in  her  hands.  Then  she  re-enters  the  palace  by  an 
arcaded  corridor,  and  mounting  a  flight  of  steps,  seats 
herself  in  the  vestibule  to  await  the  King's  arrival.  At 
length  he  enters  the  court  named  "The  White  Horse." 
Gabrielle  is  on  the  terrace  to  receive  him. 

"  You  are  late.  Sire." 

"  Yes,  sweetheart.  I  thought  I  should  never  get  here. 
The  Seine  was  swollen  and  we  had  a  saucy  ferryman. 
Come  hither,  Gabrielle,  and  I  will  tell  you  what  he  said, 
while  he  pulled  us  across  the  river.  He  was  a  funny 
rogue." 

"  Did  he  not  know  you  then.  Sire  ?  " 

"No.  .How  should  he  in  this  grey  doublet  and  with 
only  a  single  gentleman  ?  He  asked  me  if  we  were  gallants 
for  the  Court.  I  said  Yes,  we  were  bound  to  Fontaine- 
bleau  to  bunt  with  tiie  Eng.  *  People  say  we  have  a 
hero  for  a  King,'  he  said ;  '  but,  morhUu  I  this  hero  taxes 
everything.  Even  the  very  boat  your  excellency  sits  in  is 
taxed.  We  will  pray  for  hun  nevertheless ;  he  is  an  honest 
King.  But  it  is  his  mistress,  folks  say,  who  wants  the 
money  to  pay  for  her  fine  gauds  and  dresses.  She  is  but 
a  plaik  gentlewoman  bom,  ^r  aU.  If  she  were  a  princess 
now,  why  then  I'd  forgive  her.'  So  you  see,  Gabrielle, 
when  you  are  a  queen,  the  people  will  love  you  and  pay 
the  taxes  willingly."  And  Henry  laughs  and  looks  at 
Gabrielle,  who  has  changed  colour;  but  the  King  does 
not  observe  it  and  continues  his  story.  "  ^  Sirrah,'  I  said 
to  him,  ^  you  malign  a  charming  lady.'     ^  Devil  take  her ! ' 
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replied  the  eliurlisli  fenyinan ; '  I  wish  she  were  in  heaven.'« 
So  I  rode  away  without  paj-ing  my  toll.  The  i'ellow  bol-1 
lowed  after  mc,  and  ran,  but  ooultl  not  catch  me.  WftJ 
will  call  this  droh  hither,  and  divert  ourselves  with  him."  1 

As  Henry  proceeds  with  his  story,  Gahrielle's  look  o£a 
pain  has  deepened.  I 

"  I  pray  your  Majesty  to  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  shal 
answers  sharply;  "I  do  not  love  coarse  jokes."  Henryl 
looks  at  her  with  surprise.  I 

"  I  am  wretched  enough  already,  heaven  knows,  withoutl 
being  mocked  by  the  ribaldry  of  a  low  bargeman,  who  J 
after  all,  has  reason  for  what  he  says.  Why  did  youj 
tell  me  this  story,  Henry?"  she  adds  in  a  plaintive  tone,B 
bm-sting  into  tears.    "Ami  not  degraded  enough  already  ?"■ 

"  How,  Gabrielle,  this  from  you  ?  when,  spite  of  every  ob->l 
stacle,  within  a  few  weeks  you  will  be  crowned  my  queen  ?"  1 

A  knock  is  now  heard  at  the  door,  and  Sully  enters. 
He  looks  hot  and   surly.     He   barely   salutes  the  King, 
and  scowls  at  Gabrielle,  who  instantly  retreats  to  the  far- 
ther comer  of  the  room.    Sully  wears  a  threadbare  doublet,.J 
his  grey  hair  is  uncombed  over  his  forehead,  and  he  carries  I 
some  papers  in  his  hand.  1 

"  Sire,"  he  says,  addressing  the  King  abruptly  and  un- 
folding these  papers,  "  if  you  pass  this  doeimaent,  you  had 
better  declare  yourself  at  once  the  husband  of  her  grace 
there,  the  Duchesse  de  Beaufort."      Sully  points  at  G^-J 
brielle,  who  cowers  in  the  comer.  I 

Poor  Gabrielle  is  thunderstruck,   and  trembles  at  the! 
certainty  of  a  violent  scene.     She  had  often  had  to  bear 
at  different  times  roughness,  and  even  rudeness,  from  Sully, 
hut  such  language  as  this  she  had  never  heard.     Wliat 
does  it  mean  ?  J 

Tlie  King  takes  the  papers  in  his  hand.  I 

"  What   are   these,    Sully  ? "    he    says,    looking  grave.  I 
"Bills  for  the  entertainment  given  by  the  Duchesse  de 
Beaufort  for  the  baptism  of  my  second  son,  Alexander,  son 
of  France,  eight  thousand  francs !  Impossible  !  Baptismal 
fees  for  a  son  of  France  ?    There  is  no  son  of  Pmnce.     XJ 
wish  to  God  there  wore  !    Wliat  does  all  this  mean,  Sully  ?*^ 


158  OLD   COURT   LIFE   IN   FRANCE. 

^'It  means,  Sire,  that  if  you  sign  that  paper,  I  shall 
leave  the  Court." 

"Come,  come,  my  good  Bosny,  you  forget  that  the 
Duchess  is  present;"  and  he  glances  at  Gte.brielle,  who 
lay  back  on  the  arm-chair,  weeping  bitterly. 

"No,  Sire;  I  mean  what  I  say.  My  advice  is  disre- 
garded ;  I  am  superseded  by  a  council  of  women ; "  and  he 
turns  fiercely  towards  -the  Duchess.  "  The  nation  groans 
under  heavy  taxes.  Complaints  reach  me  from  every 
quarter.  What  am  I  to  do,  if  the  revenues  are  squan- 
dered like  this  ?  " 

Gbbrielle's  sobs  had  now  become  audible.  Henry,  still 
holding  the  paper,  looks  greatly  perplexed. 

"  The  amoimt  is  cerfaonly  enormous.  Some  enemy  of 
her  grace  must  have  done  this.  Tell  me,  Gte.brielle,  you 
cannot  have  sanctioned  it  ?  There  are  no  '  sons  of  France.* 
Say  to  me,  Qabrielle,  that  you  were  ignorant  of  all  this." 

Gte.brielle  neither  speaks  nor  moves,  save  that  she  shakes 
with  sobs.  Sully  gazes  at  her  with  a  cynical  air  as  of  a 
man  who  would  not  be  deceived. 

"You  see,  Eosny,"  whispers  the  King  into  his  ear, 
"  that  she  does  not  govern  me,  much  as  I  love  her.  You 
do  me  wrong  to  say  so."  Sully  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
"No,  she  shall  not  control  you,  who  only  live  for  my 
service.  I  must  make  her  feel  that  I  am  displeased. 
Speak,  Qabrielle,"  he  continues  aloud,  in  a  voice  which  he 
endeavours  to  make  severe,  "  speak."  Eeceiving  no  answer 
he  turns  away  with  affected  unconcern;  Yet  in  spite  of 
his  words,  he  glances  over  his  shoulder  to  watch  her. 
Had  Sully  not  been  present,  he  would  have  flown  to  her 
on  the  spot  and  yielded.  This  Sully  well  knew ;  so  he 
did  not  stir. 

There  is  an  awkward  pause.  Horrible  suspicions  rush 
into  Gte.brielle*s  mind.  That  strange  story  of  the  ferryman 
and  the  taxes;  Sully's  audacious  language;  the  King's 
coldness :  it  could  only  mean  one  thins:,  and  as  this  con- 
viction  comes  over  her,  her  heart  dies  T^thin  her. 

"  Sire,"  she  answers  at  last,  suppressing  her  sobs  as  she 
best  could  and  approaching  where  Henry  stood,  affecting 
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■Mot  to  notice  her,  "  I  see  that  you  have  permitted  the  Due 
I  do  Sully  to  conio  here  in  order  to  insult  me.    You  want  to 
|al)andon  mo,  Sire.     Say  so  frankly  ;  it  is  more  worthy  of 
}  you.      But  remember  that  I  am  not  hero  by  my  own  wish, 
save  for  tho  love  I  bear  you,"     As  she  utters  these  words 
her  voice  nearly  failed  her ;  but  by  a  sti'oug  effort  she  con- 
tinues, "  No  one  can  feel  more  forlorn  than  I  do.     Tour 
Majesty  has  promised  me  marriage  against  the  advice  of 
youi'  ministers.    This  scene  is  arranged  between  you  to 
justify  you  in  breaking  your  sacred  word,  else  you  could 
never  allow  the  lady  whom  you   design  for  so  high  an 
honour  to  be  thus  treated  in  your  very  presence." 

Henry,    placed   between   Sully  .and   Gabrielle,  is  both 

angry  tmd  embarrassed.     Her  bitter  words  have  stung  him 

to  the  quick.    He  knows  that  she  has  no  cause  to  doubt  his 

loyalty. 

I       '^  Par  Dieu,  madame,  you  have  made  me  a  fine  speech. 

I  You  talk  all  this  nonsense  to  make  me  dismiss   Kosny. 

,    If  I  must  choose  between  you,  let  me  tell  you,  Duchesse, 

I  can  part  with  you  better   than  with  him."     Gabrielle 

turns  very  pale,  and  clings  to  a  chair  for  support.     "  Come, 

Kosny,    we   will   have   a  ride   in   the   forest,    and    leave 

Lthe    Duchesse   to   recover   her    usually   sweet   temper ; " 

1  without  one  look  at  her,  Henry  strode  towards  tlie 

floor. 

These  bitter  words  ai-e  more  than  his  gentle  mistress 

w.     With  a  wild  scream  she  rushed  forward,  and 

■fell  flat  upon  the  floor  at  the  King's  feet.     Henry,  greatly 

moved,  gathers  her  up  tenderly  in  his  arms.    Even  the 

stem  Sully  relents.     He  looked  at  her  sorrowfully,  shook 

his  head,  collected  his  papers,  and  departed. 

The  Holy-week  is  at  hand,  GabrieUo,  who  is  to  be 
crowned  mthin  a  month,  is  to  communicate  and  keep  her 
Easter  publicly  at  Paris,  while  the  Xing  remains  at  Fon- 
tainebleau.  An  unaccountable  terror  of  Paris  and  a  longing 
desire  not  to  leave  the  King  overwhelm  her.  Again  and 
again  she  alters  the  horn-  of  her  dcpartui-c.  She  takes 
Henry's  hand  and  wanders  with  him  to  the  Orangei-y,  to 
the  lake  where  the  carp  arc  led,  to  the  fountain  garden, 
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and  to  the  Salle  de  Diane,  which  he  is  building.  She 
cannot  tear  herself  from  him.  She  speaks  much  to  him 
of  their  children,  and  commends  them  again  and  again  to 
his  love.  She  adjures  him  not  to  forget  her  during  her  ab- 
sence. 

"Why !  ma  belle  des  belles  ! "  exclaims  the  King,  "  one 
would  think  you  were  going  round  the  world ;  remember, 
in  ten  days  I  shall  join  you  in  Paris,  and  then  my  G^a- 
brielle  shall  return  to  Fontainebleau  as  Queen  of  iWnce. 
I  have  ordered  that  bon  diable  Zametti,  to  receive  you  at 
Paris  as  though  you  were  already  crowned." 

Now  Zametti  was  an  Italian  Jew  from  Genoa,  who  had 
originally  come  to  France  in  the  household  of  Catherine  de 
Medici,  as  her  shoemaker.  He  had  served  her  and  all  her 
sons  in  that  capacity,  until  Henry  III.,  amused  by  his 
jests,  and  perceiving  him  to  be  a  man  of  no  mean  talents, 
gave  him  a  place  in  the  Customs.  Zametti's  fortune  was 
made,  and  he  became  henceforth  usurer  and  money-lender 
in  chief  to  the  reigning  monarch. 

"  I  love  not  Zametti,"  replies  Gabrielle,  shuddering.  "  I 
wish  I  were  going  to  my  aimt,  Madame  de  Sourdis,  she 
always  gives  me  good  advice.  Cannot  your  Majesty  arrange 
that  it  should  be  so  stiU  ?  " 

"It  is  too  late,  sweetheart.  I  do  not  like  Madame 
de  Sourdis ;  she  is  not  a  fitting  companion  for  my  Gabrielle. 
Zametti  has,  by  my  orders,  already  prepared  his  house  for 
your  reception,  and  certain  parures  for  your  approval ;  be- 
sides, what  objection  can  you  have  to  Zametti,  the  most 
courteous  and  amusing  of  men  ?  " 

"Alas!  Henry,  I  cannot  tell;  but  I  dread  him.  I 
would  I  were  returned.  I  feel  as  though  I  were  entering 
a  tomb.     I  am  haimted  by  the  most  dismal  fancies." 

She  drives  through  the  forest  accompanied  by  the  King, 
who  rides  beside  her  litter,  attended  by  the  Dues  de 
Eetz,  Eoquelaure,  Montbazon,  and  the  Mar^chal  d'Omano, 
to  M61un,  where  a  royal  barge  awaits  her,  attended  by  a 
flotilla  of  boats  decorated  witii  flags  and  streamers  in  the 
Venetian  style.  Here  they  take  a  tender  farewell ;  again 
and  again  Gabrielle  throws  herself  upon  the  King's  neck 
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and  whispers  through  hor  tears  that  they  will  never  meet 
again.  Henry  laughs,  but,  seeiag  her  agitation,  Avould 
have  accompanied  her  and  have  braved  the  religious  preju- 
dices of  the  Parisians,  had  it  not  been  for  the  entreaties 
of  d'Omano.  Almost  by  force  is  he  restrained.  Gabriello 
embarks ;  he  stands  watching  her  as  the  barge  is  towed 
rapidly  through  the  stream ;  one  more  longing,  liagering 
look  die  casts  upon  him,  then  disappears  from  his  sight. 
Downcast  and  sorrowful  the  King  rides  back  to  Fontaine- 
bleau. 

All  night  long  Gabrielle  is  towed  up  the  river.  She 
arrives  at  Paris  hi  the  morning.  Zamctti,  the  Italian  usurer 
and  jeweller,  with  a  numerous  suite  of  nobles  and  attend- 
ants, is  waiting  on  the  quay  to  receive  her.  She  is  carried 
to  Zametti's  house  or  rather  palace,  for  it  was  a  princely 
abode,  near  the  Arsenal,  in  the  new  quarter  of  Paris  then 
called  the  Marais. 

Here  unusual  luxuries  await  her,  such  as  were  common 
only  in  Italy  and  among  Italian  princes :  magnificent  fur- 
niture, embroidered  stuffs,  delicious  perfumes,  rich  dishes. 
She  rests  through  the  day  (the  evening  having  been  passed 
in  the  company  of  the  Duchesse  de  Guise  and  her  daughter), 
and  the  first  night  she  sleeps  well.  Next  day  she  rises 
early  and  goes  to  church.  Before  she  leaves  the  house, 
Zametti  presents  hdr  with  a  highly  decorated  filigree  bottle, 
containing  a  strong  perfume. 

Before  the  service  is  over  she  faints.  She  is  carried 
back  and  placed,  by  her  own  desire,  in  Zametti's  garden, 
under  a  tuft  of  trees.  She  calls  for  refreshments.  Again 
in  the  garden  she  sinks  back  insensible.  This  time  it  -is 
Tery  difficult  to  revive  her.  When  she  recovers,  she  is 
undressed  and  orders  a  litter  to  be  instantly  prepared  to 
bear  her  to  her  aunt's  house,  which  is  situated  near  Saint- 
Germain  PAuxerrois,  close  to  the  Louvre. 

■  In  the  meantime  her  head  aches  violently,  but  she  is 
carried  to  her  aunt's,  where  she  is  put  to  bed.  Here  she 
lies  with  her  sweet  eyes  wide  open  and  turned  upward,  her 
beautiful  face  livid,  and  her  mouth  distorted.  In  her 
anguish   she  calls  incessantly  for  the  King.     He  cannot 
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come,  for  it  is  Holy-week,  which  he  must  pass  out  of  her 
company.  She  tries  to  write  to  him,  to  tell  him  of  her 
condition.  The  pen  drops  from  her  hand.  A  letter  from 
him  is  given  her ;  she  cannot  read  it.  Convulsions  come 
on,  and  she  expires  insensible. 

That  she  died  poisoned  is  certain.  Poisoned  either 
by  tiie  subtle  perfiune  in  the  filigree  bottle,  or  by  some 
highly  flavoured  dish  of  Zametti's  Italian  cuisine. 


CHAPTER  XXYl. 


biron's  treason.    « 


The  scene  is  again  at  Fontainebleau.  Henry's  brow  is 
knit.  He  is  gloomy  and  sad.  With  slow  steps  he  quits 
the  palace  by  the  Golden  Gate,  passes  through  the  par- 
terre garden  under  the  shadow  of  the  lime  herceau  which 
borders  the  long  facade  of  the  palace,  and  reaches  a  pavilion 
under  a  grove  of  trees  overlooking  the  park  and  the  canal. 
This  pavilion  is  the  house  he  has  built  for  Sully.  The 
statesman  is  seated  writing  in  an  upper  chamber  over- 
looking the  avenues  leading  to  the  forest. 

The  King  enters  unannounced;  he  throws  his  arms 
round  Sully,  then  sinks  into  a  chair.  Sully  looks  at  him 
unmoved.  He  is  accustomed  to  outbreaks  of  passion  and 
remorse  caused  by  the  King's  love  affairs,  and  he  mentally 
ascribes  his  master's  present  trouble  to  this  cause.  "  Sully," 
says  Henry,  speaking  at  last,  "  I  am  betrayed,  betrayed  by 
my  dearest  friend.  Ventre  de  ma  vie  !  Marechal  Biron  has 
conspired  against  me,  with  Spain." 

"How,  Sire?"  cries  Sully,  bounding  from  his  chair; 
"  have  you  proofs  ?  " 

"  Ay,  SuUy,  only  too  complete ;  his  agent  and  secretary 
Lafin  has  confessed  everything.  Lafin  is  now  at  Fon- 
tainebleau. I  have  long  doubted  the  good  faith  of  Biron, 
but  I  must  now  bring  myself  to  hold  him  as  a  traitor." 

"  If  your  Majesty  has  sufficient  proofs,"  said  Sully,  re- 
seating himself,  "  have  him  at  once  arrested.  Allow  him 
no  time  to  communicate  with  your  enemies." 

"  No,  Sully,  no ;  I  cannot  do  that :  I  must  give  my  old 
friend  a  chance.  Of  his  treason,  there  is,  however,  no 
question.     He  has  intrigued  for  years  with  the  Duke  of 
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Savoy  and  with  Spain,  giving  out  as  his  excuse  that  the 
Catholic  faith  is  endangered  by  my  heresy,  and  that  I  am 
a  Calvinist.  He  has  entered  into  a  treasonable  alliance 
with  Bouillon  and  d' Auvergne ;  and  worse,  oh,  far  worse 
than  all,  during  the  campaign  in  Switzerland  he  com- 
manded the  battery  of  St.  Catherine's  Fort  to  be  pointed 
against  me. — God  knows  how  I  was  saved." 

^'  Monstrous  !  "  cries  Sully,  casting  up  his  hands.  "  And 
your  Majesty  dallies  with  such  a  miscreant  ?  " 

"Yes,  I  can  make  excuses  for  him.  He  has  been  irri- 
tated against  me  by  the  base  insinuations  of  the  Duke  of 
Savoy.  Biron  is  vain,  hot-tempered,  and  credulous.  I 
know  every  detail.  He  shall  come  here  to  Fontaineblcau : 
I  have  simimoned  him.  The  sight  of  his  old  master  will 
melt  his  heart.  He  will  confide  in  me ;  he  will  confess, 
and  I  shall  pardon  him." 

"  I  trust  it  may  be  as  your  Majesty  wishes,"  answers 
Sully;  "but  you  are  playing*  a  dangerous  game,  Sire. 
God  help  you  safe  out  of  it." 

Biron,  ignorant  of  the  treachery  of  Lafln,  arrives  at  Fon- 
taineblcau. He  reckons  on  the  King's  ignorance  and  their 
old  friendship,  and  trusts  to  a  confident  bearing  and  a  bold 
denial  of  all  charges.  They  meet — the  Marechal  and  the 
King— in  the  great  parterre,  where,  it  being  the  month  of 
June,  sweetly  scented  herbs  and  gay  flowers  fill  the  dia- 
monded beds — ^under  the  lime  berceau  surrounding  the 
garden.  Biron,  perfectly  composed,  makes  three  low  obei- 
sances to  the  King,  then  kisses  his  hand.  Henry  salutes 
him.  His  eyes  are  moist  as  he  looks  at  him.  ^'  You  have 
done  well  to  confide  in  me,"  he  says ;  "  I  am  very  glad  to 
see  you,  Biron,"  and  he  passes  his  arm  round  the  MarechaPs 
neck,  and  draws  him  off  to  describe  to  him  the  many  archi- 
tectural plans  ho  has  formed  for  the  embellishment  of  the 
chateau,  and  to  show  him  the  great  "  gallery  of  Diana" 
which  is  in  course  of  decoration.  He  hopes  that-Birqn 
wiU  understand  his  feelings,  and  that  kindness  wiU  tempt 
him  to  confess  his  crime.  Biron,  however,  is  convinced 
that  if  ho  braves  the  matter  out,  he  will  escape ;  he  ascribes 
Henry's  clemency  to  an  infatuated  attachment  to  himself. 
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He  wears  an  unruffled  brow,  is  cautious  and  plausible 
though  somewhat  silent,  carefully  avoids  all  topics  which 
might  lead  to  discussion  of  any  matters  touching  his  con- 
duct, and  pointedly  disregards  the  hints  thrown  out  from 
time  to  time  by  the  King.  Henry  is  miserable ;  he  feels 
he  must  arrest  the  Marechal.  Sully  urges  him  to  lose 
no  time.  Still  his  generous  heart  longs  to  save  his  old 
friend  and  companion  in  arms. 

Towards  evening  the  Court  is  assembled  in  the  great 
saloon.  The  King  is  playing  a  game  of  primero.  Biron 
enters.  He  invites  him  to  join ;  Biron  accepts,  and  takes 
up  the  cards  with  apparent  unconcern.  The  King  watches 
him ;  is  silent  and  absent,  and  makes  many  mistakes  in  the 
game.  The  clock  strikes  eleven,  Henry  rises,  and  taking 
Biron  by  the  arm,  leads  him  into  a  small  retiring-room  or 
cabinet  ai  the  bottom  of  the  throne-room,  now  forming 
part  of  that  large  apartment.  The  King  closes  the  door 
carefully.  His  countenance  is  darkened  by  excitement  and 
anxiety.  His  manner  is  so  constrained  and  unnatural  that 
Biron  begins  to  question  himself  as  to  his  safety ;  still  he 
sees  no  other  resource'  but  to  brave  his  treason  out.  ^^My 
old  companion,"  says  the  King,  in  an  unsteady  voice, 
standing  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  "you  and  I  are 
countrymen ;  we  have  known  each  other  from  boyhood. 
We  were  playfellows.  I  was  then  the  poor  Prince  de 
Beam,  and  you,  Biron,  a  cadet  of  Gontaut.  Our  fortunes 
have  changed  since  then.  I  am  a  great  king,  and  you  are 
a  Duke  and  Marechal  of  France."  Biron  bows ;  his  confi- 
dent bearing  does  not  fail  him. 

"NoAV,  Biron,"  and  Henry's  good-natui'ed  face  grows 
stem — "  I  have  called  you  here  to  say,  that  if  you  do  not 
instantly  confess  the  truth  (and  all  the  truth,  instantly 
mindj,  you  will  repent  it  bitterly.  I  was  in  hopes  you 
would  have  done  so  voluntarily,  but  you  have  refused. 
— ^Now  I  can  wait  no  longer." 

"Sire,  I  have  not  failed  in  my  duty,"  replies  Biron 
haughtily;  "I  have  nothing  to  confess;  you  do  me  in- 
justice." 

"  Alas,  my  old  friend,  thif?  denial  does  not  avail  you.     I 
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know  all !  " — and  Henry  sighs  and  fixes  his  eyes  stead- 
fastly upon  him.  "I  conjure  you  to  make  a  voluntary 
confession,  and  to  spare  me  the  pain  of  your  public  trial. 
I  have  kept  the  matter  purposely  secret.  I  mil  not  dis- 
grace you,  if  possible." 

"Sire,"  answers  Biron,  with  a  well-simulated  air  of 
offended  dignity,  "  I  have  already  said  I  have  nothing  to 
confess.  I  can  only  beseech  your  Majesty  to  confront 
me  with  my  accusers." 

"That  cannot  be  done  without  public  disgrace — ^with- 
,out  danger  to  your  life,  Marechal.  Come,  Biron,"  he 
adds,  in  a  softer  tone,  and  turning  his  eyes  upon  him 
where  he  stands  before  him,  dogged  and  obstinate ;  "  come, 
my  old  friend,  believe  me,  every  detail  is  known  to  me ; 
your  life  is  in  my  hand." 

"  Sire,  you  wm  never  have  any  other  answer  from  me. 
Where  are  my  accusers  ?  " 

"Avow  all,  Biron,  fearlessly,"  continues  Henry,  in  the 
same  tone,  as  if  not  hearing  him.  "  Open  your  heart  to 
me; — I  can  make  allowances  for  you,  perchance  many 
allowances.  You  have  been  told  lies,  you  have  been» 
sorely  tempted.     Open  your  heart, — I  will  screen  you." 

"  Sire,  my  heart  is  true.  Kemember  it  was  I  who  first 
proclaimed  you  king,  when  you  had  not  a  dozen  followers, 
at  Saint-Cloud,"  Biron  speaks  with  firmness,  but  avoids 
the  piercing  glance  of  the  King;  "I  shall  be  happy  to 
answer  any  questions,  but  I  have  nothing  to  confess." 

"  Ventre  Saint  Oris  ! "  cries  Henry,  reddening,  "  are 
you  mad?  Confess  at  once — make  haste  about  it.  If 
you  do  not,  I  swear  by  the  crown  I  wear  to  convict  you 
publicly  as  a  felon  and  a  traitor.  But  I  would  save  you, 
Mar6chal,"  adds  Henry  in  an  altered  voice,  laying  his 
hand  upon  his  arm,  "  God  knows  I  would  save  you,  if  you 
will  let  me.  Par  Dieu  !  I  will  forgive  you  all ! "  he  ex- 
claims, in  an  outburst  of  generous  feeling. 

"  Sire,  I  can  only  reply — confront  me  with  my  accusers. 
I  am  your  Majesty's  oldest  friend.  I  have  no  desire  but 
the  service  of  your  Majesty." 

"  Would  to   God   it  were   so ! "    exclaims   the   King, 
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turning  upon  Biron  a  look  of  inexpressible  compaasion. 
Then  moving  towai-ds  tho  door  ho  opens  it,  and  looks 
back  at  Biron,  who  still  stands  where  he  has  left  him, 
with  his  arms  crossed,  in  the  centre  of  the  room.  "  Adieu, 
Baron  de  Biron  ! " — and  the  King  emphasises  the  word 
"  Baron,"  his  original  title  before  he  had  received  titles 
and  honours — "  adieu  !  I  would  have  saved  you  had  you 
let  me — your  blood  be  on  your  own  head."  The  door 
closed — Henry  was  gone. 

Biron  gave  a  deep  sigh  of  relief,  passed  his  hand  over 
his  brow,  which  was  moist  with  perspiration,  and  prepared 
to  follow. 

As  he  was  passing  the  threshold,  Vitry,  the  Captain  of 
the  Guard,  seized  him  by  the  shoulder,  and  wrenched  his 
Bword  from  its  scabbard.     "  I  arrest  you,  Due  de  Biron  ! " 

Biron  staggered,  and  looked  up  with  astonishment. 
"  This  must  be  some  jest,  Vitry  !  " 

"No  jest,  monscignour.  In  the  King's  name,  you  arc 
my  prisoner." 

"  As  a  peer  of  France,  I  claim  my  right  to  speak  with 
his  Majesty  I  "  cried  Biron  loudly.  "  Lead  me  to  the 
King ! » 

"  No,  Bukc ;  the  King  is  gone — his  Majesty  refuses 
to  see  you  agiiin." 

Once  in  the  hands  of  justice,  Biron  vainly  solicited  the 
pardon  which  Henry  would  gladly  liavo  granted.  He  was 
arraigned  before  the  parliament,  convicted  of  treitson,  and 
beheaded  at  the  Bastille  privatdy,  the  only  favour  he  could 
obtain  from  the  master  he  had  betrayed. 

*  *  *  •  « 

The  pleasant  days  are  now  long  past  when  Henry  wan- 
dered, disguised  as  a  Spaniard  or  a  peasant,  together  with 
Bellegarde  and  Chicot  in  search  of  adventures — ^when  he 
braved  the  enemy  to  meet  Gabrielle,  and  escaped  the 
ambuscades  of  the  League  by  a  miracle.  He  lives  prin- 
cipally at  the  Louvre,  and  is  always  surrounded  by  a  bril- 
liant  Court.  He  has  grown  clumsy  and  round-shouldered, 
iand  shows  much  of  the  Gascon  swagger  in  Im  gait.  He 
lis  coarse -featured  and  red-faced;    his  hair  is  white;   his 
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nose  seems  longer — in  a  word,  he  is  uglier  than  ever. 
His  manners  are  rougher,  and  he  is  still  more  free  of 
tongue.  There  is  a  senile  leer  in  his  eyes,  peering  from 
under  the  tuft  of  feathers  that  rests  on  the  brim  of  his 
felt  hat,  as,  cane  in  hand,  he  passes  from  group  to  group 
of  deeply  curtseying  beauties  in  the  galleries  of  the  Louvre. 
He  has  neither  the  chivalric  bearing  of  Francis  I.,  nor  the 
refined  elegance  of  the  Valois  princes.  Beginning  with 
his  first  wife,  "la  reine  Margot,"  the  most  fascinating, 
witty,  and  depraved  princess  of  her  day,  his  experience  of 
the  sex  has  been  various.  The  only  woman  who  really 
loved  him  was  poor  Gabrielle,  and  to  her  alone  he  had 
been  tolerably  constant.  Her  influence  over  him  was 
gentle  and  humane,  and,  although  she  sought  to  legalise 
their  attachment  by  marriage,  she  was  singularly  free  from 
pride  or  personal  ambition. 

Now  she  is  dead.  He  has  wedded  a  new  wife,  Marie  de 
Medici,  whose  ample  charms  and  imperious  ways  are  little 
to  his  taste.  "  We  have  married  yoil,  Sire,"  said  Sully 
to  him,  entering  his  room  one  day,  bearing  the  marriage 
contract  in  his  hand ;  "  you  have  only  to  afl&x  your  signa- 
ture." "Well,  well,"  Henry  had  replied,  "so  be  it.  If 
the  good  of  France  demands  it,  I  will  marry."  Neverthe- 
less, he  had  bitten  his  nails  furiously  and  stamped  up  and 
down  the  room  for  some  hours,  like  a  man  possessed.  Ever 
reckless  of  consequences,  he  consoles  himself  by  plunging 
deeper  than  ever  into  a  series  of  intrigues  which  compro- 
mise his  dignity  and  create  endless  difficulties  and  dangers. 

What  complicated  matters  was  his  readiness  to  promise 
marriage.  He  would  have  had  more  wives  than  our 
Henry  VIII.  could  he  have  made  good  all  his  engage- 
ments. Gabrielle  would  have  been  his  queen  in  a  few 
weeks  had  not  the  subtle  poison  of  Zametti,  the  Italian 
usurer,  cleared  her  from  the  path  of  the  Florentine  bride. 
Even  in  the  short  interval  between  her  death  and  the  land- 
ing of  Marie  de  Medici  at  Marseilles,  he  had  yielded  to  the 
wiles  of  Henrietto  de  Balsac  d'Entragucs,  half-sister  to 
the  Comtc  d'Auvergne,  son  of  Charles  IX.,  and  had  given 
her  a  formal  promiise  of  marriage. 
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Henriette  cared  only  for  the  sovereign,  not  for  the  man, 
who  was  old  enough  to  be  her  father.  In  the  glory  of 
youth  and  insolence  of  beauty,  stealthy,  clever,  and  re- 
morseless, a  finished  coquette  and  a  reckless  intrigante^ 
she  allured  him  into  signing  a  formal  contract  of  marriage, 
affianced  though  he  was  to  a  powerful  princess  proposed 
by  the  reigning  Pontiff,  whose  good- will  it  was  important 
to  the  King,  always  a  cold  Catholic,  to  secure. 

The  new  favourite  claimed  to  be  of  royal  blood  through 
her  mother,  Marie  Touchet,  and  therefore  a  fitting  consort 
for  the  King.  She  showed  her  "  marriage  lines  "  to  every 
one — did  not  hesitate  to  assert  that  she,  not  Marie  de 
Medici,  was  the  lawful  wife ;  that  the  King  would  shortly 
acknowledge  her  as  such,  and  send  the  Queen  back  whence 
she  came,  together  with  the  hated  Concini,  her  chamber- 
woman  and  secretary,  along  with  all  the  jesters  and  moun- 
tebanks who  had  come  with  her  from  Italy.  Endless 
complications  ensued  with  the  new  Queen.  Quarrels,  re- 
criminations, and  reproaches  ran  so  high  that  Marie  on 
one  occasion  struck  tibe  King  in  the  face.  Henry  was  dis- 
gusted with  her  ill-temper,  but  was  too  generous  either 
to  coerce  or  to  control  her.  Her  Italian  confidants,  Con- 
cini and  his  wife,  however,  made  capital  of  these  dissen- 
sions to  incense  Marie  violently  against  her  husband,  and 
at  the  same  time*  to  gain  influence  over  herself.  Henry 
was  watched, — no  very  difficult  undertaking,  as  he  had 
assigned  a  magnificent  suite  of  rooms  in  the  Louvre  to  his 
new  mistress,  between  whose  apartments  and  those  of  the 
wife  there  wa^  but  a  single  corridor. 

Henriette  meanwhile  lived  with  all  the  pomp  of  a  sove- 
reign; there  were  feasts  at  Zametti's,  balls,  and  jousts, 
and  himting-parties  at  Saint-Germain  and  Fontainebleau. 
Foreign  ambassadors  and  ministers  scoured  the  coimtry  after 
the  Eng ;  so  engaged  was  he  in  pleasure  and  junketiag. 
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The  great  gallery  of  the  Louvre  is  just  completed.  It  is 
on  the  first  floor,  and  approached  through  a  circular  hall 
with  a  fine  mosaic  floor ;  it  has  painted  walls  and  a  vaulted 
ceiling.  This  gallery  is  lighted  by  twelve  lofty  windows 
looking  towards  the  quays  and  the  river,  which  gUtters 
without  in  the  morning  sun.  Every  inch  of  this  sump- 
tuous apartment  is  painted  and  laden  with  gilding;  the 
glittering  ceiUng  rests  upon  a  cornice,  where  Henry's 
initials  are  blended  with  tiiose  of  the  dead  Gabrielle.  A 
crowd  of  lords-ia-waiting  and  courtiers  walk  up  and  down, 
loll  upon  settees,  or  gather  ia  groups  within  the  deep  em- 
brasures of  the  windows,  to  discuss  ia  low  tones  the  many 
scandals  of  the  day,  as  they  await  his  Majesty's  lever. 
Presently  Mar6chal  Bassompierre  enters.  Bassompierre, 
the  friend  and  confidant  of  Henry,  as  great  a  libertiae 
as  his  master,  who  has  left  behind  him  a  minute  chronicle 
of  his  life,  is  a  tall,  burly  man ;  his  face  is  bronzed  by  the 
long  campaigns  against  the  League,  and  his  bearing  as 
he  moves  up  and  down,  his  sword  clanging  upon  the 
polished  fioor,  has  more  of  the  swagger  of  the  camp  than 
the  refinement  of  the  Court.  He  wears  the  uniform  of 
the  Musketeers  who  guard  the  person  of  the  Eing,  and  on 
his  broad  breast  is  the  ribbon  of  the  Order  of  the  "  Saiat- 
Esprit."  He  is  joined  by  the  Due  de  Eoquelaure.  Now 
Eoquelaure  is  an  effeminate-lookiug  man,  a  gossip  and  a 
dandy,  the  retailer  of  the  latest  scandal,  the  block  upon 
which  the  newest  fashions  are  tried.  He  wears  a  doublet 
of  rose-coloured  Florence  satin  quilted  with  silk,  stiff  with 
embroidery  and  sown  with  seed-pearls.     The  sleeves  are 
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ffiashod  with  cloth  of  silver ;  a  golden  chain,  with  a  huge  " 
modallion  set  in  diamonds,  hangs  roimd  his  neck.  Placed 
jauntily  over  his  ear  is  a  velvet  cap  with  a  jewelled  clasp 
and  white  ostrich  plnme.  Broad  golden  lace  borders  his 
hose,  and  high-heeled  Cordovan  boots — ^for  he  desires  to 
appear  tall — of  amber  leather,  with  huge  golden  spurs, 
complete  Ms  attire.  Being  a  man  of  low  statnrc — a  pigmy 
beside  the  Marshal — as  the  sun  sti-eams  upon  him  from  the  j 
broad  window-panes,  be  looks  like  a  gaudy  human  butterfly.  1 

"Well,  Bassompierre,"  says  the  Duke  eagerly,  standing! 
on  the  points  of  his  toes,  "  is  it  true  that  your  marriage  witltl 
the  incomparable  Charlotte  de  Montmorenei  is  broken  off?" 

Bassompierre  bows  his  head  in  silence,  and  a  aorrowfiil  I 
look  passes  over  his  jovial  face. 

"  Par  Dieu  I  Marshal,  for  a  rejected  lover  you  seem  well  I 
and  hearty.  Arc  yon  going  to  bi-eak  your  heart,  or  the  1 
Prince  of  Condi's  head — eh,  Marshal':"* 

A  malicious  twinkle  gathers  in  Koquclaure's  eye,  fori 
there  is  a  certain  satisfaction  to  a  man  of  his  inches  inj 
seeing  a  giant  like  Bassompierre  unsucccssftil. 

"Neither,  Duke,"  replies  BassompieiTc  drily.  *'I  shall  J 
in  this  matter,  as  in  all  others,  submit  myself  to  his  Majesty's  1 
pleasure." 

"Mighty  well  spoken,  Marshal;  you  are  a  perfect  model 
of  court  virtue.     But  how  can  a  worshipper  of  '  the  great 
Alexander,'  at  the  court  of  '  Lutctiu,'  in  the  very  presence  J 
of  the  di\'ine  Millegarde,  the  superb  Dorinda,  and  all  the  1 
atteudiint  knights  and  ladies,  tolerate  the  aGEront,  the  dis- 1 
honour  of  a  public  rejection?"    And  Roquclaure  takes  out  i 
an  enamelU^  snuff-box,   taps  it,   and  with  a  pinch  of  1 
scented   snuff  between  fingers  covered  with  rings  awaits 
a  reply.     "  Not  but  that  any  gentleman,"  continues  he,  i 
ceiving  no  answer,  "who  marries  the   fair  Montmorenei 
will  have  perforce  to  submit  to  his  Majesty's  pleasure — 
eh,  Marshal,  you  understand?"  and  Eoquelauro  takes  his, 
pinch  of  snuff  and  sti'okes  his  perfumed  heard. 

"  1  cannot  allow  the  lady  to  be  made  a  subject  for  idloj 
gossip,  Duke,"  replies  Bassompien-e,  drawing  himself  up  I 
to  his  lull  height  and  eyeiug  the  other  grimly.     "  Although! 
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I  am  not  to  have  the  honour  of  being  her  husband,  her 
good  name  is  as  dear  t^/me  as  before." 

"  But,  morhleu!  who  blames  the  lady  ?  " 

"  Not  I — I  never  blamed  a  lady  in  my  life,  let  her  do 
what  she  may — it  is  my  creed  of  honour." 

"But  his  Majesty's  passion  for  her  is  so  unconcealed. 
Perhaps,  Marshsd,  the  King  understood  that  this  marriage* 
must  break  up  your  ancient  friendship  ?  " 

Bassompierre  scowls,  but  makes  no  reply. 

"  The  King  has  grown  young  again,"  continues  Eoque- 
laure.  "  Our  noble  Henri  Quatre, — ^he  orders  new  clothes 
every  day,  wears  embroidered  collars,  sleeves  of  carnation 
satin — (I  brought  in  the  mode)"  and  he  glances  at  his  own 
— "  and  scents  and  perfumes  his  hair  and  beard.  We  are 
to  have  another  tournament  to-morrow  in  honour  of  the 
marriage  of  the  Prince  de  Conde — in  reality  to  show  off 
a  suit  of  armour  his  Majesty  has  received  from  Milan. 
Will  you  have  the  heart  to  be  present.  Marshal  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Duke,  I  shall  attend  his  Majesty  as  usual,"  replies 
Bassompierre,  turning  away  with  an  offended  air. 

"  Come,  Marshal,  between  such  old  friends  as  you  and 
I  these  airs  of  distance  are  absurd ; "  and  the  Duke  lays 
his  hand  on  the  other's  arm  to  detain  him.  "  Own  to  me 
honestly  that  this  marriage  with  the  Prince  de  Conde  gives 
you  great  concern " 

Bassompierre  hangs  down  his  head  and  plays  wiili  his 
sword-knot.  "  I  should  have  desired  a  better  husband 
for  her,  truly,"  answers  he  in  a  low  voice.  "  The  Prince 
is  a  shabby  fellow,  with  an  evil  temper.  I  fear  Mademoi- 
'  selle  de  Montmorenci  can  never  affect  him,"  and  a  deep 
sigh  escapes  him. 

"Never,  never,"  rejoins  Eoquelaure,  looking  round  to 
note  who  arrives,  "it  is  an  ill-assorted  union.  You, 
Bassompierre,  would  have  loved  her  well.  It  was  possible 
she  might  have  reformed  your  manners.'  Ha  I  I  have  you 
there.  Marshal.  Pardon  my  joke,"  adds  he,  as  he  sees  a 
dark  scowl  again  gathering  on  the  Marshal's  face.  "But 
Conde,  the  rmtre^  he  hates  women — I  never  saw  him 
address  one  in  his  life ;  a  cold,  austere  fellow,  as  solitary  as 
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an  owl ;  a  miser,  and  silent  too — if  he  does  speak  he  is  rude 
and  ungracious ;  and  with  the  temper  of  a  fiend.  If  he  does 
right,  it  is  only  through  obstinacy.  I  am  told  he  suspects 
the  lady  already,  and  has  set  spies  to  watch  her.  A  pretty 
match  for  the  fair  Montmorenci  truly,  who  has  lived  with  a 
sovereign  at  her  feet." 

"Diiko,"  cries  Bassompierre  fiercely,  secretly  writhing 
under  the  Duke's  malicious  probing  of  a  heart- wound  which 
stitl  bled,  "  I  have  already  observed  that  any  inuendoes 
touching  Mademoiselle  de  Montmorenci  displease  me." 

"Inuendoes!  why.  Marshal,  even  Conde  confessed  the 
other  day  that  rich  as  was  the  prize,  and  surpassing  the 
lady,  he  hesitated  to  accept  '  one  whom  the  King's  atten- 
tion had  made  so  notorious ! '  " 

Bassompierre's  eyes  flash.  He  is  about  to  make  an 
angry  rejoinder  when  a  page  approaches  and  summons  them 
to  attend  his  Majesty. 

The  marriage  between-  Charlotte  do  Montmorenci  and 
the  Prince  de  Conde  was,  as  had  been  anticipated,  a  failure. 
Conde,  devoured  by  jealousy,  shut  up  his  wife  at  Chantilly, 
or  at  the  still  more  remote  Chatteau  of  Muret.  The  petted 
beauty,  accustomed  to  the  incense  of  a  Court  and  the  avowed 
admiration  of  an  infatuated  sovereign,  scolded  and  wept, 
but  in  vain.  The  more  bitterly  they  quarrelled,  the  more 
deep  and  dangerous  became  Conde's  enmity  to  Henry. 
Disloyalty  wa&  the  tradition  of  his  race,  rebellious  prac- 
tices with  Spain  the  habit  of  his  house.  We  have  seen  how 
a  Conde  was  ready  to  usurp  the  throne  under  pretence  of 
a  Eegency,  during  the  conflict  with  the  Huguenots  at 
Amboise.  His  son,  ^^the  great  Conde,"  is  by-and-by  to 
head  the  standard  of  revolt,  and  at  the  head  of  Spanish 
troops  to  bring  France  to  the  brink  of  ruin.  Avarice  had 
led  him  to  accept  the  hand  of  Charlotte  de  Montmorenci — 
avarice  and  poverty — and  he  had  counted  upon  constant 
espionage  and  absence  from  Court  as  sufficient  precautions. 
But  he  was  young :  he  had  yet  to  learn  the  wilfulness  of 
his  wife  and  the  audacity  of  the  King.  As  he  gradually 
discovered  that  the  Princess  was  neither  to  be  soothed  nor 
coerced,   his  rage    knew  no    bounds.      Sully,    seriously 
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alarmed  at  the  rumours  that  reached  him  respecting  the 
Prince's  language,  requested  a  visit  from  him  at  the 
Arsenal. 

Sully  is  seated  in  a  sombre  closet — looking  towards  the 
towers  of  Notre-Dame — at  a  table  covered  with  papers. 
Conde  is  tall,  thin,  and  slightly  made.  He  is  singularly 
ill-favoured,  with  dark  hair  and  skin,  a  nose  quite  out  of 
proportion  with  the  rest  of  his  face,  and  a  sinister  ex- 
pression in  his  eyes.  On  entering  he  cannot  conceal  his 
uneasiness. 

"Be  seated,  monseigneur,"  says  Sully,  scanning  him 
from  under  his  heavy  eyebrows.  "I  have  no  time  to 
spare — ^therefore  I  must  use  plain  words.  You  speak  of 
the  King  my  master  in  terms  that  do  you  little  credit.  You 
are  playing  the  devil.  Prince.  The  Bang's  patience  is  well- 
nigh  exhausted.  I  am  commanded  to  keep  back  the  pay- 
ment of  the  pension  you  receive  to  mark  his  Majesty's 
displeasure.  If  this  has  no  effect  upon  you,  other  means 
must  be  tried." 

While  Sully  speaks,  Cond6  sits  opposite  to  him  unmoved, 
save  aat  his  's^^hy'  face  hardensfand  he  fixes  his  suUen 
eyes  steadfastly  upon  Sully. 

"  K  I  am  what  you  say,"  replies  he  at  last  doggedly, 
"if  I  Bpeak  ill  of  L  Mlj'Vam  I  nrt  juBtifledT  £ 
is  determined  to  ruin  me.  He  persecutes  me  because  I 
choose  to  keep  my  wife  in  the  country.  It  is  my  desire 
to  leave  France — ^then  I  shall  no  longer  give  his  Majesty 
offence." 

"  Impossible,  monseigneur  I  As  a  Prince  of  the  blood' 
your  place  is  at  Court,  beside  the  Sovereign." 

"  What !  have  I  not  liberty  even  to  visit  my  own  sister, 
the  Princess  of  Orange,  at  Breda,  in  company  with  the 
Princess,  my  wife  ?  That  can  be  no  affront  to  his  Majesty. 
Surely,  Monsieur  de  Sully,  you  cannot  advise  the  King 
to  refuse  so  reasonable  a  request  ?  " 

"  I  shall  advise  him  to  refuse  it,  monseigneur,  never- 
theless. Persons  of  your  rank  cannot  leave  the  kingdom 
— ^the  very  act  is  treason." 

Conde  casts  up  his  eyes,  and  his  hands — 
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**  Was  ever  a  man  so  ill  used  V  My  personal  liberty 
denied  me  !     My  very  allowance  stopped  !  " 

"It  is  said,  Prince,  that  you  have  plenty  of  Siianish 
doubloons  at  Chantilly,"  returns  Sully  significantly. 

"  It  is  false — tales  to  ruin  me.  Ever  since  ray  marriage 
I  have  been  pursued  by  informers.  It  was  by  his  Majesty's 
command  I  married.  Now  ho  desires  to  seduce  my  wife — 
that  is  the  tmth.  If  I  appear  ungrateful,  there  is  my 
reason." 

"  His  Majesty  assures  me,  Prince,"    breaks  in  Sully, 
"  that  his  sentiments  towards  your  illustrious  consort  are  i 
those  of  a  father." 

"A  father!  Why,  then,  does  he  come  disp:iu8ed  to 
ChantiUy  ?  He  has  been  seen  hidine;  in  the  woods  there 
and  at  Muret.  A  pretty  father,  indeed !  By  the  grace  of 
God,  I  will  submit  to  the  tyranny  of  no  such  a  father. 
It  is  a  thraldom  unbecoming  my  birth,  my  position,  and 
my  honour !  While  the  King  acts  thus  I  will  not  come 
to  Court,  to  be  an  object  of  pity  and  contempt ! " 

"You  speak  of  tyranny,  Prince,  towards  yourself.  It 
may  be  well  for  your  highness  to  consider,  however,  that 
the  King,  my  master,  has  to  a  certain  extent  justified 
your  accusation."  Conde  looks  up  at  him  keenly.  "  But 
it  is  tjranny  exercised  in  your  favour,  Monsieur  le  Prince, 
not  to  your  prejudice." 

Sully's  eyes  arc  bent  upim  the  Prince.  While  he 
epeaks  a  half  smile  flitters  about  his  mouth. 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  Duke.  Explain  yourself," 
replies  Conde,  with  real  or  affected  ignorance  ;  but  some- 
thing in  the  expression  of  Sully's  face  caused  him  to  drop 
the  tone  of  bravado  he  had  hitherto  assumed. 

"His  Majesty,  Prince,  has  justified  your  accusation  of 
tyranny  by  having  hitherto  insisted,  nay  even  compelled, 
those  about  him  to  acknowledge  you — well — for  what  you 
are  not!'! 

Conde  almost  bounds  from  his  scat.  There  was  a 
horrible  suspicion  that  his  mother  had  shortened  his 
father's  life,  and  tliis  suspicion  had  cast  doubts  upon  his 
legitimacy. 
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Sully  sits  back  in  his  chair,  and  contemplates  Conde  at 
his  ease. 

"Your  highness  will,  I  think,  do  well  for  the  future  to 
consider  how  much  you  owe  to  his  Majesty's  bounty  in 
many  ways.^'  And  these  last  words  are  strongly  empha- 
sised. Conde  is  silent.  "  Again,  I  say,  as  your  highness 
is  fortunately  accepted  as  a  Prince  of  the  blood,  you  must 
bear  the  penalties  of  this  high  position." 

Conde,  who  has  turned  ashy  pale,  rises  with  difficulty — 
he  even  holds  the  table  for  support. 

"Have  you  more  to  say  to  me.  Due  de  Sully,  or  is  our 
interview  ended  ?  " 

He  speaks  in  a  suppressed  voice,  and  looks  careworn 
and  haggard. 

"  Monseigncur,  I  have  now  only  to  thank  you  for  the 
honour  you  have  done  me  in  coming  here,"  replies  Sully, 
rising,  a  malicious  smile  upon  his  face.  "  I  commend  to 
your  consideration  the  remarks  I  have  had  the  honour  to 
make  to  you.  Believe  me,  you  owe  everything  to  the 
King,  my  master." 


CEAPTEE  XXVIII. 

THE  PEEDICTION  FULFILLED. 

Henry  was  seated  in  his  closet  playing  at  cards,  in  com- 
pany with  Bassompierre,  the  Comtes  de  Soissons,  Coeuvres, 
and  Monseignenr  de  Lorraine.  It  was  late,  and  the  game 
was  almost  concluded,  when  Monsieur  d'EUene,  a  gen- 
tleman-in-waiting, entered  hurriedly,  and  whispered  some- 
thing in  the  King's  ear.  In  an  instant  Henry's  face 
expressed  the  utmost  consternation.  He  thi-ew  down  his 
cards,  clenched  his  fists  with  passion,  and  rose  hastily ; 
then,  leaning  over  upon  Bassompierrc's  shoulder,  who  sat 
next  to  him,  he  said  in  a  low  voice — 

"Marshal,  I  am  lost.  Conde  has  fled  with  his  wife 
into  the  woods.  God  knows  whether  he  means  to  murder 
her,  or  carry  her  out  of  France.  Take  care  of  my  cards.  Go 
on  playing.  I  must  learn  more  particulars.  Do  the  same, 
and  follow  me  as  soon  as  you  can."  And  ho  left  the  room. 

But  the  sudden  change  in  the  King's  face  and  manner 
had  spread  alarm'  in  the  circle.  No  one  would  play  any 
m6re,  and  Bassompierre  was  assailed  with  eager  questions. 
He  was  obliged  to  reply  that  he  believed  the  Prince  de 
Cond6  had  left  France.  At  this  astounding  news  every 
tongue  was  let  loose.  Bassompierre  then  retired,  and  after 
having  made  himself  master  of  every  particular,  joined  the 
King,  in  order  to  inform  him.  Henry  listened  with  horror 
to  Bassompierre's  narrative.  Meanwhile,  late  as  it  was 
(midnight),  he  commanded  a  council  of  state  to  be  called. 
The  ministers  assembled  as  quickly  as  was  possible.  There 
were  present  the  Chancellor,  the  President  Jeannin,  Ville- 
roy,  and  the  Comtes  de  Coeuvres  and  de  Cremail.  Henry 
hastily  seated  himself  at  the  top  of  the  table. 
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"  Well,  Chancellor,  well — you  have  hoard  this  dreadful 
news,"  said  he,  addressing  him.  "The  poor  young  Princess ! 
What  is  your  advice  ?   How  can  we  save  her  ?  " 

Bellievre,  a  grave  lawyer,  looked  astounded  at  the  King's 
vehemence. 

"  Surely,  Sire,  you  cannot  apprehend  any  personal  danger 
to  the  illustrious  lady  ?  "  said  he,  with  hesitation.  "  The 
Princesse  de  Cond6  is  with  her  husband,  he  will  doubtless 
act  as  is  fitting." 

"  Ventre  Saint  Gris  I "  cried  the  King,  boiling  with 
passion.  "I  want  no  comments — ^the  remedy.  What  is 
the  remedy  ?    How  can  we  rescue  her  ?  " 

"Well,  Sire,  if  you  have  reason  to  misdoubt  the  good 
faith  of  the  Prince  de  Conde,  if  her  highness  be  in^any 
danger,  you  must  issue  edicts,  proclaim  fines,  and  denounce 
all  persons  who  harbour  and  abet  him ;  but  I  would  advise 
your  Majesty  to  pause." 

Henry  turned  away  with  a  violent  gesture. 

"  Now,  Villeroy,  speak.  If  the  Princess  is  out  of  the 
kingdom,  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

"Your  Majesty  can  do  nothing  then  but  through  your 
ambassadors.  Kepresentation  must  be  made  to  the  Court 
of  the  country  whither  the  Prince  has  fled.  You  must 
demand  the  Prince's  restitution  as  a  rebel." 

The  King  shrugged  his  shoulders  with  infinite  disgust. 
Such  slow  measures  little  suited  his  impetuous  humour. 

"Now,  Presidpnt  Jeannin,"  said  Henry,  "let  us  hear 
your  opinion.  These  other  counsels  are  too  lengthy.  God 
knows  what  mischief  may  ere  this  have  happened." 

"I  advise  your  Majesty,"  replied  the  President,  "to 
send  a  trusty  officer  after  tiie  Prince  and  bring  him  back 
along  with  his  wife,  if  within  the  realm.  He  is  doubtless 
on  his  way  to  Flanders.  If  he  has  passed  the  frontier,  the 
Archduke,  who  would  not  willingly  offend  your  Majesty, 
will,  doubtless,  dismiss  the  Prince  at  your  desire." 

Henry  nodded  his  head  approvingly,  and  turned  quickly 
round  to  issue  orders  at  once  to  follow  this  advice,  which 
suited  the  urgency  of  the  case ;  then  all  at  once  he  re- 
membered that  Sully  was  not  present,  and  he  hesitated. 


THE    PREDICTION    FULFILLED.  179 

"  Wlicro  is  Siilly  ?  "  cried  he. 

"Monsieur  do  Praslin,"  replied  Bassompierre,  who  had 
just  left  him,  "has  been  again  dispatched  to  fetch  him 
from  the  Arsenal ;  but  he  is  not  yet  amved." 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened,  and  Sully  appeared. 
It  was  evident  that  he  was  in  one  of  his  surliest  moods. 
Henry,  preoccupied  as  he  was,  observed  this,  and,  fearing 
some  outburst,  dismissed  the  Council  and  Bassompierre,  and 
carefully  shut  the  door. 

"  Sully,  what  am  I  to  do  ?  By  the  mass !  that  monster, 
my  nephew,  has  fled,  and  carried  off  my  dear  Charlotte 
with  him.'^ 

This  was  not,  as  has  been  seen,  the  first  time  that  the 
grare  statesman  Sully  had  been  consulted  in  his  master's 
love  affairs.  He  had  passed  very  many  hours  in  endeavouring 
to  cajole  Henriette  d'Entragues  to  give  up  the  fatal  mar- 
riage contract  signed  by  the  King ;  he  had  all  but  quarrelled 
with  his  master  in  opposing  his  marriage  with  Gabrielle 
d'Estrees ;  and  he  had  been  called  up  in  the  dead  of  night 
to  remonstrate  with  the  Queen  when,  in  consequence  of  a 
violent  quarrel,  she  had  sworn  that  she  would  leave  the 
Louvre.  Sully,  like  the  King,  had  grown  old,  and  was 
tired  of  acting  adviser  to  a  headstrong  master,  whose 
youthful  follies  never  seemed  to  end.  Now  he  gave  a  grunt 
of  disapproval.  "  I  am  not  surprised.  Sire.  I  told  you 
the  Prince  would  go.  If  he  went  himself,  it  was  not 
likely  he  would  leave  his  wife  behind  him-^— was  it  ?  That 
would  have  been  too  complaisant  in  his  highness.  If  you 
wanted  to  secure  him,  you  should  have  shut  him  up  in  the 
BastiUe." 

"  Sully,  this  raillery  is  ill-timed.  I  am  distressed  beyond 
all  words.  The  Princess  is  in  an  awful  predicament. 
Laperriere's  son  brought  the  news.  His  father  was  their 
guide.  He  left  them  in  the  middle  of  a  dismal  forest.  He 
shall  be  paid  a  mine  of  gold  for  his  information." 

Sully  shook  his  head  and  cast  up  his  hands. 

"  God  help  us  !  "  muttered  he. 

"  Never  was  anything  more  dreadful,"  continued  the 
King.     ^'  My   beloved   Charlotte  wsis   lur(>d  from   Muret 
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under  the  pretence  of  a  hunting-paxty.  She  was  to  be 
carried  to  the  rendezvous  in  a  coach.  The  dear  creature 
started  before  daylight,  says  Laperrifere's  son,  and  as  the 
morning  broke,  found  herself*  in  a  strange  part  of  the 
country — in  a  plain  far  from  the  forest.  She  stopped  the 
coach,  and  called  to  Virrey,  who  rode  by  the  door,  and 
asked  him  whither  they  were  going  ?  Virrey  grew  confused, 
and  said  he  would  ride  on  and  ask  the  Prince,  who  was  in 
advance,  leading  the  way,  the  cowardly  scoundrel ! "  and 
Henry  shook  his  fist  in  the  air.  «  My  nephew  came  up, 
and  told  her  she  was  on  her  road  to  Breda,  upon  which  the 
sweet  soul  screamed  aloud,  says  Laperriere,  and  lamented, 
<5ntreating  to  be  allowed  to  return.  But  that  ruffian, 
Oonde,  rode  off  and  left  her  in  the  middle  of  the  road, 
bidding  the  driver  push  forward.  At  last  they  came  to 
Cou^y,  where  they  changed  horses..  Just  as  they  were 
about  again  to  start  the  coach  broke  down." 

''  Praised  be  God ! "  ejaculated  Sully.  *'  I  hope  no  one 
was  found  to  mend  it." 

'^  Sully,  I  believe  you  are  without  heart  or  feeling," 
cried  the  King  reproachfully. 

"  Not  at  all.  Sire ;  but  my  heart  and  my  feelings  also  are 
with  your  Majesty,  not  with  the  Princess.  Proceed,  Sire, 
with  this  touching  narrative." 

'^  Conde  then,  says  Laperriere,  the  night  beginning  to 
fall,  purchased  a  pillion  at  Cou^y,  and  mounted  his  wife 
behind  him  on  horseback."  SuUy  shook  with  laughter ; 
but  fearing  to  oflfend  his  master,  suppressed  it  as  well  as 
he  could.  "  Her  two  attendants  mounted  behind  two  of 
the  suite,  the  guides  being  in  advance.  It  rained  heavily. 
Far  Dieu  !  I  can  hardly  bear  to  speak  of  it.  My  dear 
C!harlotte  in  such  a  condition !  The  night  was  dark ;  but 
Conde  rode  on  like  a  devil  incarnate  to  Gastellin,  the  first 
village  across  the  frontier.  When  she  was  taken  down, 
Charlotte  fainted."  The  tears  ran  down  Henry's  cheeks 
as  he  said  this.  ^^  She  fainted  ;  and  then  Laperriere,  con- 
vinced of  some  treason  on  the  part  of  my  nephew,  dis- 
patched his  son  to  tell  me  these  particulars.  Now,  Sully," 
and  tlie  King  rose  suddenly  and  seized  his  hand,  shaking 
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oflf  the  sorrow  that  had  overcome  him  during  the  nar- 
rative, "now  tell  me,  what  am  I  to  do  ?  I  would  lose  my 
Crown  rather  than  not  succour  her.'' 

"  Do  nothing,  Sire,"  replied  Sully  quietly. 

"  How,  Sully  !    Do  nothing  ?  " 

"Yes,  Sire;  I  advise  you — I  implore  you,  do  nothing. 
K  you  leave  Cond6  to  himself  he  will  be  laughed  at.  Even 
his  friends  will  ridicule  his  escapade.  In  three  months  he 
will  be  back  again  at  Court  with  the  Princess,  ashamed  of 
himself.  Meantime  Madame  la  Princesse  will  see  foreign 
Courts,  acquire  the  Spanish  maimer  from  the  Archduchess, 
and  return  more  fascinating  than  ever.  On  the  other 
hand,  if  you  pursue  him,  you  will  exalt  him  into  a  political 
victim ;  all  your  Majesty's  enemies  will  rally  round  him." 

Excellent  advice,  which  the  Kiag  was  too  infatuated  to 
follow  !  Forgetting  all  decency,  and  even  the  law  of 
nations,  he  insisted  on  punishing  Conde  as  a  rebel,  and 
called  on  the  Spanish  Government  formally  to  release  the 
Princess.  Spain  refused ;  and  this  ridiculous  passion  may 
be  said  to  have  been  the  approximate  cause  of  that  formid- 
able alliance  against  Spain  in  which,  at  the  time  of  his 
death,  Henry  was  about  to  engage. 

The  favour  which  Henry  had  shown  his  Protestant  sub- 
jects had  long  rankled  in  the  minds  of  the  Catholics.  He 
was  held  to  be  a  renegade  and  a  traitor.  It  was  affirmed 
that  his  conversion  was  a  sham,  to  which  he  lent  himself 
only  the  more  effectually  to  advance  the  interests  of  the 
reformed  faith.  While  he  gave  himself  up  to  amorous 
follies  and  prepared  for  foreign  wars,  a  network  of  hate, 
treachery,  and  fanaticism  was  fast  closing  around  him. 
Enemies  and  spies  filled  the  Louvre,  and  dogged  his  every 
movement.  Already  the  footsteps  of  the  assassin  approached. 

After  the  birth  of  the  Dauphin  a  strong  political  party 
had  gathered  round  Marie  de  Medici.  Her  constant  dis- 
sensions with  the  King,  her  bitter  complaints,  and  the 
scandal  of  his  private  life,  afforded  sufficient  grounds  for 
elevating  her  into  a  kind  of  martyr. 

The  intrigues  of  Concini,  whose  easy  manners,  elegant 
person,  and  audacious  coimsels  had  raised  him  from  a  low 
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hanger-on  at  Court  into  the  principal  adviser  of  his  royal 
mistress,  gradually  contrived  to  identify  her  interests  with 
those  of  the  great  feudal  princes,  still  absolute  sovereigns 
in  their  own  territory.  The  maintenance  of  the  Catholic 
Church  against  heresy,  and  the  security  of  the  throne  for 
her  son,  were  the  ostensible  motives  of  this  coalition. 
But  the  bond  between  Marie  and  her  chief  supporters,  the 
powerful  Dues  de  Bouillon  and  d'Epemon,  was  in  reality 
a  common  hatred  of  Henry  and  a  bitter  jealousy  of  Sully, 
whose  clear  intellect  and  firm  hand  had  directed  with  such 
extraordinary  sagacity  the  helm  of  state  throughout  Henry's 
long  and  stormy  reign. 

Evil  influences,  which  displayed  themselves  in  predic- 
tions, warnings,  and  prophecies,  were  abroad.  The  death 
of  the  King  would  at  once  raise  Marie,  as  Eegent  for  her 
son,  to  sovereign  power,  and  throw  the  whole  control  of 
the  State  into  the  hands  of  her  adherents.  How  far  Marie 
was  implicated  in  the  events  about  to  happen  can  never  be 
known,  and  whether  she  listened  to  the  dark  hints  of  her 
Italian  attendants,  tliat  by  the  King* 8  death  alone  she  could 
find  relief.  But  undoubtedly  the  barbarous  cruelty  with 
which  Concini  and  his  wife  were  afterwards  murdered  by 
Henry's  Mends  had  regard  to  this  suspicion.  Whether 
the  Due  d'Epemon  knew  beforehand  of  the  conspiracy,  and 
insured  his  master's  death  by  a  final  thrust  when  he  had 
already  been  struck  by  the  assassin,  or  whether  Henriette 
d'Entragues,  out  of  revenge  for  the  Eing's  passion  for  the 
Princesse  de  Conde,  herself  instigated  Eavaillac  to  the  act, 
must  ever  remain  a  mystery. 

Marie  de  Medici,  urged  by  the  Concini,  and  advised  by 
her  Mend  the  Due  d'Epemon,  was  at  this  time  unceasing 
in  her  entreaties  to  the  King  to  consent  to  her  coronation  at 
Saint-Denis.  According  to  her  varying  mood  she  either 
wept,  raved  and  stamped  about  the  room,  or  kissed,  coaxed, 
and  cajoled  him.  And  there  was  cause  for  her  pertinacity. 
Henry's  weak  compliances  with  Henriette  d'Entragues' 
pretensions,  her  residence  in  the  Louvre,  and  her  boastings 
of  that  unhappy  promise  of  marriage,  had  given  occasion 
for   questions  to   arise   touching  the  legitimacy   of   the 
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Dauphin.  Those  who  were  politically  opposed  to  the  King 
would  bo  ready,  at  any  moment  after  hLs  death,  to  justify 
rebellion  on  the  pretence  of  a  prior  contract  invalidating 
his  present  marriage. 

Such  an  idea  drove  the  Queen  frantic.  There  was  no 
peace  for  Henry  until  he  consented  to  her  coronation.  Yet 
he  was  strangely  reluctant  to  comply.  An  unaccountable 
presentiment  of  danger  connected  with  that  ceremony 
pursued  him.  He  had  never  been  the  same  since  the  loss 
of  the  Princesse  de  Conde.  Now  he  was  dull,  absent,  and 
indifferent,  eat  little  and  slept  ill.  Nothing  interested  or 
pleased  him,  save  the  details  of  his  great  campaign  against 
Spain,  which  was  about  to  convulse  all  Europe. 

"  Ah,  my  friend,"  said  he  to  Sully,  "  how  this  ceremony 
of  the  coronation  distresses  me.  Whenever  I  think  about 
it  I  cannot  shake  off  sinister  forebodings.  Alas  !  I  fear  I 
shall  never  live  to  head  my  army.  I  shall  die  in  this  city 
of  Paris.  I  shall  never  see- the  Princesse  de  Conde  again. 
Ah,  cursed  coronation !  I  shall  die  while  they  are  about  it. 
Bassompierre  tells  me  the  maypole,  which  was  set  up  in 
the  court  of  the  Louvre,  has  just  fallen  down.  It  is  an 
evil  omen." 

"Well,  Sire,"  returned  Sully,  "postpone  the  ceremony." 

"  No,  Sully,  no ;  it  shall  not  be  said  that  Henry  IV. 
trembled  before  an  idle  prophecy.  For  twenty  years.  Sully, 
I  have  heard  of  predictions  of  my  death.  After  all,  nothing 
will  happen  to  me  but  what  is  ordained." 

"  My  God,  Sire ! "  exclaimed  Sully,  "  I  never  heard 
your  Majesty  speak  so  before.  Countermand  the  coronation, 
I  entreat  you.  Let  the  Queen  not  be  crowned  at  all  rather 
than  lose  your  peace  of  mind.  What  does  it  matter  ?  It 
is  but  a  woman's  whim." 

"Ah,  Sully,  what  will  my  wife  say  ?  I  dare  not  approach 
her  unless  I  keep  my  word ; — ^her  heart  is  so  set  upon  being 
crowned." 

"Let  her  say  what  she  pleases,  Sire ;  never  heed  her.  Allow 
me  to  persuade  her  Majesty  to  postpone  the  ceremony." 

"  Tiy,  Sully ;  try,  if  you  please : — you  will  find  what 
the  Queen  is.     She  will  not  consent  to  put  it  off." 
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The  King  spoke  truly.  Marie  de  Medici  flew  into  a 
violenf  rage,  and  positively  refused  to  listen  to  any  post- 
ponement whatever.  The  coronation  was  fixed  to  take 
place  on  Thursday,  the  13th  of  May. 

It  is  certain  that  the  Zing  was  distinctly  warned  of  his 
approaching  death.  The  very  day  and  hour  were  marked 
with  a  cross  of  blood  in  an  almanack  sent  to  him  anony- 
mously. A  period  of  six  hours  on  the  14th  of  May  was 
marked  as  fatal  to  him.  If  he  survived  that  time,  on  that 
day — a  Friday — ^he  was  safe.  The  day  named  for  his  death 
was  that  preceding  the  public  entry  of  the  Queen  into 
Paris,  after  her  coronation  at  Saint-Denis.  He  rose  at  six 
o'clock  in  the  morning  on  that  day  Friday,  the  14th  of 
May.  On  his  way  down-stairs,  he  was  met  by  the  Due  do 
Vendome,  his  son  by  Gabrielle  d'Estr6es.  Vendome  held 
in  his  hand  a  paper,  which  he  had  found  lying  on  his 
table.  It  was  a  horoscope,  signed  by  an  astrologer  called 
La  Brosse,  warning  the  King  that  the  constellation  under 
which  he  was  bom  threatened  him  with  great  danger  on 
the  14th  of  May.  "  My  father,"  said  Vendome,  standing 
in  his  path,  "  do  not  go  abroad ;  spend  this  day  at  home." 

"  La  Brosse,  my  boy,"  replied  Henry,  looking  at  the 
paper,  "is  an  old  fox.  Do  you  not  see  that  he  wants 
money?  You  are  a  young  fool  to  mind  him.  My  life 
is  in  the  hands  of  God,  my  son, — I  shall  live  or  die  as  He 
pleases, — ^let  me  pass." 

He  heard  mass  early,  and  passed  the  day  as  usual.  At  a 
quarter  to  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  he  ordered  his 
coach,  to  visit  Sully,  who  was  ailing,  at  the  Arsenal.  The 
streets  were  much  crowded.  Paris  was  full  of  strangers, 
assembled  for  the  coronation,  and  to  see  the  spectacle  of 
the  Queen's  public  entry.  Stages  and  booths  blocked  up 
the  thoroughfares.  Henry  was  impatient  for  the  arrival  of 
his  coach,  and  took  his  seat  in  it  immediately  it  arrived. 
He  signed  to  the  Due  d'Epemon  to  seat  himself  at  his 
right  hand.  De  Liancourt  and  Mirabeau,  his  lords  in 
waiting,  placed  themselves  opposite  to  him.  The  Dues  de 
Lavardin,  Eoquelaure,  and  Montbazon,  and  the  Marquis  de 
la  Force,  took  their  places  on  either  side.     Besides  these 
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noblemen  seated  inside,  a  few  guards  accompanied  him  on 
horseback*  but  when  he  reached  the  hotel  of  the  Due  de 
Longueville,  the  King  stopped  and  dismissed  all  his  atten- 
dants, save  those  lords  in  the  coach  with  him.     From  the 
Eue  Saint-Honore,  which  was  greatly  crowded,  they  entered 
the  Eue  de  la  Ferronniere,  on  the  way  to  the  Arsenal. 
This  was  a  narrow  street,  and  numbers  of  wooden  stalls 
(such  as  are  still  seen  on  the  boulevards  in  Paris)  were 
ranged  along  a  dead  wall,  forming  one  of  the  sides.    There 
was  a  block  of  carts  about  these  booths,  and  the  royal  coach 
was  obliged  to  draw  up  close  against  the  dead  wall.     The 
running  footmen  went  forward  to  clear  the  road,  and  the 
coach  halted  close  to  the  wall.     Eavaillac  now  slipped 
between  the  wall  and  the  coach,  and  jumping  on  one  of 
the  wheels,  stabbed  the  King  twice  in  the  breast  and  ribs. 
The  knife  passed  through  a  shirt  of  fine  cambric,  richly 
embroidered  a  jour.     A  third  time  the  assassin  raised  his 
hand  to  strike,  but  only  ripped  up  the  sleeve  of  the  Due  de 
Montbazon's   doublet,   upon  whom  the  King  had  fallen. 
"I  am  wounded,"  gasped  Henry,  "but  it  is  nothing — " 
Then  the  Due  d'Epemon  raised  his  royal  master  in  his 
arms.    Henry  made  a  convulsive    ejffort  to    speak,   was 
choked  by  blood,  and  fell  back  lifeless.     He  was  brought 
back  dead  to  the  Louvre.     There  he  lay  in  state,  clothed 
in  his  coronation  robes,  the  crown  upon  his  head. 

The  bloody  almanack  had  told  true.     Henry  had  circled 
twenty  times  the  magic  chamber  of  life  ! 


CHAPTEK  XXIX. 

LOUIS   XIII. 

It  is  related  that  the  night  after  the  assassination  of  Henri 
Qnatrc  by  Eavaillac,  and  while  his  body  lay  in  the  Louvre, 
his  little  son,  Louis  XIII.,  screaming  with  terror,  cried 
out  that  he  saw  the  same  men  who  had  murdered  his 
father  coining  to  kill  him.  Louis  was  not  to  be  pacified 
until  he  was  carried  to  his  mother's  bed,  where  he  passed 
the  rest  of  the  night. 

To  this  infantine  terror,  this  early  association  with  death 
and  murder,  may  be  traced  the  strange  character  of  Louis ; 
weak  in  body  and  mind,  timid,  suspicious,  melancholy, 
superstitious,  an  undutifol  son,  a  bad  husband,  and  an 
unworthy  king.  The  fame  of  his  great  father,  and  the 
enthusiasm  his  memory  inspired,  instead  of  filling  him  with 
emulation,  crushed  and  depressed  him.  He  became  a 
complete  '^Roi  fainianV*  His  reign  was  the  reign  of 
favourites,  and  nothing  was  heard  of  the  monarch  but  in 
connection  with  them,  save  that,  with  a  superstition  worthy 
of  the  Middle  Ages,  he  formally  placed  France  "  under  the 
protection  of  the  Virgin." 

His  early  favourite,  Albret  the  Gascon,  created  Dug  do 
Luynes  and  Constable  of  France,  was  his  tyrant.  As  long 
as  he  lived  Louis  both  hated  and  feared  him.  He  hated  his 
mother,  he  hated  Eichelieu,  he  hated  his  wife,  Anne  of 
Austria.  Louis,  sumamed  "the  Just,"  had  a  great  capacity 
for  hatred. 

Poor  Anne  of  Austria,  to  whom  he  was  married  at 
fifteen,  she  being  the  same  age,  what  a  lot  was  hers  ! 

Her  personal  charms  actually  revolted  the  half-educated, 
awkwai'd  boy,   whom  all  the   world  thought  she  would 
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govern  despotically.  lie  could  not  help  acknowledging 
her  exceeding  loveliness ;  but  she  was  his  superior,  and 
he  knew  it.  He  shrank  back,  terrified,  at  her  vivacity 
and  her  talents.  Iler  iimocent  love  of  amusement  jarred 
against  his  morbid  nature.  Melancholy  himself,  he  disliked 
to  see  others  happy,  and  from  the  day  of  their  marriage  he 
lived  as  much  apart  from  her  as  state  etiquette  permitted. 

Marie  de  Medici,  ambitious  and  unprincipled  as  ever, 
widened  the  breach  between  them.  She  still  sat  supreme 
in  the  council,  and  regulated  public  affairs.  Eichelieu, 
her  favourite  and  minister  during  the  Eegency,  in  conti- 
nual dread  of  a  possible  reconciliation  between  Louis  and 
his  wife,  and  in  love  with  the  young  Queen  himself,  was 
rapidly  rising  to  that  dictatorship  which  he  exercised  over 
France  and  the  King  until  he  died.  Both  he  and  the 
Queen-mother  roused  Louis's  jealousy  against  his  wife,  and 
dropped  dark  hints  of  danger  to  his  throne,  perhaps  to  his 
life.  They  succeeded  only  too  well ;  the  King  and  Queen 
became  more  and  more  estranged. 

Ajone  of  Austria  uttered  no  complaint.  She  showed 
no  anger,  but  her  pride  was  deeply  wounded,  and  amongst 
her  ladies  and  her  friends  her  joyous  raillery  did  not  spare 
the  King.  Eeports  of  her  flirtations  also,  as  well  as  of  her 
hon  mots  and  her  mimicry,  heightened  by  the  malice  of 
those  whose  interest  it  was  to  keep  them  asimder,  reached 
Louis,  and  alienated  him  more  and  more.  Anne,  too 
yoimg  to  be  fully  aware  of  the  growing  danger  of  her 
position,  vain  of  her  success,  and  without  either  judicious 
friends  or  competent  advisers,  took  no  steps  to  reconcile 
herself  to  her  husband.  Coldness  and  estrangement  rapidly 
grew  into  downright  dislike  and  animosity ;  suspicions  were 
exaggerated  into  certainty,  until  at  last  she  came  to  be 
treated  as  a  conspirator  and  a  criminal. 

The  age  was  an  age  of  intrigue,  treachery,  and  rebellion. 
The  growing  power  of  the  nobles  narrowed  the  authority 
of  the  throne.  The  incapacity  of  the  King  strengthened 
the  pretensions  of  the  princes.  Spain,  perpetually  at  war 
with  France,  sought  its  dismemberment  by  most  disloyal 
conspiracies.     Every  disaffected  prince  or  rebellious  noble 
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found  a  home  at  tho  Court  of  Philip,  brother  of  Anne  of 
Austria. 

Thus  Louis  knew  nothing  of  royalty  but  its  cares  and 
dangers.  As  a  boy,  browbeaten  and  overborne  by  his 
mother,  when  arrived  at  an  age  when  his  o\^  sense  and 
industry  might  have  remedied  defects  of  education,  he 
took  it  for  granted  that  his  ignorance  was  incapacity,  his 
timidity  constitutional  deficiency. 

A  prime  minister  was  absolutely  indispensable  to  such  a 
monarch,  and  Louis  at  least  showed  some  discernment  in 
selecting  for  that  important  post  the  Bishop  of  Lu9on 
(Cardinal  Eichelieu),  the  protege  of  his  mother. 

Estranged  from  his  wife,  pure  in  morals,  and  correct  in 
conduct,  Louis,  still  a  mere  youth,  yearned  for  female  sym- 
pathy. A  confidante  was  as  necessary  as  a  minister — one 
as  immaculate  as  himself,  into  whose  ear  he  could,  without 
fear  of  scandal,  murmur  the  griefs  and  anxieties  of  his 
life.  Such  a  woman  he  found  in  Mademoiselle  de  Hauto- 
fort,  maid  of  honour  to  the  Queen.  Her  modesty  and  her 
silence  first  attracted  him.  Her  manners  were  reserved, 
her  speech  soft  and  gentle.  She  was  naturally  of  a  serious 
turn  of  mind,  and  had  been  carefully  educated.  She  took 
great  apparent  interest  in  all  the  King  said  to  her.  .  Her 
conversation  became  so  agreeable  to  him  that  he  dared  by 
degrees  to  confide  to  her  his  loneliness,  his  misery,  and 
even  his  bodily  infirmities,  which  were  neither  few  nor 
slight.  This  intimacy,  to  a  solitary  young  King  who 
longed  for  affection,  yet  delicately  shnink  from  the  slightest 
semblance  of  intrigue,  was  alluring  in  the  highest  degree. 

Long,  however,  ere  Louis  had  favoured  her  with  his 
preference  she  had  given  her  whole  heart  to  her  mistress, 
Anne  of  Austria.  Every  word  the  King  uttered  was 
immediately  repeated  to  the  Queen,  with  such  comments  as 
caused  the  liveliest  entertainment  to  that  lovely  princess, 
who  treated  the  liaison  as  an  admirable  joke,  and  entreated 
her  maid  of  honour  to  humour  the  Ejng  to  the  very  utmost, 
so  as  to  afford  her  the  greatest  possible  amount  of  amuse- 
ment. 

The  Court  is  at  Compiegne.     Since  the  days  of  Clotaire 
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it  has  been  a  favourite  himting-lodge  of  the  Kings  of 
France.  One  vast  faQade  stretches  along  verdant  banks 
sloping  to  the  river  Oise,  across  which  an  ancient  bridge 
(on  which  Jeanne  d'Arc,  fighting  against  the  English,  was 
taken  prisoner)  leads  into  the  sunny  little  town.  On  the 
farther  side  of  the  ch&teau  a  magnificent  terrace,  bordered 
by  canals,  links  it  to  the  adjoining  forest.  So  close  to  this 
terrace  still  press  the  ancient  trees  and  woodland  alleys, 
backed  by  rising  hills  crowned  with  lofty  elms,  and  broken 
by  deep  hollows  where  feathery  beeches  wave,  that  even 
to  this  day  the  whole  scene  faithfully  represents  an  ancient 
chase.  So  immense  is  the  ch&teau  that  the  two  Queens, 
Marie  de  Medici  and  Anne  of  Austria,  could  each  hold 
distinct  Courts  within  its  walls.  Marie,  in  the  suite  called 
the  "Apartments  of  the  Queens-dowager  of  France,"  then 
hung  with  ancient  tapestry  and  painted  in  fresco,  looking 
over  the  grassy  lawns  beside  the  river  and  the  town; 
Anne,  in  the  stately  rooms  towards  the  forest  and  the 
woodland  heights. 

Within  a  vaulted  room,  the  walls  hung  with  Cordova 
leather  stamped  in  patterns  of  gorgeous  colours,  Anne  of 
Austi-ia  is  seated  at  her  toilette.  Before  her  is  a  mirror, 
fi'amed  in  lace  and  ribbons,  placed  on  a  silver  table.  She 
wears  a  long  v^hito  peiffnoir  thrown  over  a  robe  of  azure 
satin.  Her  luxuiiant  hair  is  unbound  and  falls  over  her 
shoulders ;  Doila  Estafania,  her  Spanish  dresser,  who  has 
never  left  her,  assisted  by  Madame  Bertant,  combs  and 
perfumes  it,  drawing  out  many  curls  and  ringlets  from  the 
waving  mass,  which,  at  a  little  distance,  the  morning 
sunshme  turns  into  a  shower  of  gold.  Around  her  stand 
her  maids  of  honour.  Mademoiselles  de  Guerchy,  Saint- 
Megrin,  and  Do  Ilautefort.  The  young  Queen  is  that 
charming  anomaly,  a  Spanish  blonde.  She  has  large  blue 
eyes  that  can  languish  or  sparkle,  entreat  or  command, 
pencilled  eyebrows,  and  a  mouth  full-lipped  and  rosy.  She 
has  the  prominent  nose  of  her  family;  her  complexion, 
of  the  most  dazzling  fairness,  is  heightened  by  rouge.  She 
is  not  tall,  but  her  royal  presence,  even  in  youth,  lends 
height  to  her  figure.     When  she  smiles  her  face  expresses 
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nothing  but  innocence  and  candour ;  but  she  knows  how  to 
frown,  and  to  make  others  frown  also. 

There  is  a  stir  among  the  attendants,  and  the  King 
enters.  He  is  assiduous  in  saluting  her  Majesty  at  her  lever 
when  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  is  present.  Louis  XIII. 
has  inherited  neither  the  rough  though  martial  air  of  his 
father,  nor  the  beauty  of  his  Italian  mother.  His  face 
is  long,  thin,  and  sallow  :  his  hair  dark  and  scanty.  He  is' 
far  from  taU,  and  very  slight,  and  an  indescribable  air  of 
melancholy  pervades  his  whole  person.  As  Louis  ap- 
proaches her,  Anne  is  placing  a  diamond  pendant  in  her 
ear  ;  her  hands  are  exquisitely  white  and  deliciously 
shaped,  and  she  loves  to  display  them.  She  receives  the 
Zing,  who  timidly  advances,  with  sarcastic  smiles  and 
insolent  coldness.  While  he  is  actuaUy  addressing  her, 
she  turns  round  to  her  lady  in  waiting,  the  Duchesse  do 
Chevreuse,  who  stands  behind  her  chair,  holding  a  hand- 
mirror  set  in  gold,  and  whispers  in  her  ear  and  laughs, 
then  points  with  her  dainty  finger,  bright  with  costly 
rings,  to  the  King,  who  stands  before  her.  Louis  blushes, 
waits  some  time  for  an  answer,  which  she  does  not 
vouchsafe  to  give ;  then,  greatly  embarrassed,  retreats 
into  a  comer  near  the  door,  and  seats  himself. 

The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse,  the  friend  and  confidante 
of  Anne  of* Austria,  widow  of  the  King's  favourite  the  Due 
de  Luynes,  now  a  second  time  Duchess,  as  wife  of 
Claude  Lorraine,  Due  de  Chevreuse,  an  adventuress  and 
an  intrigante^  is  a  gipsy-faced,  bewitching  woman,  dark- 
skinned,  velvet-eyed,  and  enticing;  her  cheeks  dimpling 
with  smiles,  her  black  eyes  dancing  with  mischief. 

The  King  sits  lost  in  thought,  with  an  anxious  and 
almost  tearful  expression,  gazing  fixedly  at  Mademoiselle 
de  Hautefort  who  stands  behind  the  Queen's  chair  among 
the  maids  of  honour.  Suddenly  he  becomes  aware  that 
all  eyes  are  turned  upon  him.  He  rises  quickly,  and 
makes  a  sign  to  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  to  approach 
him ;  but  the  eyes  of  the  maid  of  honour  are  fixed  upon 
the  groimd.  With  a  nervous  glance  towards  the  door,  he 
reseats  himself  on  the   edge    of  his   chair.     The   Queen 
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turns  towards  him,  then  to  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  and 
laughs,  whilst  the  maid  of  honour  busies  herself  with  some 
lace.  A  moment  after  she  advances  towards  the  Queen, 
carrying  the  ruff  in  her  hand  which  is  to  enfeircle  her 
Majesty's  neck. 

Anne  leans  back,  adjusts  the  ruff,  and  whispers  to  her 
- — "Look,  mademoiselle,  look  at  your  despairing  lover. 
He  longs  to  go  away,  but  he  cannot  tear  himself  from  you. 
I  positively  admire  his  courage.  Go  to  him,  ma  belle — he 
is  devouring  you  with  his  eyes.  Have  you  no  mercy  on 
the  anointed  King  of  France  ?  " 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  colours,  and  again  turns  her 
eyes  to  the  ground. 

"  Duchess,"  continues  Anne  in  a  low  voice,  addressing 
the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse,  "  tell  mademoiselle  what  you 
would  do  were  you  adored  by  a  great  king.  Would  you 
refuse  to  look  at  him  when  he  stands  before  you — red, 
white,  smiling,  almost  weeping,  a  spectacle  of  what  a  fool 
even  a  sovereign  may  make  of  himself  ?"  And  the  Queen 
laughs  again  softly,  and,  for  an  instant,  mimicks  the 
grotesque  expression  of  the  King's  face.      < 

"  Madame,"  says  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  looking 
up  and  speaking  gravely,  "  the  opinion  of  Madame  la 
Duchesse  would  not  influence  me.  We  take  different  views 
of  life.  Your  Majesty  knows  that  the  King  is  not  my 
lover,  and  that  I  only  converse  with  him  out  of  the  duty  I 
owe  your  Majesty.  I  beseech  you,  Madame,"  adds  she 
in  a  plaintive  voice,  "  do  not  laugh  at  me.  My  task  is 
difficult  enough.  I  have  to  amuse  a  Sovereign  who  cannot 
be  amused--«-to  feign  an  interest  I  do  not  feel.  Her  grace 
the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  would,  I  doubt  not,  know  how 
to  turn  the  confidence  with  which  his  Majesty  honours 
me  to  much  better  account ;  "  and  Mademoiselle  de  Jlaute- 
fort  glances  angrily  at  the  Duchess,  who  smiles  scornfully, 
and  makes  her  a  profound  curtsey. 

"  You  say  true,  mademoiselle,"  replies  she  ;  "  I  should 
certainly  pay  more  respect  to  his  Majesty's  exalted  posi- 
tion, and  perhaps  I  should  feel  more  sympathy  for  the 
passion  I  had  inspired.    However,  you  are  but  a  mere  girl. 


192  OLD   COURT   LIFE   IN   FRANCE. 

new  to  court  life.     You  will  learn  in  good  time,  made- 
moiselle— ^you  will  leam.^' 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  about  to  make  a  bitter 
reply,  is  interrupted  by  the  Queen. 

"  Come,  petite  sotte^^^  says  Anne,  still  speaking  under 
lier  breath,  "  don't  lose  your  temper.  We  all  worship  you 
as  the  modem  Diana.  Venus  is  not  at  all  in  the  line  of 
our  royal  spouse.  Look,  he  can  bear  it  no  longer;  ho 
has  left  the  room.  There  he  stands  in  the  ante-room, 
casting  one  last  longing  look  after  you;  I  see  it  in  the 
glass.  Go  mademoiselle ;  I  dismiss  you — go  and  console 
his  Majesty  with  your  Platonic  friendship." 

'Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  left  the  room,  and  was 
instantly  joined  by  Louis,  who  drew  her  into  the  embra- 
sure of  an  oriel  window. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE    OHIEL    WINDOW. 

"You  have  come  at  last,"  said  Louis  eagerly.  "Why 
would  you  not  look  at  me  ?  I  have  sufltered  tortures ;  I 
abhor  the  Queen's  ladies,  a  set  of  painted  Jezebels,  spe- 
cially the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse,  a  dangerous  intriguer, 
her  Majesty's  evil  genius.  I  saw  them  all  mocking  me. 
Why  did  you  not  look  at  me  ?  you  knew  I  came  for  you," 
repeated  he  querulously. 

"  Surely,  Sire,  I  could  not  be  so  presumptuous  as  to 
imagine  that  a  visit  to  her  Majesty  from  her  husband  con- 
cerned me." 

"  Her  husband !  would  I  had  never  seen  her,  or  her 
friend  the  Duchess.  They  are  both — ^well,  I  will  not  say 
what,  certainly  spies,  spies  of  Spain.  My  principles  forbid 
me  to  associate  with  such  women.  You  look  displeased, 
mademoiselle — what  have  I  done  ?  " — ^for  Mademoiselle  de 
Hautefort  showed  by  her  expression  the  disapproval  she 
felt  at  his  abuse  of  thie  Queen.  "It  is  your  purity,  your 
sweetness,  that  alone  make  the  Court  bearable.  But  you 
are  not  looking  at  me — cruel,  selfish  girl !  would  you  too 
forsake  me  ?  " 

The  maid  of  honour  feeling  that  she  must  say  some- 
thing, and  assume  an  interest  she  did  not  feel,  looked  up 
into  the  King's  face  and  smiled.  "  I  am  here,  Sire,  for 
your  service.  I  am  neither  cruel  nor  selfish,  but  I  am 
grieved  at  the  terms  in  which  you  speak  of  my  gracious 
mistress.  Let  me  pray  your  Majesty,  most  humbly,  not 
to  wound  me  by  such  language." 

Her  look,   her  manner,    softened  the   irritable  Louis. 
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He  took  her  hand  stealthily  and  kissed  it.  He  gazed  at 
her  pensively  for  some  moments  without  speaking. 

"How  beautiful  you  are,  and  wise  as  you  are  bcau- 
tiftd ! "  exclaimed  he  at  length.  "  I  have  much  to  say  to 
you,  but  not  about  my  Spanish  wife.  Let  us  not  mention 
her."  His  eyes  were  stiU  riveted  on  the  maid  of  honour ; 
his  lips  parted  as  if  to  speak,  then  he  checked  himself, 
but  still  retained  her  hand,  which  he  pressed. 

"  You  hunted  yesterday.  Sire,"  said  she,  confused  at  the 
King's  silence  and  steadfast  gaze ;  "  what  number  of  stags 
did  you  kill  ?  I  was  not  present  at  the  curSe.^^  She  gently 
withdrew  her  hand  from  the  King's  grasp. 

"  I  did  not  hunt  yesterday ;  I  was  ill,"  replied  Louis. 
"  I  am  ill,  very  ill." 

This  allusion  to  his  health  instantly  changed  the  current 
of  his  thoughts,  for  Louis  was  a  complete  valetudinarian. 
He  became  suddenly  moody,  and  sank  heavily  into  a  scat 
placed  behind  a  curtain,  the  thick  folds  of  wluch  concealed 
both  him  and  the  maid  of  honour. 

"  I  am  harassed,  sick  to  death  of  everything.  I  should 
die  but  for  you.  I  can  open  my  heart  to  you."  And  then 
suddenly  becoming  conscious  that  Mademoiselle  de  Haute- 
fort  still  stood  before  him,  he  drew  a  chair  close  to  his 
side,  on  which  he  desired  her  to  scat  herself. 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  knowing  well  that  the  King 
would  now  go  on  talking  to  her  for  a  long  time,  assumed  an 
attitude  of  pleased  attention.  Louis  looked  pale  and  hag- 
gard. His  sallow  cheeks  were  shrunk,  his  large  eyes  hollow. 
As  he  spoke  a  hectic  flush  went  and  came  upon  his  face. 

"  Will  you  not  let  me  take  your  hand,  mademoiselle  ?  " 
said  he  timidly.  "I  feel  I  could  talk  much  better  if  I 
did,  and  I  have  much  to  say  to  you." 

She  reluctantly  placed  her  hand  in  his.  The  rKing 
sighed  deeply. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Sire  ?  " 

"Ah,  that  is  the  question !  I  long  to  tell  you.  I  sigh 
because  I  am  weary  of  my  life.  My  mother,  who  still  calls 
herself  Eegent,  and  pretends  to  govern  the  kingdom,  quarrels 
perpetually  with  Eichelieu.     The  council  is  distracted  by 
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her  violence  and  ill-temper ;  affairs  of  state  are  neglected. 
She  reproaches  Richelieu  publicly  for  his  ingratitude,  as 
she  calls  it,  because  he  will  not  support  her  authority 
rather  than  the  good  of  the  kingdom.  The  Due  d'Epernon 
supports  her.  He  is  as  imperious  as  she  is.  Her  ambition 
embitters  my  life,  as  it  embittered  that  of  my  great  father." 

"  Oh,  Sire,  remember  that  the  Queen-dowager  of  France 
is  your  mother.  Besides,  Richelieu  owes  everything  to  her 
favour.  Had  it  not  been  for  her  he  would  have  remained 
an  obscure  bishop  at  Lu9on  all  his  life.  She  placed  him  at 
Court." 

"  Yes,  and  he  shall  stay  there.  Par  Dieu  !  he  shall  stay 
there.  If  any  one  goes  it  shall  be  my  mother.  I  feel  I 
myself  have  no  capacity  for  governing  ;  I  shrink  from  the 
tremendous  responsibility ;  but  I  am  better  able  to  under- 
take it  than  the  Queen-mother.  Her  love  of  power  is  so 
excessive  she  would  sacrifice  me  and  every  one  else  to 
keep  it — she  and  the  Due  d'Epernon,"  he  added  bitterly. 
"  Richelieu  is  an  able  minister.  He  is  ambitious,  I  know, 
but  I  am  safe  in  his  hands.  He  can  carry  out  no  measures 
of  reform,  he  cannot  maintain  the  dignity  of  the  Crown,  if 
he  is  for  ever  interfered  with  by  a  fractious  woman, — ^vain, 
capricious,  incompetent." 

"  Oh,  Sirel"  and  Mademoiselle  do  Hautefort  held  up  her 
hands  to  stop  him. 

"It  is  true,  madame.  Did  not  the  Queen-mother  and 
her  creatures,  the  Concini  and  the  Due  d'Epernon,  all  but 
plunge  France  into  civil  war  during  her  regency  ?  She 
was  nigh  being  deposed,  and  I  with  her.  What  a  life  I 
led  until  De  Luynes  rescued  me  !  He  presumed  upon  my 
favour,  le  fripon^  and  brought  boat-loads  of  Gascon  cousins 
to  Court  from  Guienne.  I  never  knew  a  man  have  so 
many  cousins !  They  came  in  shoals,  and  never  one  of 
them  with  a  silken  cloak  to  his  back — ^a  beggarly  lot !  " 

"But,  Sire,"  said  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  sitting 
upright  in  her  chair,  and  trying  to  fix  the  King's  wandering 
mind,  "  why  do  you  need  either  her  Majesty  the  Queen- 
mother  or  the  Cardinal  de  Richelieu?  Depend  on  no  one. 
Govern  for  yourself,  Sire." 

o2 
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"Impossible,  impossible.  I  am  too  weak.  I  have  no 
capacity.  I  have  none  of  my  great  father's  genius."  And 
the  King  lifted  his  feathered  hat  reverently  from  his  head 
each  time  he  named  his  father.  "  Eichelieu  rules  for  me. 
He  has  intellect.  He  will  maintain  the  honour  of  France. 
The  nation  is  safe  in  his  hands.  As  for  me,  I  am  tyrannized 
over  by  my  mother,  laughed  at  by  my  Spanish  wife,  and 
betrayed  by  my  own  brother.  I  am  not  fit  to  reign.  Every 
one  despises  me — except  you."  And  the  King  turned  with 
an  appealing  look  towards  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort. 
"You,  I  hope,  at  least,  understand  me.  You  do  me 
justice." 

There  was  a  melting  expression  •  in  the  King's  eyes 
which  she  had  never  seen  before.  It  alarmed  her.  She 
felt  that  her  only  excuse  for  the  treacherous  part  she  was 
acting  was  in  the  perfect  innocence  of  their  relations.  A 
visible  tremor  passed  over  her.  She  blushed  violently,  a 
look  of  pain  came  into  her  face,  and  her  eyes  fell  before  Ids 
gaze. 

"You  do  not  speak?  Have  I  offended  you?"  cried 
Louis,  much  excited.  "What  have  I  said?  Oh,  made- 
moiselle, do  not  lose  your  sympathy  for  me,  else  I  shall 
die!  I  know  I  am  unworthy  of  your  notice;  but — ^see 
how  I  trust  you.  The  hours  I  spend  in  your  society  give 
me  the  only  happiness  I  enjoy.  Pity,  pity  the  King  of 
France,  who  craves  your  help,  who  implores  your  sym- 
pathy!"    ^  .^ 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  speaking  in  her  usual  quiet 
maimer,  entreated  him  to  be  calm. 

"  Am  I  forgiven  ?  "  said  he  in  a  faltering  voice,  looking 
the  picture  of  despair.     "  Will  you  still  trust  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes.  Sire.  I  am  ashamed  to  answer  such  a  ques- 
tion.    Your  Majesty  has  given  me  no  offence.^^ 

Louis  reseated  himself. 

"It  is  to  prepare  you  for  an  unexpected  event  that  I 
wish  to  talk  to  you.  It  is  possible  I  may  shortly  leave 
Compiegnc  suddenly  and  secretly.  I  must  tear  myself 
away  from  you  for  a  while." 

"  Leave  the  Court,  Sire  I    What  do  you  mean  ?  " 


THE   ORIEL   WINDOW.  197 

"  The  quarrels  between  my  mother  and  Eichelien  are 
more  than  I  can  endure.  They  must  end.  One  must  go — 
I  will  not  say  which.  You  can  guess.  I  am  assured  by 
Eichelieu,  who  has  information  from  all  parts  of  France, 
that  her  Majesty  is  hated  by  the  people.  She  is  suspected 
of  a  knowledge  of  my  great  father's  death ;  she  has  abused 
her  position.     No  one  feels  any  interest  in  her  fate." 

"But,  surely,  your  Majesty  feels  no  pleasure  in  knowing 
that  it  is  so,  even  if  it  be  true,  which  I  much  doubt." 

"  Well,  her  Majesty  has  deserved  little  favour  of  me," 
replied  he  with  mdifference.  "  Eichelieu  tells  me  that 
her  exile  would  be  a  popular  act " 

"Her  exile.  Sire  !  You  surely  do  not  contemplate  the 
exile  of  your  own  mother  ?  " 

"  Possibly  not — possibly  not ;  but  a  sovereign  must  be 
advised-  by  his  ministers.  It  is  indispensable  to  the  pro- 
sperity of  the  State." 

Mademoiselle  de  Ilautefort  was  silent,  but  something  of 
the  contempt  she  felt  might  have  been  seen  in  her  ex- 
pressive eyes. 

"I  do  not  feel  disposed,"  continued  he,  "to  face  the 
anger  of  the  Queen-mother  when  she  hears  my  determina- 
tion. She  would  use  violent  language  to  me  that  might 
make  me  forget  I  am  her  son.  Eichelieu  must  break  it  to 
her.  He  can  do  it  while  I  am  away.  Agitation  injures 
my  health,  it  deranges  my  digestion.  I  have  enough  to 
beiar  from  my  wife,  from  whom  it  is  not  so  easy  to 
escape " 

Again  he  stopped  abruptly,  as  if  he  were  about  to  say 
more  than  he  intended. 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  ever  on  the  look  out  for  all 
that  concerned  her  mistress  the  Queen,  glanced  at  him 
with  sudden  curiosity.     Her  eyes  read  his  thoughts. 

"  Your  Majesty  is  concealmg  something  from  me  ?  "  she 
said. 

"Well,  yes," — and  he  hesitated — "it  is  a  subject  too 
delicate  to  mention." 

"  Have  you,  then,  withdrawn  your  coufidencc  from  mc, 
Sire  ?  "  asked  she,  affecting  the  deepest  concern. 
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^'No,  no — ^never.  I  tell  you  everything — yet,  I  blush 
to  allude  to  such  a  subject." 

^^  What  subject,  Sire  ?    Does  it  concern  her  Majesty  ?  " 

"  By  heaven  it  does  !  "  cried  the  King,  with  unwonted 
excitement,  a  look  of  rage  on  his  face.  "  It  is  said  —  *' 
and  he  stopped,  and  looked  round  suspiciously,  and  became 
crimson.  ^'Not  here — ^not  here,"  he  mutt^red^  rising. 
"  I  cannot  speak  of  it  here.  It  is  too  public.  Come  wiQi 
me  into  this  closet." 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  foreboding  some  misfortune 
to  the  Queen,  followed  him,  trembling  in  every  limb,  into 
a  small  retiring-closet  opening  from  the  gallery  where  they 
had  been  seated.  He  drew  her  close  to  the  window,  glanced 
cautiously  around,  and  placed  his  hand  on  her  arm. 

"  It  is  said," — ^he  spoke  in  a  low  voice — "  it  is  said — 
and  appearances  confirm  it — that" — and  he  stooped,  and 
whispered  some  words  into  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort's 
ear,  who  started  back  with  horror.  "If  it  be  so,"  he 
added  coolly,  '^I  shall  crave  a  dispensation  from  the  Pope, 
and  send  the  Queen  back  to  Madrid." 

"For  shame.  Sire !  you  are  deceived,"  cried  Mademoiselle 
de  Hautefort,  an  expression  of  mingled  disgust,  anger,  and 
terror  on  her  face.  She  could  hardly  bring  herself  to  act 
out  the  part  imposed  upon  her  for  the  Queen's  sake.  She 
longed  to  overwhelm  die  unmanly  Louis  with  her  indig- 
nation ;  but  she  controlled  her  feelings.  "  On  my  honour. 
Sire,"  said  she  firmly,  "  they  do  but  converse  as  friends. 
For  the  truth  of  this  I  wager  my  life — ^my  salvation." 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind,"  insisted  Louis  doggedly.  "  It 
is  your  exalted  virtue  that  blinds  you  to  their  wickedness. 
My  mother,  who  hates  me: — even  my  mother  pities  me ; 
slie  believes  in  the  Queen's  guilt." 

"  Sire,"  broke  in  the  maid  of  honour  impetuously,  her 
black  eyes  full  of  indignation,  "  I  have  already  told  you  I 
will  not  hear  my  royal  mistress  slandered ;  this  is  a  foul 
slander.  To  me  she  is  as  sacred  as  your  Majesty,  who 
are  an  anointed  king."  Louis  passed  his  hand  over  his 
brow,  and  mused  in  silencct  ''  I  beseech  you,  Sire,  listen 
to  me,"  continued  she,  seeing  his  irresolution.     '^  I  speak 
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the  truth ;  boforo  God  I  speak  the  truth ! "  Louis  looked 
fixedly  at  her.  Her  vehemence  impressed,  if  it  did  not 
convince  him.  *^  Your  Majesty  needs  not  the  counsel  of 
the  Queen-mother  in  affairs  of  state ;  do  not  trust  her,  or 
any  one  else,  in  matters  touching  the  honour  of  your  con* 
sort."  And  she  raised  her  eyes,  and  looked  boldly  at  him. 
"Promise  me,  Sire,  to  dismiss  this  foul  tale  from  your 
mind." 

"All  your  words  are  precious,  mademoiselle,"  replied 
Louis  evasively,  and  he  caught  her  hand  and  kissed  it 
with  fervour. 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  dared  not  press  him  further. 
She  withdrew  her  hand.  They  were  both  silent,  and  stood 
opposite  to  each  other.  As  Louis  gazed  into  her  eyes,  still 
sparkling  with  indignation,  his  anger  melted  away. 

"When  I  am  gone,  mademoiselle,"  said  he  tenderly, 
"  do  not  forget  me.  You  are  my  only  friend.  I  will 
watch  over  you,  though  absent.  Here  is  a  piece  of  gold, 
pure  and  unalloyed  as  are  my  feelings  towards  you,"  and 
he  disengaged  from  his  neck  a  medallion  delicately  chased. 
"  See,  I  have  broken  it.  One  half  I  will  keep ;  the  other 
shall  rest  in  your  bosom ; "  and  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips, 
and  placed  it  in  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort' s  hands.  "  As 
long  as  you  hold  that  piece  of  gold  without  the  other  half, 
know  that  as  the  token  is  divided  between  us,  so  is  my 
heart — the  better  half  with  you." 

Her  conscience  smote  her  as  she  received  this  pledge. 
Loids  had  such  perfect  faith  in  her  integrity,  she  almost 
repented  that  her  duty  to  the  Queen  forced  her  to  deceive 
him. 

"Your  Majesty  overwhelms  me,"  said  she^  making  a 
deep  reverence. 

"  The  Court  is  full  of  intrigues,"  continued  Louis. 
"  I  have  no  wish  to  control  my  minister ;  but  remember 
this — obey  no  order,  defy  all  conmiands,  that  are  delivered 
to  you  without  that  token."  The  maid  of  honour  bowed 
her  head.  A  tear  stole  down  her  cheek ;  the  King's  sim- 
plicity touched  her  in  spite  of  herself.  "Adieu,  made- 
moiselle," said  he,  "  my  best,  my  only  friend.     I  humbly 
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crave  your  pardon  for  aught  I  may  have  said  or  done  to 
wound  your  delicacy.  We  will  meet  at  Saint-Germain : 
then,  perhaps,  you  will  fear  me  less.  We  will  meet  at 
Saint-Germain." 

He  hesitated,  and  approached  dangerously  near  to  the 
handsome  maid  of  honour,  whose  confusion  made  her  all 
the  more  attractive.     As  he  approached,  she  retreated. 

Suddenly  the  curtain  was  drawn  aside,  and  a  page 
entered  the  closet,  and  announced — 

"  The  Queen-dowager,  who  demands  instant  admittance 
to  her  son,  the  King." 

Mademoiselle  •  de  Hautefort  disappeared  in  an  instant 
through  a  door  concealed  in  the  arras.  The  King,  pale  as 
death,  put  his  hand  to  his  heart,  sank  into  a  chair,  and 
awaited  the  arrival  of  his  mother. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

AN     OMINOUS     INTERVIEW. 

* 

Louis  had  not  long  to  wait,  scarcely  a  moment  passed 
before  Marie  de  Medici  appeared.  She  entered  hastily; 
marks  of  violent  agitation  were  on  her  countenance ;  her 
brows  were  knit ;  her  eyes  flashed.  She  was  in  the  prime 
of  middle  life,  but  grown  stout  and  unwieldy ;  her  delicate 
complexion  had  become  red  and  coarse,  and  her  voice  was 
loud  and  harsh;  but  her  height,  and  the  long  habit  of 
ahnost  absolute  command,  gave  her  still  an  imposing  pre- 
sence.  Louis  involuntarily  shuddered  at  her  approach ;  he 
had  been  long  accustomed  to  tremble  at  her  frown.  His 
first  impulse  was  to  fly  by  the  same  door  through  which 
Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  had  vanished.  He  rose,  how- 
ever, bowed  low  before  her,  and  offered  her  a  seat. 

"My  son,"  she  cried  in  a  husky  voice,  walking  straight 
up  to  him,  "  I  have  come  to  request  you  instantly  to  banish 
!BSchelieu.  If  you  do  not,  I  shall  return  to  Florence.  The 
insolence  of  that  villain  whom  I  have  made  your  minister 
is  intolerable.     He  has  disobeyed  my  express  commands ! " 

"  What  has  Kichelieu  done,  Mad^ne  ?  " 

"Is  it  not  enough  that  I,  your  mother,  who  have 
governed  France  almost  from  your  birth,  should  declare  to 
you  my  pleasure  ?  Would  you  prefer  a  lackey  to  your 
own  mother  ?  ^  Let  it  suflSlce  that  Kichelieu  has  offended 
me  past  forgiveness.  Sit  down,  my  son  " — ^and  she  seized 
on  tibe  terrifled  Louis,  and  almost  forced  him  into  a  chair 
beside  the  table — ^"  here  are  my  tablets ;  write  instantly  an 
order  that  within  twenty-four  hours  Richelieu  leaves 
France  for  ever." 

^  WordB  used  by  Marie  de  Medici  to  Louis  XIII. 
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Louis  took  the  tablets,  but  his  trembling  hands  could 
not  hold  them.  The  jewelled  leaves  of  ivory,  set  in  gold, 
fell  on  the  ground  with  a  crash.     There  was  a  pause. 

"What!  Louis,  you  hesitate  to  obey  me?"  and  the 
Queen's  fierce  ey^s  darted  a  look  of  fury  at  the  King, 
whose  slender  fi^e  positively  seemed  to  shrink  as  s£ 
laid  her  hand  upon  him. 

"  My  mother,''  he  said,  in  a  faltering  voice,  "  you  have 
told  me  nothing.  A  great  minister  like  Bichelieu  cannot 
be  dismissed  on  the  instant.'' 

"Yes,  he  can,  if  there  be  another  to  replace  him,  a 
better  than  he  ;  one  who  knows  the  respect  due  to  the 
Queen-dowager  of  France,  the  widow  of  Henry  the  Great, 
your  mother,  and  still  Eegent  of  the  kingdom." 

"  But,  Madame,  what  has  Bichelieu  .done  to  offend  you  ?" 
and  the  £Ing  had  the  courage  to  meet  his  mother's  ^ance 
unmoved. 

"  He  has  dared  to  disobey  my  positive  orders.  I  had 
appointed  the  Due  d'Epemon  governor  of  Poitiers.  He 
has  placed  there  a  creature  of  his  own.  After  this  insult, 
you  will  understand,  I  can  never  again  sit  at  the  council 
with  Eichelieu." 

''  Well,  Madame,  and  suppose  you  do  not ! "  rejoined 
the  King,  whose  nervous  dread  was  rapidly  giving  place 
to  resentment  at  his  mother's  arrogance.  '^  I  shall  be  still 
King  of  France,  and  Eichelieu  will  be  my  minister." 

"  Undutiful  boy  I "  exclaimed  Marie  de  Medici,  and 
she  raised  her  hand  as  if  to  strike  him;  ^^you  forget 
yourself." 

"No,  Madame,  it  is  you  who  forget  that ;  if  I  am  your 
son,  I  am  also  your  king.  You  may  stnke  me,  if  you 
please,  Madame,"  added*  he  in  a  lower  voice,  "  but  I  will 
not  sign  the  exile  of  Bichelieu."  The  countenance  of  Louis 
darkened  with  growing  passion ;  the  threatening  aspect  of 
his  mother  standing  before  him  with  upraised  arm,  roused 
him  to  unwonted  courage.  "I  will  not  exile  Bichelieu. 
I  leave  him  to  settle  Ms  differences  with  you  and  your 
favourites — their  claims  do  not  concern  me.  I  will  have 
no    more   Concinij  madame;   I  would  rather   abdicate   at 
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once."    And  turning  on  his  heel,  without  another  word,  or 
even  saluting  the  Queen,  he  left  the  room. 

A  sudden  dizziness,  an  overwhelming  conviction  of  some- 
thing new  and  strange  in  her  position,  sobered  the  passion 
of  Marie  de  Medici  the  instant  the  King  was  gone.  She 
stood  motionless  where  he  had  left  her,  save  that  her 
uplifted  arm  dropped  to  her  side.  A  mournful  look— the 
shadow  of  coming  misfortunes — clouded  her  face.  Silent 
and  dejected,  the  tears  streaming  from  her  eyes,  she  with- 
drew.  When  she  had  reached  her  own  apartments,  she 
commanded  that  no  one  should  be  admitted. 

That  same  day  the  King  left  Compiegne,  taking  with 
him  only  two  attendants.  No  one  knew  whither  he  was 
gone. 

Early  the  next  morning  the  Queen-mother's  ladies  were 
startled  by  the  appearance  of  Cardinal  Eichelieu  in  her 
ante-room.  It  was  long  since  he,  who  was  wont  never  to 
be  absent  from  her  service,  had  been  seen  there. 

"  Tell  her  Majesty,"  he  said  to  the  Duchessc  d'Epemon, 
"  that  I  am  come  on  urgent  state  business,  by  the  express 
command  of  the  King,  and  that  I  must  speak  with  her  in 
person." 

After  some  delay  he  was  admitted  into  the  Queen's 
apartment. 

Marie  de  Medici  wears  a  long  robe  of  black  velvet,  and 
a  widow's  coif  upon  her  head.  She  looks  old,  worn,  and 
anxious ;  she  is  neither  imperious  nor  angry.  She  begins 
to  realise  that  power  is  passing  from  her ;  she  is  intensely 
curious,  not  to  say  alarmed,  as  to  what  the  intelligence 
may  be,  of  which  the  Cardinal  is  the  bearer ;  and  she  now 
secretly  repents  that  she  has  quarrelled  with  him. 

The  Cardinal  wears  a  close-fitting  black  soutane  bound 
with  purple,  and  a  beretta  of  the  same  colour  on  his  head ; 
he  has  nothing  of  the  churchman  in  his  appearance.  He 
is  still  a  young  man,  upright  in  figure  and  easy  in  manner, 
attractions  which  ho  owes  to  his  early  military  training. 
He  has  piercing  black  eyes,  light  brown  hair  that  lies 
stniight  upon  his  forehead,  and  a  pale,  thoughtful  face, 
already  lined  with  wTioklcs.     His  closely  shutting  mouth. 
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thin-lipped  and  stem,  expresses  inflexible  determination. 
His  manners  are  composed,  almost  gentle ;  his  voice  melo- 
dious. He  has  not  yet  become  the  imperious  autocrat — 
the  merciless  butcher  of  the  chivalrous  nobles  of  France — 
of  after  years.  Chalais  and  Montmorenci  have  not  yet 
fallen  by  his  order  on  the  scaffold ;  and  Cinq-Mars  is  a 
precocious  lad,  living  with  his  mother  on  the  banks  of  the 
Loire.  Without  vanity  he  knows  that  he  has  genius  to 
conceive  great  deeds,  and  industry  to  elaborate  every 
necessary  detail.  Already  the  consciousness  of  growing 
greatness  forces  itself  upon  him.  The  incompetence  of  the 
King,  his  indolent  acquiescence  in  all  his  measures,  the 
jealousy  between  Louis  and  his  mother  whom  the  King 
has  hitiierto  not  dared  to  check,  his  alienation  from  the 
young  Queen  his  wife,  open  before  Richelieu's  mental  vision 
a  vista  of  almost  boundless  power.  Now  he  stands  in  the 
presence  of  his  early  benefactress,  the  sovereign  to  whom 
he  would  have  been  faithful,  had  such  fidelity  been  con- 
sistent with  the  welfare  of  France  and  his  own  ambition. 
Spite  of  habitual  self-control,  he  is  greatly  moved  at  her 
forlorn  condition.  He  still  hopes  that  he  may  save  her 
from  an  overwhelming  calamity. 

Richelieu  advances  to  where  the  Queen-mother  is  seated 
beside  the  hearth,  and  after  making  a  profound  obeisance 
waits  for  her  to  address  him. 

"  You  bear  to  me  a  message  from  my  son.  What  can 
he  have  to  say  to  me,  that  he  cannot  speak  himself?" 
Marie  asks  with  dignity. 

"Nothing,  my  most  gracious  mistress,"  replies  Riche- 
lieu, almost  submissively,  "  if  your  Majesty  will  deign  to 
be  guided  by  my  counsel." 

"You  call  me  your  mistress,  Cardinal,"  says  Marie 
bitterly ;  "  but  you  have  left  my  service,  and  you  disobey 
my  positive  conmiands.  How  can  I  treat  with  such  a 
hypocrite?" 

"Madame,  I  beseech  you,  let  not  personal  animosity 
towards  myself — ^be  I  innocent  or  guilty  of  what  you 
accuse  me — ^blind  you  to  the  danger  in  which  you  now 
stand." 
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"  Danger  !  What  do  you  mean  ?  To  what  danger  do 
you  allude  ?  " 

"  The  danger  that  threatens  you,  Madame,  in  the  dis- 
pleasure of  his  Majesty." 

"Ah,  I  perceive.  My  son  strikes  through  you,  my 
creature,  that  he  may  crush  me.  I  congratulate  your 
eminence  on  your  triumphant  ingratitude." 

"Madame,"  and  the  Cardinal  wrings  his  hands  and 
advances  a  step  or  two  nearer  the  Queen  with  an  air  of 
earnest  entreaty,  "hear  me,  I  implore  you.  Let  us  not 
lose  precious  time  in  mere  words.  I  have  come  here  in  a 
twofold  character,  as  your  friend  and  as  minister  of  state. 
Permit  me  first  to  address  you  as  the  former,  Madame, 
your  counsellor  and  your  sincere  friend."  As  he  speaks 
his  voice  trembles,  his  maimer  is  almost  humble  as  he 
seeks  to  allay  the  stormy  passions  that  gather  on  the 
brow  of  his  royal  mistress. 

Marie  de  Medici  is  so  much  taken  aback  at  this  unusual 
display  of  feeling  in  the  stem  Cardinal,  that  though  her 
eyes  glisten  with  anger  she  makes  no  reply. 

"  Your  Majesty,  in  honour  and  greatness,"  continues 
Kichelieu,  "  stands  next  to  the  throne.  Be  satisfied,  Ma- 
dame, with  the  second  place  in  the  kingdom.  Your  own 
age,  Madame" — ^Marie  starts — "and  the  increased  expe- 
rience of  his  Majesty,  justify  you  in  committing  the  reins 
of  government  into  his  hands  and  into  the  hands  of  such 
ministers  as  he  may  appoint." 

"Yourself,  for  instance,"  breaks  in  Marie  bitterly. 

"  Madame,  I  implore  you,  by  the  respect  and  the  affection 
I  bear  you,*not  to  interrupt  me.  Withdraw,  graciously  and 
cheerfully,  from  all  interference  with  state  affairs.  Eesign 
your  place  at  the  council.  Dismiss  those  nobles  who,  by 
their  rebellious  conduct,  excite  his  Majesty's  displeasure, 
specially  the  Due  d'Epemon." 

"  Never !  "  exclaims  Marie  passionately.  "  I  will  not 
resign  my  place  at  the  council,  nor  will  I  sacrifice  my 
supporter,  the  Due  d'Epemon.  My  son  is  incapable  of 
governing.  He  has  ever  been  the  tool  of  those  about 
him.     I  am  his  best  substitute.     This  is  a  miserable  plot 
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by  which  you  basely  seek  to  disgrace  me  by  my  own  act 
— to  rise  by  my  fall." 

"  Oh,  Madame,  to  whom  I  owe  so  much, '^pleads  Riche- 
lieu, ^^  whom  I  would  now  serve  while  I  can,  hear  me.  I 
speak  from  my  heart — I  speak  for  the  last  time.  Be  warned, 
I  beseech  you."  His  hands  are  still  clasped,  his  voice  falters, 
tears  flow  down  his  cheeks.  Any  one  less  obstinately  blind 
than  the  Queen  would  have  been  warned  by  the  evidence  of 
such  unusual  emotion  in  a  man  ordinarily  so  cold  and  im- 
passible as  the  Cardinal. 

"  Ha,  ha,  you  are  an  admirable  actor.  Cardinal ! "  cries 
she.  ^'  But  what  if  I  refuse  to  listen  to  a  traitor  ?  Who 
named  me  ^  ^  Mother  of  the  kingdom  ? '  Who  vowed  to 
me  '  that  the  purple  with  which  I  invested  him  would  be 
a  solemn  pledge  of  his  willingness  to  shed  his  blood  in 
my  service  ? '  I  know  you,  Armand  de  Plessis." 

For  some  minutes  neither  utters  a  word.  When  he  ad- 
dresses the  Queen  again,  Richelieu  has  mastered  his  feelings 
and  speaks  with  calmness,  but  his  looks  express  the  pro- 
foundest  pity. 

"I  am  no  traitor,  Madame,  but  the  unwilling  bearer 
of  a  decision  that  wiU  infinitely  pain  you,  if  you  drive 
me  to  announce  it.  But  if  you  will  condescend  to  listen 
to  my  counsel,  to  conciliate  your  son  the  King,  and  disarm 
his  wrath  by  immediate  submission,  then  that  terrible  de- 
cision never  need  be  revealed.  That  you  should  be  wise  in 
time,  Madame,"  adds  he,  in  a  voice  full  of  gentleness, 
contemplating  her  with  the  utmost  compassion,  "  is  my 
earnest  prayer.'' 

Before  he  had  done  speaking  the  Cardinal  sinks  on  his 
knees  at  her  feet,  and  draws  forth  from  his  breast  a  paper,  to 
which  are  appended  the  royal  seals.  Marie,  whose  usual  in- 
solence and  noisy  wrath  have  given  place  to  secret  fear,  still 
clings  to  the  hope  that  she  is  too  powerful  to  be  dispensed 
with,  and  that  by  a  dauntless  bearing  she  will  intimidate 
Richelieu,  and,  through  him,  the  King,  replie«  coldly — 

"  I  have  given  you  my  answer.  Now  you  can  with- 
draw."   Then,  rising  from  her  chair,  she  turns  her  back 

*  Richelieu  used  these  precise  words  in  BjHMiking  of  Marie  de  ^ledici. 
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upon  Kichelieu — ^who  still  kneels  before  ier — and  moves 
forward  to  leave  the  room. 

"  Stay,  Madame ! "  cries  Richelieu,  rising,  stung  to  the 
quick  by  her  arrogant  rejection  .  of  his  sympathy,  and 
ashamed  of  the  unwonted  emotion  the  forlorn  position  of 
his  royal  mistress  had  called  forth ;  "  stay,  and  listen  to 
this  decree,  in  the  name  of  his  Majesty."  And  he  unfolds 
the  parchment,  *^Once  more,  Madame,  understand.  Unless 
you  will  on  the  instant  resign  your  seat  in  the  Council  of 
State  and  dismiss  the  Due  d'Epernon — a  man  suspected 
of  a  hideous  crime,  which  you  at  least,  Madame,  ought 
never  to  have  forgotten-from  his  attendance  on  your 
person,  I  am  commanded  by  his  Majesty " 

^'  Dismiss  d'Epemon ! — my  only  trusty  servant,  d'Eper- 
non,  who  has  defended  me  from  your  treachery  !  "---breaks 
in  Marie  passionately,  her  voice  rising  higher  at  every  word 
— "  Never — ^never !  Let  me  die  f&st !  How  dare  you. 
Cardinal  Eichelieu,  come  hither  to  aflEront  the  mother  of 
your  King  ?  I  will  not  dismiss  the  Due  d'Epemon.  It  is 
you  who  shall  be  dismissed  " — ^and  she  glares  upon  him 
with  fury — "despised,  dishonoured,  blasted,  as  you  de- 
serve." 

"  If  you  refuse,  Madame — and  let  me  implore  you  to 
reflect  well  before  you  do,"  continues  the  Cardinal,  quite 
unmoved  by  her  reproaches — "  I  have  his  Majesty's  com- 
mands to  banish  you  from  Court,  and  to  imprison  you 
during  his  pleasure  within  this  palace."  * 

No  sooner  has  he  uttered  these  words  than  the  Queen, 
who  stands  facing  the  Cardinal,  staggers  backwards.  A 
deadly  pallor  overspreads  her  face.  She  totters,  tries  to 
grasp  the  arm  of  the  chair  from  which  she  has  risen, 
and  before  Eichelieu,  who  watches  her  agony  with  eyes 
rather  of  sorrow  than  of  anger,  can  catch  her,  she  has 
fallen  fainting  on  the  floor. 

At  his  cries  the  Queen's  ladies  appear.  He  leaves  her 
to  their  care,  and  proceeds  to  the  apartments  of  Anne  of 
Austria,  whom,  through  Madame  do  Chevreuso,  he  informs 
of  what  has  occurred. 

»  ScG  note  21. 
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Anne  of  Austria  on  hearing  that  the  Queen-mother  was 
disgraced,  saw  in  her  unfortunate  mother-in-law,  who  had 
never  ceased  to  persecute  her  and  to  arouse  the  jealousy 
of  the  King,  only  an  unhappy  parent.  She  flew  to  her, 
threw  herself  into  her  arms,  and  readily  promised  to 
employ  all  the  influence  she  possessed  to  mitigate  the 
royal  wrath. 


I 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

LOVE     AND     TREASON. 

s  OF  Austria  baa  left  Compiegne,  and  tlie  royal  pn- 
Boner,  and  is  now  at  Saint-Germain.  The  eh&teau  stands 
upon  the  crest  of  a  hill,  backed  by  a  glorious  forest  that 
darkens  the  heights  encircling  Paris. 

It  is  sprii^ ;  the  air  is  warm  and  genial,  the  sky  mildly 
blue ;  light  clouds  temper  the  bright  sunshine  that  playa 
upon  the  southern  facade  of  the  palace,  and  glistens  among 
the  elms  which  form  magnificent  avenues  in  the  surround- 
ing park. 

The  King  has  not  yet  returned,  and  the  Queen  and  her 
ladies,  relieved  of  hia  dreary  presence,  revel  in  unusual 
freedom.  Concerts,  suppers,  dances,  repasts  in  the  forest, 
and  moonlight  walks  on  the  terrace,  are  their  favourite 
diversions.  Anne  of  Austria  has  not  positively  forgotten 
the  lonely  captive  at  Compiegne,  but  is  too  much  engrossed 
with  lier  own  affairs  to  remember  more  than  her  promise 
to  assist  her.  That  atmosphere  of  flattery  a  woman  loves 
BO  well  and  accepts  as  an  offering  exacted  by  her  beauty, 
breathes  around  her.  Monsieur  Gaston,  Duo  d'Orleans, 
the  King's  only  brother,  is  always  by  her  side.  Monsieur 
is  gay,  polished,  gallant ;  tall  and  slight  like  his  brother, 
and  pale-faced,  but  not,  as  with  Louis,  with  the  pallor  of 
disease.  He  has  much  of  his  mother's  versatile  nature 
without  her  violent  temper.  Like  her  he  is  tickle,  weak, 
and  treacherous,  incapable  of  any  deep  or  stable  feeling. 
Monsieur  talks  to  the  Queen  of  Madrid,  and  sympathizes 
with  her  attachment  to  her  brother,  to  whom  Anne  writes 
almost  daily  long  letters  in  cipher  (always  committed  to 
the  care  of  the  Duchesse  de  Che\Teuse),  notwithstanding 
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the  war  between  France  and  Spain.  The  chivalrous  Due 
de  Montmorenci,  more  formal  and  reserved  than  Monsieur, 
but  equally  devoted ;  the  Due  de  Bellegarde,  no  longer  the 
ideal  of  manly  beauty  dear  to  the  heart  of  poor  Gabrielle 
d'Estr6es,  but  grey-headed  and  middle-aged,  though  still  an 
ardent  servant  of  the  fair,  with  the  chivalnc  manners  and 
soldier-like  freedom  of  the  former  reign ;  gallant,  rough, 
generous  Bassompierre,  who  was  to  pay  so  dearly  by 
twelve  years'  imprisonment  in  the  Bastille  his  opposition 
to  the  Cardinal ;  and  Marechal  d'Omaao,  the  beau  sabreur 
of  that  day,  were  also  in  attendance,  each  one  the  object 
of  the  King's  morbid  jealousy. 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  rarely  leaves  the  Queen. 
She  rejoices  almost  more  than  her  mistress  in  the  King's 
absence.  The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse,  bewitching  and 
spiteful,  closely  attended  by  the  Comtes  Chalais  and  Lou- 
vigni,  whom  she  plays  one  against  the  other ;  the  Duchesse 
de  Montbazon,  her  step-mother,  whose  imperious  eyes  de- 
mand worship  from  all  who  approach  her,  ever  in  the  com- 
pany of  De  Eance,^ — ^by-and-by  to  foimd  the  order  of  La 
Trappe,— are  some  of  the  ladies  who  form  the  Queen's  Court. 

One  moonlit  night  the  queen  and  her  ladies  had  lingered 
late  on  the  stately  terrace,  built  by  Henry  IV.,  which 
borders  the  forest  and  extends  for  two  miles  along  the 
edge  of  the  heights  on  which  the  chS.teau  stands.  The 
Queen  and  her  brother-in-law,  Monsieur  Due  d' Orleans, 
have  seatpd  themselves  somewhat  apart  from  the  rest  on 
the  stone  balustrade  that  fronts  the  steep  descent  into  the 
plains  round  Paris.  Vineyards  line  the  hill-side,  which 
falls  rapidly  towards  the  Seine  flowing  far  beneath,  its 
swelling  banks  rich  with  groves,  orchards,  villas,  and  gar- 
dens. Beyond,  the  plains  lie  calm  and  still,  wrapped  in 
dark  shadows,  save  where  the  moonbeams .  fall  in  patches 
and  glints  of  silvery  light.  Of  the  great  city  which 
spreads  itself  beyond,  not  a  vestige  is  to  be  seen.  All 
human  lights  are  extinguished,  but  the  moon  rides  high  in 
the  heavens  in  fields  of  ozuve  brightness,  and  the  stars 
shine  over  the  topmost  heights,  where,  on  the  very  verge 

1  Sec  note  22. 
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of  the  horizon,  and  facing  the  terrace,  the  towers  of  the 
Cathedral  of  Saint-Denis  break  the  dusky  sky-line. 

A  range  of  hills  links  this  far-off  distance  with  the 
sombre  masses  of  the  adjoining  forest.  Great  masses  of 
trees  surge  up  black  in  front,  swaying  hither  and  thither 
in  the  night  breeze ;  the  rustling  of  their  leaves  is  the  only 
sound  that  breaks  the  silence.  For  a  time  the  Queen  sits 
motionless. 

"  What  a  lovely  night,"  she  says  at  last,  as  she  casts  her 
eyes  out  over  the  broad  expanse  of  earth  and  sky.  *^  Oh 
that  the  world  coiild  be  ever  as  calm  and  peaceful !  " 

A  sad  look  comes  into  her  eyes, — she  heaves  a  deep 
sigh,  throws  back  her  head  and  gazes  upwards.  The 
softened  rays  of  the  moon  shine  upon  her  face,  light  up 
the  masses  of  her  golden  hair,  and  play  among  the  folds 
of  a  long  white  robe  which  encircles  her  to  the  feet.  She 
sits  framed,  as  it  were,  in  a  circle  of  supernatural  lustre* 
Monsieur  is  beside  her,  rapt  in  admiration.  The  beautiful 
vision  before  him  intoxicates  his  senses.  The  landmarks 
of  social  restriction,  of  tyrannous  etiquette,  have  vanished, 
gone,  with  the  sun  and  the  daylight.  He  forgets  that 
she  is  a  great  queen,  the  wife  of  his  brother — his  Sove- 
reign ;  he  forgets  that  their  attendants,  though  invisible, 
are  at  hand,  that  a  glittering  palace  lies  hid  among  the 
woods,  with  its*  attendant  multitudes ;  he  forgets  all  save 
that  she  is  there  before  him,  a  dazzling  presence,  sprung, 
as  it  seems,  out  of  the  darkness  of  the  night.  He  gazes  at 
her  with  speechless  rapture.  Words  which  had  often  before 
trembled  on  his  lips  must  now  be  uttered.  He  is  about 
to  speak,  when  the  Queen,  unconscious  of  what  is  passing 
within  him,  awakes  from  her  reverie  and  points  to  the  forest. 

"  See,  Gaston,  how  the  moon  plays  upon  those  branches. 
^I  could  almost  believe  that  some  fantastic  shapes  are  glid- 
ing amongst  the  trees.  Let  us  go  back ;  the  forest  is  hor- 
ribly dark,  it  frightens  me.''     Aid  she  shudders. 

"  I  can  see  nothing  but  you,  my  sister,"  answers  Mon- 
sieur softly.  "  You  are  the  very  goddess  of  the  night." 
And  his  eyes  rest  on  her  with  an  impassioned  gaze. 

Anne  of  Austria  still  looks  fixedly  into  the  thicket,  as 
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if  jfiEiseinated  by  the  mystery  of  the  great  woods.  Again 
she  shudders  and  wraps  the  light  mantle  she  wore  closer 
around  her. 

"  It  is  late,  my  brother,"  she  says,  rising.  "  If  I  stay 
longer  I  shall  have  evil  dreams.     Let  us  go." 

"  Oh,  my  sister  !  oh,  Anne  !  "  cries  the  Duke,  "  let  us 
stay  here  for  ever."  And  he  caught  one  of  the  folds  of 
her  white  robe,  kissed  it,  and  gently  endeavoured  to  draw 
her,  again,  toward  the  balustrade. 

"  By  no  means,"  replies  the  Queen,  startled,  for  the 
first  time  meeting  his  eyes.  "  Ah,  my  brother,"  adds  she, 
becoming  suddenly  much  confused,  "  are  you  sure  you  do 
not  frighten  me  more  than  the  strange  shapes  among  the 
trees?" 

"  Trust  me,"  cries  Monsieur  ardently,  retaining  her  robe 
almost  by  force.  "  Tell  me  you  will  trust  me — ^now,  always. 
Ah,  my  sister,  my  heart  bleeds  for  you.  Never,  never  wiU 
you  find  one  so  devoted  to  you  as  I " 

There  was  a  certain  eloquence  in  hia  words,  a  truth  in 
his  pretestings,  that  seemed  to  touch  her.  Anne  flushes 
from  head  to  foot. 

"  Monsieur — G^aston — ^let  me  go."  And  she  disengages 
herself  with  difficulty.  Monsieur  now  rose.  "  Where  is 
the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse?"  asks  Anne,  not  knowing 
what  to  say. 

"No  fear  for  her:  she  is  well  attended,"  replies  Mon- 
sieur in  a  voice  full  of  vexation.  "Every  one  is  in  good 
luck  but  me.  I  never  saw  a  man  so  madly  in  love  as 
poor  Chalais,  and  the  Duchess  returns  if." 

The  Queen  is  now  walking  onwards,  at  as  rapid  a  pace 
as  the  uncertain  light  permitted,  along  the  terrace.  Mon- 
sieur follows  her. 

"  Yes — ^in  love," — and  Anne  laughs  her  silvery  laugh ; 
"  but  that  is  not  the  way  I  would  give  my  heart  tf  I 
gave  it  at  all,  which  I  don't  think  I  am  tempted  to  do." 
And  she  looked  back  archly  at  Monsieur,  whose  coimte- 
nance  fell.  "  Chalais  is  one  among  so  many,"  continues 
the  Queen,  trying  to  resume  her  usual  maimer.  "The 
Duchess  is  very  benevolent." 
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"  Alas,  ray  poor  Henry  !  "  answers  Monsieur,  "  with 
him  it  is  an  overwhelming  passion.  Louvigni  and  the 
others  admire  and  court  the  Duchess;  but  they  are  not 
like  Chalais — he  worships  her.  The  Duchess  is  a  coquette 
who  UBos  him  for  her  own  purposes.  She  is  now  inciting 
him  to  head  a  dangerous  conspiracy  against  the  Cardinal. 
C^ialais  has  opened  the  matter  to  me ;  but  they  go  fer — 
dangerously  far.     I  cannot  pledge  myself  to  them  as  yet." 

"  Oh,  Gaston  !  "  exclaims  the  (iueen,  stopping,  and  lay- 
ing her  hand  eagerly  on  his  arm ;  "  if  you  love  me  as  you 
say  you  do,  join  in  any  conspiracy  against  the  Cardinal." 

Tlie  Queen  speaks  with  vehemence.  A  sudden  fire  shot 
into  her  eyes,  as  she  turns  towards  Monsieur.  Her  deli- 
cate hand  still  rests  for  an  instant  upon  him,  and  is  then 
withdrawn. 

"  Fair  sister,"  replies  tho  Duke,  "  you  cannot  pretend 
to  misunderstand  me.  For  your  service  I  would  risk  any- 
thing—how much  more  a  tussle  with  an  an-ogant  minister, 
who  has  outraged  me — as  much  as  he  has  you.  Perhaps, 
Anne,  I  would  risk  too  much  for  your  sake."  And  the 
enamoured  look  again  comes  into  his  eyes.  But  the  Queen 
draws  back,  and  turns  her  head  away.  "  Deign  to  com- 
mand me,  sister — Queen,"  he  adds,  "  only  to  command 
me,  and  I  will  obey." 

Anne  is  now  walking  onwards.  For  a  few  momenta  she 
does  not  reply. 

"  If  you  would  serve  me — let  Eichelieu  be  banished,"  i 
Bays  she  at  last  imperiously.     "  I  care  not  whither.     No-  | 
thing  is  too  bad  for  him.      He  has  dared  to  insidt  me. 
Yon,  Gaston,  are  safe,  even  if  you  faU.     My  brother  will 
receive  you  at  Madrid ;  I  will  take  care  of  that." 

"  I  am  overcome  by  your  gracious  consideration  for  my 
woLfiire,"  cries  Monsieur,  catching  at  her  words,  "  But, 
my  sister,"  continues  he  gravely,  "  do  you  knew  what  this 
plot  means  ?  Assassination  is  spoken  of.  At  this  very 
momont  I  wager  my  lifo  tho  Duchess  is  employing  all  her 
seductions  to  di*aw  Chalais  into  a  promise  of  stabbing  the 
Cardinal." 

"Stabbing  the  Cardinal?     Impossible!    Chalais  would  ' 
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not  coniinit  a  crime.   You  make  me  tremble.    The  Duchess 
told  me  nothing  of  this.     She  must  have  lost  her  head." 

^^  I  know  that  Chalais  is  fiercely  jealous.  He  is  jealous 
of  every  one  who  approaches  the  Duchess,  and  we  all  know 
that  the  Cardinal  is  not  insensible  to  her  charms " 

"  Odious  hypocrite  !  "  breaks  in  the  Queen. 

"  As  long  as  Kichelieu  lives,"  continues  Monsieur,  "  my 
mother  will  not  be  set  at  liberty.    He  dreads  her  influence. 
He  knows  she  has  a  powerful  party." 
.   ^^  It  is  infamous !  "exclaims  Anne  of  Austria. 

"  The  Cardinal  persuades  the  King  that  he  alone  can 
govern  France,  and  that  our  mother  desires  to  depose  him 
and  appoint  a  regency,  which  I  am  to  share  with  her; 
that  you,  my  sister,  conspire  against  him  with  Spain.  My 
brother,  weak,  irresolute,  insensible  to  you,  believes  all 
that  is  told  him.  I,  my  mother's  only  friend,  dare  not 
assist  her.  You,  his  wife,  the  loveliest  princess  in  Europe 
— ^nay,  in  the  whole  world," — ^and  his  kindling  eyes  fix 
themselves  upon  her — ''he  repulses.  You  might  as  well 
be  married  to  an  anchorite.  Thank  God,  his  Majesty's 
health  is  feeble,  his  life  very  uncertain.  If  he  dies  I  shalL 
be  King  of  France,  and  then "  He  pauses,  as  if  hesi- 
tating to  finish  the  sentence.  "  Ah,  my  sister ! "  he  ex- 
claims, stopping  and  trying  to  detain  her.  "  Had  I  been 
blessed  with  such  a  consort  I  would  have  passed  my  life 
at  her  feet.  Would  that  even  now  I  might  do  so  !  The 
dark  canopy  of  these  ancient  trees — the  silence,  the  soli- 
tude, make  all  possible.  Speak  to  me,  Anne ;  teU  me — oh, 
tell  me  that  I  may  hope.    Do  not  turn  away  from  me " 

The  Queen  had  stopped.  She  stands  listening  to  him 
with  her  face  turned  towards  the  ground. 

The  moon  is  fast  sinking  behmd  the  distant  tree-tops, 
and  the  deepest  shadows  of  the  night  darken  their  path 
which  had  now  left  the  teiTace,  and  lay  beneath  the  trees. 
The  wind  sighs  and  moans  in  the  adjoining  forest,  and 
an  owl  hoots  from  an  ivy-covered  tree.  For  some  minutes 
the  Queen  moves  not.  Her  whole  figure  is  in  shadow. 
Was  she  listening  to  the  voices  of  the  night  ?  or  was  she 
deeply  niusinfi:  ou  what  she  had  heard  ?     Who  can  toll  ? 
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Some  sudden  resolve  seemed,  however,  to  form  itself  in 
her  mind.  She  roused  herself,  and  motions  to  Monsieur  with 
her  hand  to  go  onwards.  "  Alas,  my  brother,"  she  says 
with  a  deep  sigh,  "do  not  press  me,  I  beseech  you.  You 
know  not  what  you  say.  Such  words  are  treason."  And 
she  hurries  onwards  into  the  gloom.  "Head  the  conspiracy 
against  the  Cardinal,"  she  continues,  moving  quickly  for- 
ward as  if  afraid  to  hear  more;  "  restrain  tibe  violence  of 
Chalais,  who  loves  you  well  and  will  obey  you.  I  will 
temper  the  indiscretion  of  the  Duchess.  She  is  an  excellent 
lieutenant,  inspired  in  her  readiness  of  resource  and  inge- 
nuity in  intrigue ;  bu^-she  is  a  bad  general  We  must 
be  careful,  Gaston,  or  we  shall  all  find  ourselves  prisoners 
in  the  Bastille." 

"  No,  by  Saint  Paul !  not  so,  my  sister,"  and  Monsieur 
laughs  gaily,  for  his  facile  nature  dwelt  upon  nothing  long, 
and  his  thoughts  had  now  been  diverted  into  other  channels. 
"No;  but  we  will  have  Eichelieu  there!  Bassompierre 
and  d'Omano  are  with  us ;  they  swear  that  they  will  shut 
him  up  in  an  iron  cage — ^as  Louis  XI.  did  Cardinal  Balue — 
for  life,  and  feed  him  on  bread  and  water.  Corps  de  Dieu  ! 
I  should  like  to  see  it." 

"But  I  will  have  no  blood  shed,"  rejoins  the  Queen; 
"  remember  that." 

"My  sister,  your  word  is  law.  When  I  have  learnt 
more  from  Chalais,  I  will  inform  you  of  every  detail." 

They  had  now  reached  the  chateau.  The  windows  shone 
with  light.  Torches  fixed  in  the  ground  burnt  round  the 
great  quadrangle,  and  a  guard  of  musketeers,  assembled 
near  the  entrance,  presented  arms  as  the  Queen  passed. 

A  page  appeared,  and  handed  a  dispatch  to  Made- 
moiselle de  Merigny,  who  had  now  joined  the  Queen. 
She  presented  it  to  her  Majesty.  Anne  broke  the  seals. 
As  she  read  she  coloured,  then  laughed.  "  Gaston,"  whis- 
pered she,  turning  to  Monsieur,  "  this  is  the  most  extra- 
ordinary coincidence.  We  have  been  talking  of  the 
Cardinal,  and  here  is  a  letter  from  him  in  which  he 
craves  a  private  audience.  You  shall  learn  by-and-by 
what  it  means." 
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^^  Par  Dieur  I  "  exclaimed  Monsieur,  full  of  wonder* 
^^  Tell  no  one  of  this  but  Chalais,"  again  whispered  the 
Queen.  Then  she  lightly  laid  her  small  hand  within  that 
of  Monsieur ;  they  mounted  the  grand  staircase  together^ 
and  passed  through  the  long  suite  of  the  royal  apartoients. 
All  were  blazing  with  light ;  on  either  siae  of  the  great 
gallery  stood  the  Court^  ranged  in  two  lines,  waiting  her 
Majesty's  pleasure.  As  she  passed,  led  by  Monsieur,  she 
bowed  slightly,  and,  with  a  wave  of  the  hand,  dismissed 
the  assembly.  At  the  door  leading  to  her  private  apart- 
ment Monsieur  pressed  her  hand,  raised  it  to  his  lips,  and, 
glancing  at  her  significantly,  bowed  and  retired. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 


THE     CARDINAL    DUPHD. 

i  OF  Austria  seated  herself  beside  a  fire  which  bU^BT 
on  the  hearth.     She  signed  to  her  attendants  to  withdraw. 

"  Send  hither  to  me  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse,  if  she 
has  returned  to  the  chateau,"  said  she  to  one  of  the  pages 
in  waiting.  Then  Anne  drew  from  her  bosom  the  letter  sho 
had  just  received.  "  It  is  incredible,"  said  she,  speaking 
to  herself,  "that  he  should  so  compromise  himself!  Pride 
has  turned  his  brain.  Now  it  is  my  turn.  Monsieur  le 
Cardinal."  The  Duchess  entered  hastily.  "Read,  ma  belkf 
read,"  cried  Anne,  holding  out  the  dispatch  to  her,  "the 
fates  favom-  us.  Let  us  lay  a  trap  for  this  wicked 
jjTclate." 

"  Ma  /oif"  replied  the  Duchess,  after  having  reperused 
the  letter  contained  in  the  dispatch,  *'  even  I  could  not  have 
contrived  it  better.  Here  is  the  Cardinal  craving  a  private 
audience  of  your  Majesty  in  the  absence  of  the  King.  It 
will  be  a  declaration  in  form — such  as  he  ma<Ie  to  me." 

"A  declaration  to  mo,  Duchess  ?  He  would  not 
dare " 

"  Madame,  he  has  been  a  soldier,  and  has  passed  his  lifo 
along  with  a  great  queen.  He  believes  himself  irresistible. 
Who  knows  if  Marie  de  Medici  did  not  tell  him  so?" 
Anne  of  Austria  looked  displeased.  "  Pardon  me,  Madame, 
this  saucy  Cardinal,  whom  I  call  the  Court-knave,  makes  me 
forget  myself.    Tour  Majesty  must  receive  him  graciously." 

"Yes,  ho  shall  come,"  cried  Anne;  "he  shall  come  and 
pay  for  his  audacity,  the  hypocrite !  But  toll  me,  Duchess, 
toll  me  instantly,  how  can  I  best  revenge  myself  ?  I  have 
a   loug  account  to  settle.     Shall  I  commjmd  my  valctB, 


218  OLD   COURT   LIFE   IN   FRANCE. 

Laporte  and  Putange,  to  hide  behind  the  arras  and  beat 
him  until  he  is  half  dead  ?  " 

"  No,  Madame,  that  would  be  too  dangerous ;  he  might 
cut  your  head  off  in  revenge,  a  la  reine  Anne  Boleyn.  We 
must  mortify  him — ^wound  his  vanity :  no  vengeance  equal 
to  that  with  a  man  like  the  Cardinal.  He  is  intensely 
conceited,  and  proud  of  his  figure.  He  imagines  that  he 
is  graceful  and  alluring — perhaps  he  has  been  told  so  by 
her  Majesty — I  beg  your  pardon,  Madame'' — and  the 
Duchess  stopped  and  pursed  up  her  lips,  as  if  she  could 
say  more  but  dared  not. 

"  Did  Marion  de  POrme  betray  him  ?  "  asked  the  Queen 
slily,  "  or  do  you  speak  on  your  own  knowledge  ?  " 

"  I  have  it !"  cried  Madame  de  Chevreuse — not  noticing 
the  Queen's  question — and  her  mischievous  eyes  danced 
with  glee.  "  I  will  meet  him  when  he  comes  to-morrow, 
and  persuade  him  to  appear  in  the  dress  of  a  Spaniard,  out 
of  compliment  to  you.  Stay,  h6  shall  dance,  too,  and  we 
will  provide  a  mandoline  to  accompany  his  voice.  I  will 
tell  him  that  you  have  long  admired  him  in  secret,  and  that 
if  he  appears  in  so  becoming  a  costume  he  is  sure  to  be 
well  received.  A  Spanish  costume,  too,  for  he  knows  how 
you  adore  Spain,  the  spy — ^then  he  shall  dance  a  sarahande^ 
a  bolero  cL  VEspagnol^  or  sing " 

"  Ha  !  ha !  Duchess,  you  are  impayabU^'*  and  the  Queen 
laughed  until  the  tears  ran  down  her  cheeks.  "  But  will 
he  be  fool  enough  to  believe  you  ?  If  he  does,  I  will 
kill  him  with  scorn,  the  daring  Cardinal !  "  and  Anne  of 
Austria  drew  herself  up,  looked  into  a  mirror  opposite, 
shook  her  golden  curls,  and  laughed  again. 

The  next  morning,  at  the  hour  of  the  Queen's  lever, 
the  Cardinal  arrived.  The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  met  him 
and  conducted  him  to  a  room  near  the  Queen's  saloon. 
She  carefully  closed  the  door,  begged  him  to  be  seated,  and, 
with  an  air  of  great  mystery,  requested  him  to  listen  to 
her  before  his  arrival  was  announced  to  her  Majesty.  The 
Cardinal  was  greatly  taken  aback  at  finding  himself  alone 
with  the  Duchess.  She  looked  so  seductive ;  the  dark  tints 
of  her  luxuriant  hair,  hanging  about  her  neck  and  shoulders, 
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harmonized  so  well  with  her  brunette  complexioix,  her  brown 
eyes  bent  smilingly  upon  him,  her  delicate  robe  clinging 
to  her  tall  figure,  that  he  was  almost  tempted  to  repent  his 
infidelity  to  her,  and  that  he  had  come  for  any  other  than 
for  her. 

"Your  eminence  is  surprised  to  see  me,"  said  she, 
smiling,  and  speaking  in  the  softest  voice,  and  with  the 
utmost  apparent  jfrankness,  "but  I  am  not  in  the  least 
jealous,"  and  she  shook  her  finger  at  him. 

The  Cardinal  reddened,  and  looked  confused. 

"  Do  you,  then,  Duchess,  guess  on  what  errand  I  have 
come  ?  " 

"  Perfectly,  perfectly ;  when  I  heard  you  had  requested 
a  private  auifience  in  the  absence  of  the  King,  I  understood 
the  rest." 

"  Perhaps  I  have  been  indiscreet,"  said  Eichelieu,  and  he 
sighed,  "but  I  was  anxious  to  explain  my  position  to  the 
Queen.  I  fear  that  she  misconceives  me ;  tiiat  she  looks  on 
me  as  her  enemy ;  that  she  imagines  that  I  prejudice  the 
King  against  her.  I  desire  to  explain  my  feelings  to  her ; 
they  are  of  a  mixed  nature." 

"  So  I  should  suppose,"  answered  Madame  de  Chevreuse 
primly,  almost  bursting  with  suppressed  laughter. 

"  Do  you  think,  then,  madame,  that  her  Majesty  might 
be  induced  to  lay  aside  her  silence,  her  reserve?  Arc 
you  authorised  to  admit  me  to  her  presence  ?  " 

"  I  am.  Cardinal." 

Eichelieu's  face  flushed  deep,  his  eyes  glistened. 

"To  a  certain  extent,"  continued  the  Duchess,  "the 
Queen  is  gratified  by  your  homage.  Her  Majesty  has 
noted  your  slim  yet  manly  form,  your  expressive  eyes. 
She  admires  your  great  talents." 

"  Do  I  dream  P  "  exclaimed  Eichelieu.  "  You,  madame, 
are  indeed  magnanimous.  I  feared  that  you  might  be  in- 
dignant at  what  you  might  consider  my  inconstancy." 

"No,  Cardind,  you  could  not  be  inconstant,  for  you 
were  never  loved." 

Richelieu  started. 

"  By  mc — I  mean  to  say,  your  eminence.     You  really 
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should  spare  me,"  added  she  affectedly;  "but  I  suppose 
I  must  speak.  Anne  of  Austria,  the  daughter  of  a  hun- 
dred kings,  the  wife  of  your  Sovereign,  secretly  loves 
you,  monseigneur.  It  is  astonishing  your  extraordinary 
penetration  never  discovered  this  before.  Since  you 
went  into  the  Church  you  must  have  grown  modest; 
but  love  is  blind,  says  the  motto,"  and  the  Duchess  was 
obliged  to  hold  her  handkerchief  to  her  face  to  hide  her 
laughter. 

"  What  words  of  ecstasy  do  you  utter,  adorable  Duchess  I 
But  you  must  be  aware  of  the  coldness,  the  insulting 
scorn  which  the  lovely  Queen  has  hitherto  shown  towards 
me.    How  could  I  venture  to  guess ?" 

"  Ah,  Cardinal,  it  is  easy  to  see  you  are  not  so  advanced 
in  the  art  of  love  as  of  politics.  Let  me  advise  you  to 
read  Ovid — ^a  little  of  *The  Art  of  Love' — fow  vans 
remettre.  Did  you  learn  so  little,  then,  from  her  late 
Majesty,  Marie  de  Medici,  as  not  to  know  that  where 
most  Cupid  triumphs  he  most  conceals  his  wicked  HtUe 
person  ?  That  very  coldness  and  scorn  you  speak  of  are 
but  proofs  of  the  Queen's  passion.  But  let  me  tell  you 
one  thing :  the  Queen  fears  you  may  deceive — ^betray  her ; 
and  you  must  excuse  her  in  this,  when  you  remember, 
monseigneur,  certain  tale3  of  treachery — all  utterly  false, 
of  course — ^but  then  pardon  a  woman's  fears.  You  must, 
to  speak  plainly,  give  her  some  undoubted  proof  of  your 
love." 

^^  Madame,  you  cannot  doubt  after  what  I  have  just 
heard  that  I  can  hesitate  in  promising  to  do  all  and  every- 
thing my  royal  mistress  can  desire." 
.  The  Duchess  confessed  afterwards  to  the  Queen  that  it 
was  with  the  utmost  difficulty  she  could  keep  her  counte- 
nance, so  absolutely  &rcical  were  his  transports. 

"Have  a  care  what  you  promise,"  said  the  Duchess 
to  the  Cardinal ;  "  the  Queen  is  very  btmrrCj  and  perhaps 
may  require  something  impracticable." 

"Madame,"  replied  Eichelieu,  "to  me  nothing  in  this 
realm  is  impracticable ;  speak  only  her  Majesty's  wishes,  and 
I  hasten  to  obey  them." 
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"  Well,  then,  to-night  you  muat  come   at  dusk  to  her  1 
ajMirtmenta."     The  Cardinal  bounded  from  hLs  chair  with 
doKght.      '*  To-night ;  but  not  in  this  sombre,  melancholy 
dress ;  you  muat  wear  a  toilette  a  little  convenahle  to  the 
part  you    hope  to   act — something  brilliant,   gaudy — unA 
pantalon  vert,  par  exemple."     The  Cardinal  started.     "  At! 
your  knees  little  bells  must  be  fastened.    You  muat  have  a,\ 
relvet  jacket,  scarlet  scarf,  and,  in  fact,  all  the  et  ccBteras 
of  a  Spanish  dress.     It  will  please  the  Queen,  and  pay  her 
a  delicate  compliment,  to  which,  believe  mc,  she  will  not  be 
insensible." 

All  this  time  Richelieu  had  listened  to  the  Duchess  in  ' 
an  agony  of  surprise  and  amazement.  *'  But,  madame," 
said  he,  at  length,  "this  is  impossible.  I,  a  dignitary  of 
the  Church,  a  Cardinal.  Much  as  I  desire  to  show  my 
devotion  to  the  Queen,  she  herself  cannot  expect  from  me 
so  strange,  so  extraordinary  a  proof " 

"  Certainly,  monseigneur,  it  is  an  extreme  proof  of  your 
dovotion,  and  as  sueh  the  Queen  will  regard  it.  She 
will  be  gratified  and  at  the  same  time  will  be  thoroughly 
convinced  of  your  sincerity.  However,  pray  do  as  you 
please,"  and  the  Duchess  shrugged  her  shoxdders;  "I  merely 
mention  her  Majesty's  wishes ;  you  arc  quite  at  liberty  to 
refuse,  I  shall  therefore,"  and  she  rose,  "report  your 
refusal." 

"  Stop,  Duchess,  stop,  I  entreat  you ! "  interrupted 
Eichelieu,  "  you  are  so  precipitate  !  I  will — I  must  I 
(But  what  a  fearful  degradation  !  I,  the  prime  minister 
of  France,  a  prince  of  the  Church,  to  appear  in  the 
disguise  of  a  mountebank !)  Ah,  madame,  her  Majesty  is 
too  hard  on  me ;  but  I  adore,  I  worship  her  too  much  to 
refuse.  Yes, — her  wishes  are  my  law ;  I  cannot,  I  dare 
not  refuse.  Tell  the  Queen,  at  twilight  this  evening,  I  will 
present  myself  in  her  apartments." 

The  Duchess  waited  no  longer,  but   flew  to  acquaint 
the  Queen  with   her   success.     Neither  could  for  a  long 
time  articulate  a  single  syllable,  they  were  so  overcome 
with  laughter.    Music  was  introduced  behind  the  arras,  for  J 
the  Cardinal  was  to  be  prevailed  on  to  dance  a  sarabande.\ 
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Then  they  impatiently  awaited  the  moment  of  his  arrival. 
At  last,  enveloped  in  a  Spanish  cloak  that  entirely  concealed 
his  dress,  tie  Cardinal  entered.  He  was  hastily  rushing 
towards  the  Queen — ^Heaven  only  knows  with  what  inten- 
tions— ^when  Madame  de  Chevreuse  interposed : 

"  Not  yet,  Cardinal — ^not  yet ;  you  must  show  us  your 
dress  first,  then  you  must  dance  a  sarabandej  a  bolero — some- 
thing. Her  Majesty  has  heard  of  your  accomplishments 
and  insists  on  it.'' 

"Yes,"  cried  Aime  of  Austria,  "I  insist  on  it,  mon- 
seigneur,  and  have  provided  the  music  accordingly." 

The  violins  now  struck  up,  Eichelieu  looked  confounded. 
He  was  ahnost  on  the  point  of  rushing  out,  when  a  few 
words  whispered  to  him  by  the  Duchess  arrested  him ;  they 
acted  like  a  charm.  Castkig  one  deep,  impassioned  glance 
at  the  Queen,  who  sat  at  a  little  distance  reposing  on  a 
couch,  ravishing  in  beauty,  her  rosy  lips  swelling  with  ill- 
suppressed  scorn,  he  threw  down  lus  cloak,  displaying  his 
extraordinary  dress,  bells,  scarlet  scarf  and  all,  and  began 
to  dance — ^yes,  to  dance ! 

Poor  man  !  he  was  no  longer  young,  and  was  stiff  from 
want  of  practice;  so  after  a  few  clumsy  entrechats  and 
pirouetteSj  he  stopped.  He  was  quite  red  in  the  face  and 
out  of  breath.  He  looked  horribly  savage  for  a  few 
moments.  The  music  stopped  also,  and  there  was  a  pause. 
Then  he  advanced  towards  the  Queen,  the  little  bells 
tinkling  as  he  moved. 

"  Your  Majesty  must  now  be. convinced  of  my  devotion. 
Deign,  most  adorable  Princess,  to  permit  me  to  kiss  that 
exquisite  hand." 

The  Queen  listened  to  him  in  solemn  silence.  The 
Duchess  leaned  behind  her  couch,  a  smile  of  gratified  malice 
on  her  face.  The  Cardinal,  motionless  before  them,  awaited 
her  reply.  Then  Anne  of  Austria  rose,  and,  looking  him 
full  in  the  face,  measured  him  fi^om  head  to  foot.  Anger, 
contempt,  and  scorn  fiashed  in  her  eyes.  At  last  she  spoke 
— ^ineffiable  disgust  and  disdain  in  her  tone — "  Your 
eminence  is,  I  rejoice  to  see,  good  for  something  better 
than  a   spy.      I  had    hitherto    doubted  it.      You  have 
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diverted  me  immensely.  But  take  my  advice ;  when  you 
next  feel  inclined  to  pay  your  addresses  to  the  Queen  of 
France,  get  yourself  shut  up  by  your  Mends  for  an  old 
fool.    Now  you  may  go." 

Bichelieu,  who  had  gradually  turned  livid  while  the 
Queen  spoke,  waited  to  hear  no  more.  He  covered  him- 
self with  his  cloak  and  rushed  headlong  from  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THE     MAID     OP    HONOUR. 

The  Bang  returns  to  Saint-Germain  as  suddenly  as  he  had 
departed;  he  commands  a  hunt  in  the  forest  at  noon. 
The  chateau  wears  an  air  of  unusual  gaiety.  The  King 
and  Queen  start  together  jfrom  the  quadrangle,  but  they 
do  not  address  each  other.  Anne,  who  rides  on  in  jfront, 
attended  by  Monsieur,  is  positively  dazzling  in  her  sunny 
beauty.  Her  delicate  cheeks  are  flushed  with  excite- 
ment. A  small  velvet  cap,  with  a  heron's  plume,  rests  on 
her  head,  and  an  emerald-coloured  riding-dress,  bordered 
with  gold,  sets  off  her  rounded  figure.  She  is  followed 
by  her  ladies,  many  of  whom  wear  masks  to  protect  their 
complexions*  The  maids  of  honour  are  in  blue,  with  large 
hats  overtopped  by  enormous  feathers. 

Near  them  rides  the  Bang.  He  is  much  too  shy  to 
address  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  before  such  an  assem- 
blage ;  but  his  eyes  constantly  follow  her,  and  he  is  infinitely 
gratified  by  the  reserve  of  her  manner  towards  the  young 
gallants  of  the  Court.  Behind  him  rides  the  Grand 
Falconer,  followed  by  the  huntsmen,  the  piqueurj  the  whip- 
pers-in,  and  the  falcons,  hooded  and  chamed  to  the  wrists 
of  their  bearers.  Last  come  the  dogs — ^the  sad  King's 
special  favourites.  The  brilliant  cavalcade  flashes  among 
ttie  glades,  which  intersect  the  forest  in  every  direction. 
The  gaily  caparisoned  steeds,  and  their  still  gayer  riders, 
the  feathers,  the  lace,  the  embroidery,  flutter  in  and  out 
among  the  openings  of  the  wood,  and  are  lost  in  the 
many  paths,  where  every  turn  is  so  like  the  other,  yet 
each  marked  by  some  special  beauty.  Most  of  the  ladies 
are  mounted  on  palfreys,  but  some  prefer  litters;  others 
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arc  drawn  up  and  down  in  cumbrous  coaches,  that  threaten 
each  moment  to  overturn  on  the  gnarled  roots  of  beech 
and  oak  that  break  the  sward.  On  the  riders  dash  between 
the  giant  tree-trunks,  unhidden  by  the  luxuriant  foliage 
that  masses  the  woods  in  summer — ^for  the  season  is  spring 
— and  the  trees  are  covered  with  but  a  slight  shade  of 
green  leaves  just  bursting  from  the  grey  boughs.  Yonder 
they  dart  under  a  pine-tree  that  darkens  the  ground,  its 
spiky  branches  casting  forth  an  aromatic  perfume.  Then 
beneath  a  cherry-tree,  white  with  snowy  blossoms,  on 
among  a  maze  of  goss  and  yellow  broom  that  streak  the 
underwood  with  fire. 

The  birds  sing  in  the  bushes,  the  bees  buzz  among  the 
blossoms,  and  the  horses'  hoofs  crush  the  tender  mosses  and 
the  early  flowers  that  carpet  the  ground.  At  the  approach 
of  the  hunters  hares  and  rabbits  run  lightly  away,  and 
timid  does,  with  their  young  at  their  side,  scamper  far 
into  the  deepest  recesses  of  the  woods.  Now  the  bugles 
sound,  the  dogs  bay  loudly  ;  they  spread  themselves  from 
side  to  side  and  disappear  among  the  coppice,  and  the 
whole  glittering  company,  gilded  coaches,  litters  and  all 
follow  them,  and  dash  out  of  sight  and  are  hidden  among 
the  trees. 

It  was  arranged  that  the  hunt  should  lead  towards  a 
noble  mansion  lying  on  the  confines  of  the  forest,  in  the 
direction  of  Bondy,  where  the  host,  apprized  of  the  in- 
tended honour,  had  prepared  an  ample  collation. 

Etiquette  demanded  that  the  King  and  Queen  should 
be  served  apart  from  the  rest.  After  their  repast  was 
finished  and  their  attendants  had  withdrawn,  the  Queen 
approached  nearer  to  the  King.  He  started  up  and  turned 
towards  the  door.  Anne  followed  him.  The  long  ride  in 
the  forest  had  flushed  her  cheeks.  She  looked  brilliant. 
"  Your  Majesty  will  not  refuse  to  speak  to  me,  surely," 
said  she  in  the  softest  tones  of  her  naturally  sweet  voice, 
and  she  raised  her  glorious  eyes,  which  would  have  melted 
any  other  man  but  Louis,  beseechingly. 

The  King  shook  his  head  sullenly. 

^'  What  have   I   done  that  your  Majesty  should  scorn 
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me  ?  "  said  she,  stretching  out  her  beautiful  hand  with  the 
most  winning  gesture  to  detain  him. 

Louis  shrank  from  her  touch,  and  turned  his  back  upon 
her. 

"  Sire,  will  you  not  at  least .  hear  me,  as  you  would 
hear  the  least  of  your  subjects?"  and  the  Queen's  eyes 
filled  with  tears  and  her  hand  dropped  to  her  side. 

"  What  have  you  to  say  to  me  ?  "  asked  Louis  harshly, 
not  looking  at  her. 

"When  I  last  saw  your  Majesty  at  Compi^gne,"  replied 
she  with  a  faltering  voice,  "  your  mother,  the  Queen-dow- 
ager " — at  her  name  Louis  shuddered — "  was  mistress  of 
the  palace  and  of  France.  She  sat  at  the  royal  board ; 
she  presided  at  the  Council  of  State ;  your  Majesty  obeyed 
and  loved  her  as  a  son.  She  is  now  a  prisoner — disgraced, 
forsaken,  ill."  The  Queen's  voice  became  so  unsteady  that 
she  was  obliged  to  stop,  and  unbidden  tears  rolled  down 
her  cheeks.  "  What  has  this  great  Queen  done  to  deserve 
your  Majesty's  displeasure  ?"  she  added  after  a  pause. 

"Madame,  it  is  no  affair  of  yours,"  answered  Louis 
gruffly.  "  I  refuse  to  give  you  my  reasons.  I  act  according 
to  the  advice  of  my  council.  Do  not  detain  me,"  and  he 
turned  again  to  leave  the  room.  Anne  placed  herself  in 
front  of  him  ;  her  head  was  thrown  back,  her  figure  raised 
to  its  full  height,  the  tears  on  her  eyelids  were  dried ;  she 
was  no  longer  timid,  but  exasperated. 

"  If  I  have  ventured  to  intercede  for  the  Queen-mother," 
said  she  with  dignity,  "  it  is  because  she  implored  me  to 
do  so.  She  wept  upon  my  bosom.  Her  heart  was  all  but 
broken.  I  comforted  her  as  a  daughter.  I  promised  her 
to  use  such  feeble  powers  as  I  had,  to  soften- your  heart, 
Sire.    It  is  a  sacred  pledge  I  am  discharging." 

"You  are  a  couple  of  hypocrites !"' exclaimed  Louis 
with  great  irritation,  facing  round  upon  her.  "  You  hate 
each  other.  From  my  mother  I  have  freed  myself;  but 
you" — and  ho  surveyed  her  savagely  from  head  to  foot 
— "you,  Madame  Anne  of  Austria,  you  remain." 

"Yes,  I  remain,"  returned  Anne,  "  until,  as  I  am  told, 
you  crave  a  dispensation  from  the  Pope  and  send  me  back 
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to  Madrid."  These  last  Trorda  were  spoken  slowly  and 
■with  miirkod  omphasis.  "I  am  a  childless  queen,"  and 
she  shot  a  bitter  glaneo  at  Louia,  who  now  stood  rooted 
to  the  spot  and  listened  to  her  with  an  expression  of 
speechless  amazement. 

'*  Who  told  you,  Madame,  that  I  sought  a  dispensation 
from  the  Pope,  and  to  send  you  hack  to  Madiid  ?  "  asked 
Loviis  sharply.  Then,  without  waiting  for  an  answer  he 
put  his  hand  to  his  forehead  as  if  some  sudden  thought 
had  straek  him,  knit  his  brows,  and  was  lost  in  thought. 

"  I  have  heard  so,  no  matter  how,"  answered  the  Queen 
coolly,  "and  ou  excellent  authority.  Sire,"  she  cried  pas- 
lionately,  no  longer  able  to  restrain  her  feelings,  "  you  use 
me  too  ill— rather  than  suffer  as  I  do  I  will  leave  France 
for  over  ;  I  will  not  bear  the  mockery  of  being  called  your 
wife — I  would  rather  bury  myself  in  a  convent  at  Madrid." 

Louis  was  so  completely  abstracted,  that  although  he  had 
asked  her  a  question,  he  had  forgotten  to  listen  to  her  reply. 
Now  he  caught  at  her  last  word, 

"Madrid?  Yes,  madame,  I  believe  it.  Your  heart  is 
there.  I  know  it  but  too  well.  Would  you  had  never  loft 
Madrid  !  Ever  since  you  came  into  France  you  have  desired 
my  death  that  you  might  wed  a  comelier  consort." 

Louis  could  scarcely  articulate,  so  violently  was  he 
excited.  Anne  did  not  stir,  only  her  glowing  eyes  fol- 
lowed, as  it  were,  each  word  he  uttered. 

"You  tali  of  the  Queen-mother,  do  you  know  that  she 
warned  me  long  ago  that  you  were  dishonouring  me  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Sire,  if  you  forget  who  I  am,"  exclaimed  the  Queen, 
"  remember  at  least  that  I  am  a  woman !"  aud  she  burst 
into  tears,  and  for  a  few  moments  sobbed  bitterly. 

"Can  you  deny  it,  Madame,"  continued  the  King,  with 
rising  ftirj',  his  mouth  twitching  nervously,  as  was  his 
wont  when  much  agitated — "can  you  deny  it?  Am  I  not 
become  a  jest  among  my  own  courtiers  ?  You,  the  Queen 
of  France,  openly  encourage  the  addresses  of  many  lovers. 
You  are  wanting,  Madame,  even  in  the  decency  of  the 
reserve  becoming  yonr  high  station,"  and  Louis  clcnchcU 
)m  fist  with  rage. 
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"  I  deny  what  you  say,"  returned  the  Queen  boldly ; 
- 1  have  discoursed  with  no  man  to  the  dishonour  of  your 
Maiesty."  She  was  trembling  violently,  but  she  spoke 
firiily  U  with  dignity.  '« If  I  am  waJtiag  in  oonLl- 
ment,"  added  she,  "it  is  because  I  have  nothing  to  conceal." 

"  I  do  not  believe  you,"  answered  the  King  rudely. 

"  No,  Sire,  you  do  not,  because  you  are  my  enemy.  Your 
mind  is  poisoned  against  me.  You  encourage  the  lies  of 
Eichelieu,  you  slander  me  to  my  own  attendants.  Worse 
than  all,  you  dare  to  couple  my  name  with  that  of  the  Due 
d'Orleans,  your  own  brother.     It  is  a  gross  calumny." 

Her  voice  rose  as  she  spoke;  the  power  of  truth  and 
innocence  was  in  her  look — ^it  was  impossible  not  to  be- 
lieve her.  For  an  instant  the  King's  suspicions  seemed 
shaken.  He  followed  eagerly  every  word  she  uttered ;  but 
at  the  name  of  Monsieur  a  livid  paleness  overspread  his 
face;  for  a  moment  he  looked  as  if  he  would  have 
swooned.  Then  recovering  himself  somewhat  he  came 
close  up  to  her,  and  with  a  wild  look  he  scanned  her 
curiously,  as  though  to  read  some  answer  to  his  sus- 
picions. "Who  can  have  told  her?  who  can  have  told 
her?"  he  muttered  half  aloud — "a  secret  of  state  too. 
It  is  not  possible  that — "  The  last  words  were  spoken 
so  low  that  they  were  lost.  Louis  was  evidently  strug- 
gling with  some  painful  but  overwhelming  conviction. 
His  head  sunk  on  his  breast.  Again  he  became  lost  in 
thought.  Then,  looking  up  he  saw  that  the  Queen  was 
watching  him.  She  was  waiting  for  him  to  speak.  This 
awakened  him  suddenly  to  a  consciousness  of  what  was 
passing,  and  his  anger  burst  forth  afresh. 

"You  say  I  am  your  enemy — ^yes,  I  am,  and  with  reason. 
Are  you  not  devoted  to  the  interests  of  Spain,  now  at 
war  with  France  ?  Do  you  not  betray  me  in  letters  to  your 
brother  ?  Answer  me."  It  was  now  the  Queen's  turn  to 
falter  and  turn  pale.  The  King  perceived  it.  "I  have  you 
there,  Madame  Anne;  I  have  you  there; "  and  he  laughed 
vindictively.  "My  life  is  not  safe  beside  you.  Like  my 
great  father,  I  shall  die  by  an  assassin  whose  hand  will  be 
directed  by  my  wife!"     A  cold  shiver  passed  over  him. 
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"  Eichelieu  has  proofs.  Vrai  Dim,  Madame,  ho  has  proofs. 
It  is  possible,"  he  added  with  a  sardonic  smile,  which  made 
him  look  ghastly,  "that  you  may  return  to  Madrid  sooner 
than  you  imagine — you  and  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse, 
your  accomplice." 

"Not  sooner  than  I  desire,  Sire,  after  your  unworthy 
treatment,"  exclaimed  Anne  proudly,  her  anger  overcoming 
her  fears  that  her  letters  might  have  been  really  deciphered. 
"  I  come  of  a  race  that  cannot  brook  insult ;  but  I  can 
bear  disgrace." 

Louis,  who  felt  that  the  Queen  was  getting  the  better 
of  him,  grew  furious — "  I  will  have  no  more  words,  Ma- 
dame," shouted  he;  "we  will  deal  with  facts.  I  shall 
appeal  to  my  minister  and  to  my  council.  For  myself, 
I  am  not  fit  to  govern,"  he  added  in  an  altered  voice,  and 
with  the  forlorn  air  of  a  man  who  cannot  help  himself. 

"Speak  not  to  me,  Sire,  of  Eichelieu  and  the  council 
over  which  he  presides,"  cried  Anne,  goaded  beyond  endur- 
ance. "  Eichelieu  is  a  traitor,  a  hypocrite,  a  libertine — not 
even  his  sovereign's  wife  is  sacred  to  him ! " 

"  Ah,  Madame,  it  is  natural  that  you  and  Eichelieu  should 
disagree,"  retorted  the  King,  witii  an  incredulous  sneer. 
"  He  is  a  match  for  you  and  for  the  Duchess  your  coun- 
sellor— the  Duchess  whose  life  disgraces  my  Court." 

Anne  had  now  thrown  herself  into  a  chair,  her  hands 
were  crossed  on  her  bosom,  her  eyes  bent  steadily  on  the 
King,  as  if  prepared  for  whatever  fresh  extravagance  he 
might  utter.  Even  the  enraged  Louis  felt  the  influence 
of  her  fixed,  stem  gaze.  He  ceased  speaking,  grew  sud- 
denly confused,  paced  up  and  down  hurriedly,  stopped, 
essayed  again  to  address  her — ^then  abruptly  strode  out  of 
the  room. 

The  Queen  and  her  ladies  arc  seated  on  a  stone  balcony 
that  overlooks  the  parterre  and  the  park  of  Saint-Germain. 
Below,  the  King's  violins  are  playing  some  music  of  his 
composition,  set  to  words  in  praise  of  friendship,  full  of 
covert  allusions  to  Mademoiselle  dc  Hautcfort.  The  Queen's 
fair  young  face  is  clouded  with  care ;  she  leans  back  list- 
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lessly  in  her  chair,  and  takes  no  heed  of  the  music  or  of 
'  what  is  passing  around  her.     The  Chevalier  de  Jars  ap- 
proaches her.     There  is  something  in  his  air  that  alarms 
her ;  she  signs  to  him  to  place  himself  beside  her. 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  conscious  that  every  one  is 
watching  the  feflfect  of  the  music  and  the  words  upon  her, 
sits  apart  at  the  farther  end  of  the  gallery,  from  which  the 
balcony  proiects,  almost  concealed  from  view.  A  door  near 
her  op4^s  nWcssly  and  the  Eng  pute  in  his  head.  He 
peers  round  cautiously,  sees  that  no  one  has  perceived 
him,  and  that  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  is  alone,  then 
he  creeps  in  and  seats  himself  by  her  side.  He  looks 
saddened  and  perplexed. 

"  Why  do  you  shim  me  ?  '^  he  asks  abruptly. 

^'  You  have  been  absent,  Sire." 

"Did  you  miss  me?"  His  voice  sounds  so  strange 
and  hollow  that  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  looks  up  into 
his  face.  Something  had  happened ;  what  could  it  be  ? 
Some  misfortune  to  the  Queen  is  always  her  first  thought. 
Before  she  can  reply,  Louis  sighs  profoundly,  so  pro- 
foundly that  he  almost  groans,  contemplating  her,  at  the 
same  time,  with  looks  of  inexpressible  sorrow.  "  Alas ! " 
exclaims  he  at  last,  "  I  had  hoped  so  much  from  this 
interview  when  we  parted  at  Fontainebleau;  I  have  lived 
upon  the  thought,  and  now — ^my  dream  is  ended  ;  all  is 
over ! "  The  maid  of  honour  grows  alarmed :  either  he  is 
gone  mad,  she  thinks,  or  something  dreadftd  has  happened. 

"  I  cannot  conceive  what  you  mean.  Sire  ?  "  she  replies, 
not  knowing  what  to  say. 

"Are  you,  too,  false ?  "  he  continues,  "with  those  eyes 
so  full  of  truth  ?  Yet  it  must  be  you,  it  can  be  no  other. 
False  like  the  rest;  a  devil  with  an  angel's  face!"  The 
maid  of  honour  is  more  and  more  amazed.  "  Yet  I  trusted 
you ;  with  my  whole  heart  I  have  trusted  you,"  and  ho 
turns  to  her  with  a  piteous  expression,  and  wrings  his 
hands.  "I  unfolded  to  you  my  forlorn  and  desolate 
condition.  It  might  have  touched  you.  Tell  me,"  he 
continues,  in  a  tone  of  anguish,  "tell  me  the  truth; 
was  it  you  who  betrayed  me  ?  " 
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Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  is  terribly  confused.  She 
understands  now  what  the  King  means ;  a  mortal  terror  • 
seizes  her ;  what  shall  she  say  to  him  ?  She  is  too  con- 
scientious to  deny  point-blank  that  she  has  told  his  secret, 
so  she  replies  evasively,  "  that  she  is  his  Majesty's  faithful 
servant." 

"  But,  speak,"  insists  the  King,  "  give  me  a  plain  answer. 
How  does  the  Queen  know  a  state  secret,  that  I  confided  to 
you  alone,  that  I  even  whispered  in  your  ear  ?  " 

^*  Sire,  I — I  do  not  know,"  falters  the  maid  of  honour. 

*^  Swear  to  me,  mademoiselle,  that  you  have  not  betrayed 
me  to  the  Queen;  swear,  and  I  will  believe  you.  Par  Dieu  I 
I  will  believe  you  even  if  it  is  notixue ! "  Louis's  eyes  shine 
with  hidden  fire.;  his  slight  frame  quivers. 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  trembling  for  her  mistress, 
with  difficulty  controls  herself.  "Your  Majesty  must 
judge  me  as  you  please,"  she  replies,  struggling  to  speak 
with  unconcern.  "  I  call  God  to  witness  I  have  been  feiith- 
fiil  to  my  trust." 

"  I  would  fain  believe  it,"  replies  the  King,  watching 
her  in  painful  suspense;  he  seems  to  wait  for  some  further 
justification,  but  not  another  syllable  passes  her  lips.  Still 
the  King  lingers ;  his  looks  are  riveted  upon  her. 

At  this  moment  the  music  ceases.  The  maid  of  honour 
starts  up,  for  the  Queen  has  left  the  balcony.  The  King 
had  vanished. 

Anne  of  Austria,  quitting  those  around  her,  advances 
alone  to  the  spot  where  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  had 
been  talking  with  the  King.  "  I  am  going  at  once  to  the 
Val  de  Grace,"  she  whispers  in  great  agitation. 

"  Indeed,  Madame ;  so  suddenly  ?  " 

"  Yes,  at  once.  I  have  just  heard  from  the  Chevalier  de 
Jars  that  Chalais  is  arrested  at  Nantes.  .He  accuses  me  and 
the  Duchess  de  Chevreuse  of  conspiring  with  him.  Eiche- 
lieu  meditates  some  eoup  de  main  against  me.  I  shall  be 
safe  at  the  Val  de  Grace.  You  and  the  Duchess  will  ac- 
company me.  Here  is  a  letter  I  have  written  in  pencil 
to  my  brother ;  it  is  most  important.  I  dare  not  carry  it 
about  me ;  take  care  to  deliver  it  yourself  to  Laporte." 
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The  Queen  drew  from  her  pocket  a  letter,  placed  it  in 

•the  maid  of  honour's  hand,  and  hastened  back  to  rejoin  the 

company.     Mademoiselle  was  about  to  follow  her,  when 

Louis  suddenly  rose  up  before  her,  and  barred  her  advance. 

"  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,"  he  said,  "  I  have  heard 
all.  I  was  concealed  behind  that  curtain.  Give  me  that 
letter,  written  by  my  wife,  I  command  you." 

"  Never,  Sire,  never  I  "  and  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort 
crushed  the  letter  in  her  hand.' 

"  How — dare  you  refuse  me  ?  Give  it  to  me  instantly ; " 
and  he  tried  to  tear  it  from  her  grasp.  She  eluded  him, 
retreated  a  few  steps,  and  paused  for  a  moment  to  think ; 
then,  as  if  a  sudden  inspiration  had  struck  her,  she  opened 
the  lace  kerchief  which  covered  her  neck,  thrust  the  letter 
into  her  bosom,  and  exclaimed  :— 

"  Here  it  is,  Sire ;  come  and  take  it  I  " 

With  outstretched  arms  she  stood  before  him;  her 
cheeks  aglow  with  blushes,  her  bosom  wildly  heaving. 
Wistfully  he  regarded  her  for  a  moment,  then  thrust  out 
his  hand  to  seize  the  letter,  plainly  visible  beneath  the 
gauzy  covering.  One  glance  from  her  flashing  eye,  and 
file  King,  crimson  to  the  temples,  drew  back ;  irresistibly 
impelled,  he  advanced  again  and  once  more  retreated,  then 
with  a  look  of  baffled  fury  shouted,  "Now  I  know  you  are 
a  traitress ! "  and  rushed  from  the  gallery. 


CHAPTEE  XXXV. 

AT   VAL  DE  GRACE. 

The  ancient  Benedictine  abbey  of  the  Val  Profond,  near 
Bifevre  le  Chalet,  three  leagues  from  Paris,  was  founded 
by  Robert,  son  of  Hugh  Capet.  Soon  after  her  arrival  in 
iSunce,  Anne  of  Austria  bought  the  ground  upon  which  the 
then  ruined  abbey  stood,  moved  the  nuns  to  Paris,  and 
placed  them  in  a  convent  called  the  Val  do  Gr^ce,*  under 
the  Mont  Pamasse,  near  the  Luxembourg  Gardens.  To 
this  convent  of  the  Val  de  Grace  the  Queen  often  re- 
sorted to  seek  in  prayer  and  meditation  (for  she  was  emi- 
nently pious),  consolation  and  repose.  On  these  occasions 
she  occupied  a  suite  of  rooms  specially  set  apart  for  her  use. 

It  is  a  bright  morning,  and  the  sunshine  streams  through 
the  painted  windows,  and  streaks  the  marble  floor  of  the 
Queen's  oratory  with  chequered  colours.  To  the  east, 
imder  a  lofty  window,  stands  an  altar,  covered  with  a  costly 
cloth,  on  which,  in  golden  sconces,  bum  many  votive 
candles.  Anne  of  Austria  is  seated  in  a  recess,  on  a 
carved  chair  of  dark  oak.  She  is  dressed  in  black,  her 
golden  curls  are  gathered  under  a  sober  coif;  she  looks 
pale,  and  ill  at  ease ;  her  eyes,  dulled  by  want  of  sleep, 
are  anxious  and  restless,  but  there  is  a  resolution  in  her 
bearing  that  shows  she  is  prepared  to  meet  whatever 
calamity  awaits  her  with  the  courage  of  her  race.  Made- 
moiselle de  Hautefort  sits  on  a  low  stool  at  her  feet.  She 
is  weeping  bitterly. 

"  Ah !  Madame,"  she  sobs,  "  this  is  Richelieu's  revenge. 
It  is  all  his  doing.  How  could  your  Majesty  listen  to 
the  advice  of  that  wild  Duchess,  and  aflEront  him  so  cruelly 

1  See  Note  23. 
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at  Saint-Germain  ?  Alas !  he  will  persecute  you  as  long  as 
he  lives." 

"  I  cannot  recall  the  past,"  answers  Anne  sadly. 

"Had  you  reposed  confidence  in  me,  Madame,  this 
would  never  have  happened.  Madame  de  Chevreuse  has 
sacrificed  you  to  her  love  of  intrigue." 

"My  poor  Chevreuse,  she  is  no  more  to  blame  than  I 
am.     Where  is  the  Duchess,  mademoiselle  ?  " 

While  the  Queen  speaks  a  sound  of  wheels  entering  the 
courtyard  from  the  street  of  Saint-Jacques  breaks  the 
silence.  A  moment  after  Madame  de  Chevreuse  rushes 
into  the  oratory,  so  hidden  in  a  black  hood  and  a  long 
cloak  that  no  one  would  have  recognised  her.  She  flings 
herself  on  her  knees  before  the  Queen,  and  grasps  her 
hands. 

"  Ah,  my  dear  mistress,  you  axe  saved ! "  she  cries  breath- 
lessly. Anne  raises  her  and  kisses  her  tenderly.  "I  am 
just  come  from  the  Bastille.  I  went  there  disguised  as  a 
priest.  I  have  seen  Chalais.  The  Cardinal  interpreted 
what  Chalais  said — ^purposely,  of  course — into  meaning  an 
attempt  upon  the  life  of  the  King." 

"Great  God!"  exclaims  Anne,  turning  her  glistening 
eyes  to  heaven,  "  what  wickedness !  " 

"  The  King  has  joined  the  Cardinal  in  a  purpose  to  pro- 
secute your  Majesty  for  treason.  His  Majesty  is  furious. 
He  declares  that  he  will  repudiate  you,  and  send  you  back 
into  Spain.  He  has  commanded  the  Chancellor  Siguier 
and  the  Archbishop  of  Paris  to  repair  here  to  the  Convent 
of  the  Val  de  Ghr&ce  to  search  your  private  papers  for 
proofs  of  your  guilt  and  of  your  treasonable  intrigues  with 
Spain.  They  are  close  at  hand.  I  feared  lest  they  had 
afready  arrived  before  I  could  return  and  apprise  your 
Majesty." 

"  But  what  of  Chalais  ?  "  cries  Anne.  "  Why  did  you 
visit  him  in  the  Bastille  ?  " 

"  To  learn  what  had  passed  between  him  and  the  Car- 
dinal. We  must  all  tell  the  same  story.  Chalais  confesses 
"to  me  that  in  the  confusion  of  his  arrest  at  Nantes  he  did 
let  fall  some  expressions  connecting  your  Majesty,  Mon- 
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aieur,  and  myself  with   the   plot  (gainst  Eichdieu,  and 
that  whon  questioned  ho  avowed  that  he  acted  with  your 
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Ah,    the    coward ! "    criea   Mademoiselle    de   Haute- 
fort  bitterly.     "  And  you  love  him." 

"  No,  mademoiselle,  Chalais  is  no  coward.  Ho  is  a  noble 
gentleman,  whose  fortitude  will  yet  savo  her  Majesty. 
He  has  been  betrayed  by  Louvigni,  the  traitor,  out  of 
jealousy.  Do  not  interrupt  me,  mademoiselle,"  continues 
the  Duchess,  seeing  that  Mademoiselle  de  Hautafort  is 
again  about  to  break  forth  into  reproaches  against  Chalaia. 
*'  No  sooner  had  Chalais  arrived  at  the  Bastille  than 
Kichelieu  visited  bim  in  his  cell.  He  offered  bim  his  life 
if  he  would  consent  to  inculpate  your  Majesty  in  the 
plot.  Chalais  refused,  and  asserted  that  the  plot  of  which 
you  were  informed  by  Monsieur  the  Due  d'OrliSans,  was 
directed  <^gainst  himself;  and  he  told  the  Cardinal  he  , 
might  tear  him  in  pieces  with  wild  horses  before  he  would  ( 
say  one  word  to  your  -Majesty's  prejudice." 

"  Generous  Chalais ! "  exclaims  Uie  Queen,  clasping  ha 
hands.     *'  Can  ho  not  be  saved  ?  " 

"  No,  Madame,  ray  noble  fiiond  must  die.  Ho  know^l 
it,  and  places  his  life  at  your  feet." 

Anne  sobs  violently. 

"  Horrible  !  Oh,  that  I  should  cost  those  who  love  mel 
80  dear  !     Proceed,  Duchess." 

"  The  Cardinal  had  in  the  meantime,  as  soon  as  your  ] 
Majesty  left  Saint-Germain,  sent  to  force  your  drawers  and 
cabinets  fur  papers."  Anne  rises  to  her  feet,  white  with 
terror.  "Never  fear,  Madame;  I  had  thought  of  that. 
Laporte  had  destroyed  evOrything  by  my  order.  Only  one 
letter  to  your  brother  the  King  of  Spain  was  found.  It 
was  written  the  day  you  left,  and  confided  by  you. 
Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  to  Laporte,"  and  the  Duchess 
gives  a  spiteful  glance  at  tlie  maid  of  honour.  "Before  < 
he  dispatched  it,  Laporte  was  seized  and  eearehed." 

"  There  was  nothiiig  in  that  letter  derogatory  to  me  aaj 
Queen  of  Franco,"  says  the  Queen  quickly.  "I  spoke  ou 
Eichclieu's  insane  passion  for  me,  and  described  the  seenM 
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at  Samt-Germain,  and  I  told  him  I  was  about  to  leave 
for  the  Val  de  Grace ;  nothing  more.  The**  Cardinal  will 
not  show  that  letter." 

"  Yes,  Madame,  God  be  praised  I  it  is  so.  But  it  was 
absolutely  necessary  that  I  should  tell  Chalais  that  but 
one  letter  had  been  found,  and  that  perfectly  innocent, 
before  he  was  examined  by  the  Cardinal.  I  have  told 
him.  He  knows  he  can  save  his  Queen.  He  is  content 
to  die ! "  As  the  Duchess  speaks,  the  sound  of  wheels 
again  interrupts  them.  "  Hark !  The  Chancellor  and  the 
Archbishop  have  arrived.  Courage,  your  Majesty!  All 
now  depends  on  your  presence  of  mind.  Nothing  will  be 
found  in  this  convent,  and  Laporte  waits  at  the  door  with- 
out.    He  will  suffer  no  one  to  enter." 

Anne  flings  herself  into  the  arms  of  the  Duchess. 

"  You  have  saved  me  !  "  she  cries,  and  covers  her  with 
kisses. 

An  hour  has  passed.  *  Laporte  knocks  at  the  door,  and 
enters.     His  looks  betray  the  alarm  he  tries  to  conceal. 

"  The  Chancellor,  Madame,  has  arrived,  in  company  with 
the  Archbishop  of  Paris,"  he  says,  addressing  the  Queen. 
"  The  Archbishop  has  commanded  the  Abbess,  the  vene- 
rable Louise  de  Milli,  and  all  the  sisterhood,  who  went 
out  to  meet  him,  to  return  each  one  within  her  cell,  and 
not  to  exchange  a  single  word  together  during  the  time 
he  remains  in  the  convent,  under  pain  of  excommunica- 
tion." The  Queen  and  the  Duchess  exchange  anxious 
glances.  Laporte  speaks  again  with  much  hesitation,  ^'  I 
regret  to  say  that  the  Chancellor  then  proceeded  to  search 
all  the  cells.  No  papers  were  found."  The  Duchess  clasps 
her  hands  with  exultation.  "  How  can  I  go  on  ?  "  Laporte 
groans,  the  tears  coming  into  his  eyes.  "  Forgive  me, 
Madame ;  I  cannot  help  it."  The  Queen  makes  an  impa- 
tient gesture,  and  Laporte  continues :  "  The  Chancellor 
craves  your  Majesty's  pardon,  but  desires  me  to  tell  you 
that  he  bears  a  royal  warrant,  which  he  must  obey,  to 
search  your  private  apartment,  and  this  oratory  also." 

"  Let  him  have  every  facility,  my  good  Laporte,"  answers 
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the  Quoen  collectedly.     "  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  de- 
liver up  all  my  keys  to  Laporte." 

"The  Chancellor  and  tiie  Archbishop  desire  to  speak 
also  to  the  lady-in-waiting  on  your  Majesty,  the  Duchesse 
de  Chevreuse,"  Laporto  adds. 

"  What  new  misfortune  is  this  ?  "  cries  Anne  of  Austria, 
turning  very  pale.  "  Go,  dear  Duchess ;  all  is  not  yet 
over,  I  fear." 

Madame  de  Chevreuse  leaves  the  oratorjr  with  Laporte. 
The  Queen  casts  herself  on  her  knees  before  the  sacred 
relics  exposed  on  the  altar.  She  hides  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  Duchess  returns.  Her  tri- 
umphant air  has  vanished.  She  tries  to  appear  uncon- 
cerned, but  cannot.  Anne  rises  from  her  knees,  and  looks 
at  her  in  silence. 

"Speak,  Madame  de  Chevreuse;  I  can  bear  it,"  she 
says  meekly. 

"  Alas  !  my  dear  mistress,  Richelieu's  vengeance  is 
not  yet  complete.  The  Chancellor  has  announced  to  me 
that  a  Council  of  State  is  about  to  assemble  in  the  refectory 
of  the  convent.  You  are  summoned  to  appear,  to  answer 
personally  certain  matters  laid  to  your  charge." 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  utters  a  loud  scream.  The 
Queen,  her  eyes  riveted  on  the  Duchess,  neither  moves 
nor  speaks  for  some  moments. 

"  You  have  more  to  say.  Speak,  Duchess,"  she  says  at 
last  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Nothing  whatever  has  been  found — ^no  line,  no  paper. 
I  took  care  of  that,"  and  the  Duchess  smiles  faintly, 

"  You  have  not  yet  told  me  all.  I  must  hear  it.  Con- 
ceal nothing,"  again  insists  the  Queen. 

"  Alas !  it  is  indeed  as  you  say.  The  Chancellor  " — 
and  her  voice  falls  almost  to  a  whisper — "has  express 
orders  under  the  King's  hand  to  search  your  Majesty's 
person^ 

"  Search  an  anointed  Quoen ! "  exclaims  Anne  of  Aus- 
tria. "Never!"  and  she  stretches  out  her  arms  wildly 
towards  the  altar.     "  Uoly  Virgin,  help  me !  "  she  cries. 
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At  this  moment  the  sound  of  many  footsteps  are  heard 
without  in  the  stone  passage,  approaching  the  door.  Anne 
of  Austria  has  risen ;  she  stands  in  the  centre  of  the  ora- 
tory ;  an  unwonted  fire  glows  in  her  eyes,  a  look  of 
unmistakable  command  spreads  itself  over  her  whole  person. 
Never  had  she  looked  more  royal  than  in  this  moment  of 
extreme  humiKation.  The  Duchess  rushes  to  the  door  and 
draws  the  ponderous  bolts.  "  Now  let  them  come,"  cries 
she,  "  if  they  dare ! "  They  all  listen  in  breathless  silence. 
The  voice  of  Laporte,  who  has  returned  to  his  post  outside 
the  door,  is  heard  in  low  but  angry  altercation.  Then  he 
is  heard  to  say,  in  a  loud  voice — 

"No  one  can  be  admitted  to  her  Majesty,  save  only 
the  King,  without  her  permission." 

'^We  command  you  in  the  name  of  the  law.  Stand 
aside ! "  is  the  reply. 

Then  another  voice  speaks : — 

"We  are  the  bearers  of  an  order  from  the  King  and 
the  Council  of  State  to  see  her  Majesty."  It  is  the  Chan- 
cellor's voice,  and  his  words  are  distinctly  audible  within. 

"  I  know  of  no  order  but  from  the  Queen  my  mistress. 
Your  Grace  shall  not  pass.  If  you  do,  it  shall  be  across 
my  body,"  Laporte  is  heard  to  reply. 

"We  enter  our  solemn  protest  against  this  breach  of 
the  law ;  but  we  decline  to  force  her  Majesty's  pleasure." 
It  was  still  the  Chancellor  who  spoke.-  Then  the  sound 
of  receding  footsteps  told  that  he  was  gone. 

"Where  will  this  end?"  asks  Anne  in  a  hollow  voice, 
sinking  into  a  chair. 

The  Duchess  and  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  fling  their 
arms  round  her. 

"  Bear  up,  Madame,  the  worst  is  over*  Be  only  firm ; 
they  can  prove  nothing,"  whispers  the  Duchess.  "There 
is  not  a  tittle  of  evidence  against  you." 

"  Ah,  but,  my  friend,  you  forget  that  the  King  is  eager 
to  repudiate  me.  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  knows  it 
from  his  own  lips." 

"  lie  cannot,  without  proofs  of  your  guilt,"  the  Duchess 
answers  resolutely.     "  There  are  none.     And  if  he  docs, 
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quhmporte?  Why  mar  that  queenly  brow  with  sorrow, 
and  wrinkle  those  delicate  cheeks  with  tears  ?  Be  like 
me,  Madame,  a  citizen  of  the  world  —  Madrid,  Paris, 
London — ^what  matters?  The  sun  shines  as  brightly  in 
other  lands  as  here.  Life  and  love  are  everywhere.  You 
are  young,  beautiful,  courageous.  To  see  you  is  to  love 
you.  Swords  will  start  from  their  scabbards  to  defend 
you.  Your  exile  in  your  brother's  Court  wiU  be  a  triuniph. 
You  will  rule  all  hearts ;  you  wiU  still  be  the  sovereign  of 
youth,  of  poetry,  and  of  song ! " 

As  she  speaks  the  Duchess's  countenance  beams  with 
enthusiasm.  Anne  of  Austria  shakes  her  head  sorrow- 
fully, and  is  silent. 

"You  are  happy,  Duchess,  in  such  volatile  spirits," 
says  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  contemptuously,  her  eyes 
all  the  while  fixed  on  her  royal  mistress ;  "  but  I  cannot 
look  on  the  disgrace  of  the  Queen  of  France  as  though 
it  were  the  finale  to  a  page's  roundelay." 

The  sound  of  many  heavy  coaches  thundering  into  the 
iimer  court  of  the  convent  puts  a  stop  to  further  conver- 
sation. 

"  The  council  is  assembling  ! "  exclaims  the  Duchess. 

At  these  words  the  Queen  rises  mechanically ;  her  large 
eyes,  dilated  and  widely  open,  are  fixed  on  vacancy,  as 
though  the  vision  of  some  imspoken  horror,  some  awful 
disaster,  had  risen  before  her.  She  knows  it  is  the  crisis 
of  her  life.  From  that  chamber  she  may  pass  to  banish- 
ment, prison,  or  death.  For  a  moment  her  mind  wanders. 
She  looks  round  wildly.  "  Spare  me  !  spare  me ! "  she 
murmurs,  and  she  wrings  her  hands.  "Alas  !  I  am  too 
young  to  die !  "  Then  collecting  her  scattered  senses,  she 
moves  forward  with  measured  steps.  "  I  am  ready,"  she 
says,  in  a  hollow  voice.     "  Unbar  the  door." 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

THE  QUEEN  BEFORE  THE  COUNCIL. 

The  refectory  of  the  convent  of  tho  Val  de  Ghrace  is  a  vast 
apartment,  dimly  lit  by  rows  of  small  lancet  windows 
placed  along  the  side  walls.  These  walls  are  bare,  panelled 
with  dark  wood,  and  great  oaken  rafters  span  the  tented 
roof.  At  the  eastern  end  hangs  a  large  crucifix  of  silver. 
In  the  centre  of  the  apartment  is  a  table,  round  which  tho 
three  principal  members  of  the  council  are  assembled. 
Alone,  at  the  head,  is  the  King,  uneasily  seated  on  the 
comer  of  a  huge  chair.  His  whole  body  is  shrunk  and 
contracted,  as  though  he  were  undergoing  some  agonising 
penance.  He  never  raises  his  eyes,  and  his  pallid  face 
works  with  nervous  excitement.  His  hat  is  drawn  over 
his  brow ;  his  hands  are  clasped  upon  his  knees.  That 
he  had  come  in  haste  is  apparent,  for  he  wears  his  usual 
dark  hunting-dress. 

At  his  right  hand  is  the  Cardinal,  wearing  a  long 
tightly  fitting  soutane  of  purple  silk,  with  a  cloak  of  the 
same  colour.  His  countenance  is  perfectly  impassive,  save 
that  when  he  moves,  and  the  light  fi*om  above  strikes  upon 
his  dark  eyes,  they  glitter.  In  his  delicate  hands  he 
holds  some  papers,  to  which  he  refers  from  time  to  time ; 
others  lie  on  the  table  near  him.  Opposite  the  Cardinal 
are  the  Archbishop  of  Paris  and  the  Chancellor  Seguier. 
At  the  farther  end  of  the  council-table,  facing  the  King, 
Anne  of  Austria  is  seated.  The  colour  comes  and  goes 
upon  her  downy  checks;  but  otherwise  no  sovereign 
throned  in  fabled  state  is  more  queenly  than  this  golden- 
haired  daughter  of  the  Caesars. 

The  Cardinal  turns  towards  her,  but,  before  addressing 
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her,  his  eyes  are  gathered  fixedly  upon  her.    Then,  in  a 
placid  voice,  he  speaks — 

"  Your  Majesty  has  been  summoned  by  the  King  here 
present  to  answer  certain  matters  laid  to  your  charge." 

Anne  of  Austria  rises  and  makes  an  obeisance,  looking 
towards  the  King,  then  reseats  herself. 

"I  am  here  to  answer  whatever  questions  his  Majesty 
I  Bees  good  to  put  to  me,"  she  replies,  in  a  clear,  firm  voice. 
"  His   Majesty,    Madame,    speaks   through    my   voice," 
says  Eichelieu   significantly,    observing  her  pointed  refe- 
rence to  the  King's  presence ;  "I  am  here   as    his   alter 
I.     It  is  said,"  he  continues,  in  the  same  impassive  man- 
ner with  which  he  had  at  first  addressed  her,  "  that  you, 
I  Madame  Anne   of  Austria,    consort  of  the  King,  hold  a 
I  treasonable  correspondence  in  cipher  with  your  brother, 
Philip,  King  of  Spain,  now  waging  war  against  this  realm 
of  France,  and  that  therein  you  betray  to  Mm  secrets  of 
state  to  the  manifest  hurt  and  danger  of  the  King's  armies, 
by  afibrding  treacherous  foreknowledge  of  their  movements 
and  of  the  measures  of  his  Government.     What  answer 
does  your  Majesty  make  to  so  grave  a  charge  ?  " 

"If  it  be  so,  let  these  letters  be  produced,"  answers 
the  Queen  boldly.  "  I  declare  that  beyond  the  natural 
love  I  bear  my  brother  and  his  consort,  Elizabeth  of 
France,  sister  to  the  ICing, — which  love  surely  is  no  crime, 
—I  have  never,  by  word  or  deed,  betrayed  aught  that  I 
might  know  to  the  prejudice  of  the  King,  my  husband,  or 
of  this  great  country  of  which  I  am  the  Queen." 
I  "  Wby,  then,  Madame,  if  these  letters  were  harmless,  did 
[  you  write  in  a  cipher  unknown  to  the  King's  ministers  ?  " 
asks  the  Cardinalj  bending  his  piercing  eyes  keenly  upon  , 
her. 

"Because,"  replies  the  Queen,  "  I  knew  that  spies  were 
set,  by  the  King's  order,  at  your  instance,"  and  she  points 
to  the  Cardinal,  "to  waylay  these  letters,  the  writing  of 
which  has  been  to  me,  next  to  God,  my  greatest  comfort 
in  much  sorrow  and  persecution  which  I  have  suffered 
I  wrongfully  since  I  came  into  France." 

"  Madame,"  continues  Richelieu,  speaking  with  the  same 
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unmoved  voice  and  manner,  "  do  you  know  Henry  de  Tal- 
leyrand, Comte  de  Chalais,  Master  of  the  Eobes  to  his 
Majesty,  and  once  esteemed  by  him  as  his  faithful  sub- 
ject ?  " 

"  I  do  know  him,"  answers  the  Queen. 

"Do  you  also  know  that  this  gentleman,  the  Comte  de 
Chalais,  has  been  lately  arrested  at  Nantes,  and  is  now 
lying  in  the  prison  of  the  Bastille,  accused  of  having 
treacherously  conspired  against  the  sacred  person  of  his 
Majesty,  with  the  design  of  placing  on  the  throne,  at  his 
death,  Monseigneur,  Due  d'0rl6ans — ^brother  of  the  King ; 
and  that  the  Comte  de  Chalais  avers  and  declares,  before 
witnesses,  that  he  acted  by  your  order  and  by  your  counsel  ? 
What  answer  have  you  to  make  to  this,  Madame  ?  " 

"That  it  is  false,  and  unsupported  by  any  evidence 
whatever,  and  that  you.  Cardinal  Eichelieu,  know  that  it 
is  false."  Then  Anne  of  Austria  raises  her  hands  towards 
the  crucifix  hanging  before  her — "  By  the  blessed  wounds 
of  our  Lord  Jesus,  I  swear  that  I  never  knew  that  the  life 
of  the  King,  my  husband,  was  threatened ;  if  it  were  so,  it 
was  concealed  from  me."  A  stifled  groan  is  heard  from 
the  King.  Both  the  Chancellor  and  the  Archbishop  appear 
greatly  impressed  by  the  Queen's  solemn  declaration,  and 
whisper  together,     Eichelieu  alone  is  unmoved. 

Then  the  Queen  rises,  and,  for  the  first  time,  turns  her 
large  eyes  full  upon  the  Cardinal,  over  whose  frame  a 
momentary  tremor  passes.  "  It  was  of  another  plot  that 
the  Comte  de  Chalais  spoke ;  and  of  another  assassination, 
not  that  of  the  King.  His  Majesty  himself — ^if  I  mistake 
not — ^knew  and  did  not  disapprove  of  this  other  project, 
and  of  removing  him  whom  I  mean.  Nevertheless  I  shrank 
from  the  proposal  with  horror;  I  expressly  forbade  all 
bloodshed,  although  it  would  have  removed  a  deadly 
enemy  from  my  path."  And  the  Queen,  while  she  speaks, 
fixes  her  undaimted  gaze  full  on  the  Cardinal,  who  casts 
down  his  eyes  on  the  papers  he  holds  in  his  hands.  "  Let 
his  Majesty  confront  me  with  Chalais ;  he  will  confirm  the 
truth  of  what  I  say."  Anne  of  Austria  stops  to  watch 
the  effect  of  her  words.     Something .  like  a  groan  again 
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escapes  from  the  King ;  he  pulls  at  his  bearil,  and  moves 
■uneasily  in  his  chair,  as  the  Cardinal's  lynx  eyes  are 
directed,  for  an  instant,  towards  him  with  a  malignant 
glare.  The  Ciardinal  stoops  to  consult  some  docu- 
ments that  lie  upon  the  table,  and  for  a  few  moments 
not  a  word  was  uttered.  Then  resuming  his  former 
placid  voice  and  manner,  Richelieu  faces  the  Queen,  and 
.  proceeds : — 

"  Further,  Madame,  it  is  averred,  and  it  is  believed  by 

I  hia  Majesty,  that  you,  forgetting  the  duty  of  a  wife,  and 

I  the  loyalty  of  a  Uueen,  have  exchanged  love-tokens  with 

I  the  said  prince  of  the  blood,  Gaston,  Due  d'Orleans,  now 

for  his  manifest  treason  fled  into  Spain," — at  these  words, 

to  which  she  listens  with  evident  horror.  Anno  clasps  her 

hands; — ''further,  that  you,  Madame,  and  yonr  lady  of  the 

'  bedchamber,  Marie  de  Lorraine,  Duchesse  de  Chevi'cuse, 

■  did  conspire,  with  Chalais  and  others,  for  this  unholy 
purpose." 
Anne's  face  is  suffused  with  a  deep  blush  of  shame 
while  the  Cardinal  speaks ;  for  a  moment  her  courage  seems 
to  fail  her — then,  collecting  herself,  she  stretches  out  her 
arms  towards  the  King,  and  says  solemnly,  "  I  call  on  his 
Majesty,  Louia — sumamed  the  Just — my  husband,  to  con- 
front mo  with  ray  accusers :  I  am  innocent  uf  this  foul 
charge." 

At  this  appeal  the  King  half  rises,  as  if  with  an  intention 
to  speak,  then  sinks  back  again  into  hia  chair.  His  fea- 
tures twitch  convulsively ;  he  never  raises  his  eyes. 

"  Is  that  all  you  have  to  reply  to  the  wicked  and  mur- 
d^oas  project  said  to  be  entertained  by  you  of  wedding, 
from  inclination,  with  the  King's  brother,  at  his  death,  if 

■  by  feeble  health,  or  any  other  accident,  his  Majesty  had 
been  removed?"  and  the  Cardinal  bends  his  glassy  eyes 
earnestly  upon  the  Queen. 

"  I  reply  that  I  should  have  gained  nothing  by  the 
change.  The  Due  d'Orleans  is  as  fickle  and  unworthy  as 
his  Majesty,  who  sits  by  unmoved,  and  hears  his  consort 

t  slandered  by  her  enemies."     Anne's  eyes  flash  fire ;   her 
indignation  had  carried  her  beyond  fear  ;  she  stands  before 
R  2 
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the  council  more  like  a  judge  than  a  criminal.  "  Have  a 
care,  Armand  de  Plessis,  Cardinal  Minister  and  tyrant  of 
France,  that  you  question  me  not  too  closely,"  the  Queen 
adds  in  a  lower  voice,  addressing  herself  directly  to  Eiche- 
lieu.  As  she  speaks  she  puts  her  hand  to  her  bosom,  and 
discloses,  between  the  folds  of  her  dark  velvet  robe,  a  portion 
of  a  letter,  bound  with  purple  cord,  which  Eichelieu  in- 
stantly recognises  as  the  identical  one  he  had  addressed  to 
her  at  Saint-Germain,  asking  for  a  private  audience.  The 
Cardinal  visibly  shudders;  his  whole  expression  changes; 
his  impassive  look  is  turned  to  one  of  anxiety  and  doubt ; 
he  passes  his  hands  over  his  forehead,  as  if  to  shade  hia 
eyes  from  the  light,  but  in  reality  to  give  his  fertile  brain 
a  few  moments'  time  in  which  to  devise  some  escape 
from  the  danger  that  threatens  him  should  the  Queen  pro- 
duce that  letter  before  the  council.  So  rapid  has  been 
the  Queen's  action  that  no  one  else  has  perceived  it. 
Something  peculiar,  however,  in  the  tone  of  her  voice 
attracts  the  notice  of  the  King,  who,  rousing  himself  from 
the  painM  abstraction  into  which  he  has  fallen,  gazes 
round  for  the  first  time,  and  bends  his  lustreless  grey  eyes 
suspiciously  on  the  Cardinal,  and  from  liim  on  the  Queen ; 
then  shaking  his  head  doubtfully,  he  again  resumes  his 
former  weary  attitude.  Meanwhfie  the  Queen,  imagining 
that  she  perceives  some  compassion  in  that  momentary 
glance,  rises  and  advances  close  to  the  edge  of  the  council- 
table.  Grief,  anger,  and  reproach  are  in  h^  looks.  With 
a  haughty  gesture  she  signs  to  the  Cardinal  to  be  silent, 
clasps  her  small  hands  so  tightly  that  the  nails  redden 
her  tender  skin,  and,  in  a  plaintive  voice,  addresses  herself 
directly  to  the  King*  "  Oh,  Sire,  is  not  your  heart  moved 
with  pity  to  behold  a  great  princess,  such  as  I,  your  wife, 
and  who  might  have  been  the  mother  of  your  children, 
stand  before  you  here  like  a  criminal,  to  suffer  the  scorn 
and  malice  of  her  enemies  ?  " — she  is  so  overcome  that  her 
voice  falters,  and  she  hastily  brushes  the  starting  teard* 
from  her  eyes.  "  I  know,"  she  continues,  with  her  aj)peai- 
ing  eyes  resting  on  the  King,  "  I  know  that  you  are  weary 
of  me,  and  that  your  purpose  is,  if  possible,  to  repudiate 
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mc  and  send  me  back  into  Spain ;  you  have  confessed  as 
much  to  one  of  my  maids  of  honour, who,  shocked  at  the 
proposal,  repeated  it  to  me.  I  appeal  to  yourself,  Sire,  if 
this  be  not  true  ?  "  and  laying  one  hand  on  the  table  she 
leans  forward  towards  Louis,  waiting  for  his  reply ;  but, 
although  he  does  not  answer  her  appeal,  he  whispers  a  few 
words  into  the  ear  of  the  Archbishop,  standing  next  to  him, 
who  bows.  Then  he  falls  back  on  his  chair,  as  if  weary 
and  exhausted  by  a  hopeless  struggle.  "My  lords,  the 
King  cannot  deny  it,"  says  Anne  of  Austria  triumphantly, 
adiiressing  the  council;  "My  lords,  I  have  never,  since  I 
came  into  France,  a  girl  of  fifteen,  been  permitted  to  occupy 
my  legitimate  place  in  his  Majesty's  affections.  The  Queen- 
dowager  Marie  do  Medici,  poisoned  his  mind  against  me ; 
and  now  Cardinal  Richelieu,  her  creature," — and  Anne  casts 
a  look  of  ineffable  disdain  at  Richelieu — "  continues  the  same 
policy,  because  he  dreads  my  influence,  and  desires  wholly 
to  possess  himself  of  the  King's  confidence,  the  better  to 
rule  him  and  Prance." 

The  Queen's  bold  words  had  greatly  impressed  the  council 
in  her  favour.  The  Archbishop  and  the  Chaueollor  consult 
anxiously  together.  At  length  the  Archbishop  of  Paris 
interposes. 

"  Her  Majesty  the  Queen  appears  to  have  explained 
most  satisfactorily  all  the  accusations  made  against  her.  I 
was  myself  present  at  the  examination  of  her  private  apart- 
ments within  this  convent  of  the  Val  de  Gr^ce.  Nothing 
was  found  but  proofs  of  her  pious  sentiments  and  devout 
exercises,  such  as  scourges,  girdles  spiked  with  iron  to 
mortify  the  flesh,  books  of  devotion  and  missals.  It  is  to 
be  desired  that  all  royal  ladies  could  disarm  suspicion  like 
her  Majesty.  If,  therefore,  the  evidence  which  the  Cardi- 
nal holds  bo  in  accordance  with  her  Majesty's  declarations, 
all  the  charges  may  bo  withdrawn,  and  her  Majesty  be 
returned  to  those  royal  dignities  and  honours  which  she  so 
fitly  adorns.  Speak,  Cardinal  Richelieu,  do  you  hold  counter 
evidence — yea,  or  nay  ?  " 

The  Cardinal  does  not  at  once  answer.  He  shuffles 
some  papers  in  hia  hands,  then  turns  towards  the  King, 
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and  whispers  in  his  ear.    Louis  makes  an  impatient  gesture 
of  assent,  and  resumes  his  despondent  attitude. 

"  I  have  his  Majesty's  commands  for  replying,"  answers 
EicheKeu,  "that  no  letters  implicating  the  Queen  in 
treasonable  correspondence  with  her  broQier  have  been  at 
present  actually  found,  although  his  Majesty  has  reason  to 
believe  that  such  exist.  Also  that  the  Comte  de  Chalais's 
statements  are  in  accordance  with  those  of  her  Majesty. 
Also  that  the  King  acquits  Madame  Anne,  his  consort,  of 
the  purpose  of  marrying  with  his  brother.  Monsieur  Due 
d'Orleans,  on  whom  alone  must  rest  the  onus  of  such  a 
crime.  Usher  of  the  Court,  summon  the  Queen's  ladies- 
in-waiting  to  attend  her.  Your  Majesty  is  free,"  adds 
Eichelieu,  and  the  mocking  tone  of  his  voice  betrays  in- 
voluntarily something  of  the  inward  rage  he  labours  to  con- 
ceal. "Madame  Anne  of  Austria,  you  are  no  longer  a 
prisoner  of  state  under  examination  by  the  council,  but 
are,  as  before,  in  full  possession  of  the  privileges,  powers, 
immunities  and  revenues  belonging  to  the  Queen  Consort 
of  France." 

Anne  of  Austria  leaves  her  chair,  salutes  his  Majesty 
with  a  profound  obeisance,  of  which  Louis  takea  no  other 
notice  than  to  turn  his  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  and  then  ad- 
vances towards  the  door.  The  Chancellor  and  the  Arch- 
bishop rise  at  the  same  time  from  the  council-table,  and 
hasten  to  open  the  door  by  which  she  is  to  pass  out, 
bowing  humbly  before  her. 

"  The  royal  caniages  are  in  waiting,  Madame,"  whis- 
pered the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse,  who,  with  Mademoiselle 
de  Hautefort,  were  waiting  outside ;  and  she  wrung  the 
Queen's  hand.  "  My  dear,  dear  liiistress,  I  know  you  are 
free ! " 

"  Praised  be  God !  "  replied  Anne,  "  I  have  escaped," 
and  she  kissed  her  on  both  cheeks,  as  also  her  maid  of 
honour,  who  was  so  overcome  she  could  not  say  one  word 
of  congratulation. 

"Come,  Madame,"  cried  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse, 
"let  us  leave  this  dreadful  place,  I  beseech  you,  lest  the 
Cardinal  should  concoct  some  fresh  plot  to  detain  you." 
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"Duchess,"  replied  Anne  gaily,  "you  shall  command 
me.  It  is  to  you  I  owe  my  liberty.  But  for  your  fore- 
thought those  unhappy  letters,  wrung  from  me  in  moments 
of  anguish — ah !  of  despair,  would  have  been  found,  and 
I  should  at  this  moment  have  been  on  my  way  to  the 
Bastille.  My  good  Hautefort,  you  have  not  spoken  to  me. 
You  look  sad.  What  is  it?"  and  the  Queen  took  her 
hand. 

"It  is  because  I  have  contributed  nothing  towards 
your  Majesty's  freedom.  Besides,  a  foreboding  of  coming 
evil  overpowers  me,"  and  she  burst  into  tears. 

She  again  kissed  her,  and  led  her  by  the  hand  towards 
the  cumbrous  coach  which  was  to  bear  her  to  Paris.  As 
Anne  was  preparing  to  mount  into  it,  assisted  by  her 
page  and  Laporto,  who  had  reappeared,  the  Chevalier  de 
Jars  approached  hastily,  and  bowed  before  her. 

"  How  now.  Chevalier  !  any  more  ill  news  ?  What  is 
your  business  here  ?  "  asked  Anne. 

"  It  is  with  this  lady,"  said  he,  turning  to  the  maid  of 
honour.  "  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  you  cannot  accom- 
pany her  Majesty  to  Paris." 

"Why,  Chevalier?"  demanded  Anno  impatiently,  still 
holding  her  hand. 

"  Because  I  am  commanded  to  make  known  to  you  that 
Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  is  exiled  from  France  during 
his  Majesty's  pleasure.  I  am  charged,  mademoiselle,  to 
show  you  this  token,"  and  he  produced  the  other  half  of 
the  golden  medallion  which  Louis  had  broken  during  their 
interview  at  Fontainebleau.  "  The  King  bid  me  say  that 
by  this  token  he  himself  commands  your  instant  departure." 

The  Queen  clasped  her  in  her  arms. 

"  My  poor  Hautefort,  is  it  indeed  so  ?  Must  I  lose  my 
trusty  friend?" 

Mademoiselle  do  Hautefort  threw  herself,  weeping  bit- 
terly, at  the  Queen's  feet. 

"  Alas  !  Madame,"  sobbed  she,  "  I  am  banished  because 
I  have  been  faithful  to  you ! " 

"  Have  you  got  another  order — ^for  my  arrest,  par  ex- 
e?npkj  Chevalier?"  asked  the  Duchess  archly.     "I  have 


248.  OLD  COUET  LIFE  IN  FKANCE. 

also  committed  the  awfal>  crime  of  faithfulness  to  her 
Majesty.    I  suppose  I  shaU  go  next." 

The  Chevalier  shook  his  head. 

^^  ISo,  madame.  You  will  accompany  the  Queen  to  the 
Louvre." 

The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  did  accompany  the  Queen 
to  the  Louvre ;  but,  on  arriving  there,  she  found  a  ktire 
de  cachet  banishing  her  from  France  within  twenty-four 
hours.  A  similar  order  was  also  served  on  the  Chevalier 
de  Jars. 

The  Queen  was  free,  but  her  friends  were  exiled. 
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LOUISE    DE     LAFAYETTE. 

CouiBE  DE  Lafayette — the  only  cliild  of  the  Comte  Joan  de 
Lafayette,  of  Hauteville,  and  of  Margaret  de  Boulon-Busset, 
his  wife — was  the  young  lady  selected  to  fill  the  vacant 
post  of  maid  of  honour  to  the  Queen,  vice  De  Hautefort, 
bunlBhed, 

So  long  a  time  had  elapsed  since  the  departure  of  the  ' 
latter  that  it  seemed  as  though  Anne  of  Austria  never  in- 
tended to  replace  her ;  however,  the  new  mistress  of  the 
robea,  the  Duchesse  de  Senneoy,  a  dbtant  relative  of  Made- 
moiselle de  Lafayette,  urged  the  Queeu  bo  strongly  in  hor 
favour,  that  the  appointment  was  at  last  announced. 

Louise  de  Lafayette  had  passed  many  years  of  her  girl-  ' 
hood  in  a  convent,  and  was  somewhat  ddvote,  but  sincere 
in  her  piety,  and  goodnatured  to  excess.  Not  only  was 
she  good-natured,  but  she  was  so  entirely  devoid  of  malice 
that  it  actually  pained  her  to  bo  made  acquainted  with  the 
faults  of  others.  Perhaps  her  chief  characteriatic  was  au 
exaggerated  sensibility,  almost  amounting  to  delusion.  She 
created  an  ideal  world  around  her,  and  peopled  it  with 
creatures  of  her  own  imagination,  rather  than  the  men 
and  women  of  ilesh  and  blood  among  whom  she  lived — a 
defect  of  youth  which  age  and  experience  would  rectify. 
She  possessed  that  gift,  so  rare  in  women,  of  charmiug 
involuntarily — without  effort  or  solf-consciouanese.  When 
most  attractive  and  most  admired,  she  aloue  was  uncon- 
scious of  her  power;  envy  itself  was  disarmed  by  her 
ingenuous  humility. 

Louise  was  twenty-three  years  old  when  she  was  pre- 
sented to  the  Queen  at  Fontaincbleau  by  the  Prineipessa  ] 
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di  Mantua,  during  her  morning  reception.  The  saloon  was 
filled  with  company,  and  great  curiosity  was  felt  to  see  the 
successor  of  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort.  The  most  critical 
observers  were  satisfied.  The  new  maid  of  honour,  though 
modest  and  a  little  abashed,  comported  herself  with  perfect 
self-possession.  She  was  superbly  dressed,  had  a  tall  and 
supple  figure,  good  features,  and  a  complexion  so  exqui- 
sitely fair  and  fresh,  and  such  an  abundaiice  of  sunny  hair, 
as  to  remind  many  in  the  circle  of  her  Majesty  when,  in 
the  dazzling  beauty  of  her  fifteenth  year,  she  came  a  bride 
into  France.  But  Anne  of  Austria  never  had  those  large 
appealing  grey  eyes,  beaming  with  all  the  confidence  of  a 
guileless  heart,  nor  that  air  of  maiden  reserve  which  lent 
an  unconscious  charm  to  every  movement,  nor  that  calm 
and  placid  brow,  unruffled  by  so  much  as  an  angry  thought. 

Why  had  not  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  married?  was 
the  general  question  which  passed  round  the  circle. 

"  Because  she  has  foimd  no  one  worthy  of  her,"  was  the 
reply  of  her  friend  and  cousin,  the  Duchesse  de  Sennecy. 

-Aiter  the  new  maid  of  honour  had  made  her  curtsey  to 
the  Queen,  who  received  her  very  graciously,  the  King 
(who  had  as  usual  placed  himself  almost  out  of  sight, 
near  the  door,  in  order  to  ensure  a  safe  retreat  if  needful) 
emerged,  and  timidly  addressed  her. 

Since  the  scene  at  the  monastery  of  the  Val  de  Ghrace, 
and  the  discovery  of  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort's  treachery, 
Louis  had  never  once  appeared  at  the  Queen's  lever  until 
this  morning.  At  the  few  words  of  compliment  he  found 
courage  to  say  to  her,  Louise  blushed  and  curtsied,  but 
made  no  reply. 

The  next  day  the  King  was  again  present  at  her  Majesty's 
lever.  He  did  not  speak,  but  his  eyes  never  for  an  instant 
left  the  new  maid  of  honour. 

The  Court  was  at  this  time  greatiy  agitated  by  political 
events.  The  Spaniards  were  making  the  most  alarming 
progress  in  France ;  they  had  penetrated  in  the  north  as 
far  as  Corbie,  in  Picardy ;  in  the  south  they  were  over- 
running Provence.  Troops  and  money  were  both  wanting. 
The  position  of  the  ministry  was  so   critical  that  even 
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Kichelieu  was  at  fault.  Louis,  roused  from  his  habitual 
apathy,  suddenly  remembered  that  he  was  the  son  of  a 
great  warrior,  and  electrified  the  Council  of  State  by 
announcing  that  he  intended  at  once  to  take  the  field  in 
person.  A  resolve  so  contrary  to  his  usual  habits  excited 
great  discussion  and  general  interest. 

The  Saloon  of  Saint-Louis,  at  Fontainebleau,  opens  fi*om 
the  royal  guard-room.  It  is  a  noble  apartment,  divided 
into  a  card-room  and  a  with-dreiwingj  or,  as  we  say,  draw- 
ing-room. The  decorations  are  the  same  as  those  in  the 
(JaUery  of  Francis  L  ;  the  walls,  painted  in  fresco  after 
designs  by  Primaticcio,  are  divided  by  sculptured  figures, 
in  high  relief,  entwined  by  wreaths  of  fiowers,  fruit,  and 
foliage.  The  ceiling  is  blue,  sown  with  golden  stars. 
Lights  blaze  from  the  chandeliers  disposed  on  marble 
tables  and  in  the  comers  of  the  room,  and  display  the 
artistic  beauty  of  the  various  paintings  and  frescoes  that 
cover  the  walls. 

The  Queen  is  playing  cards  with  the  Bishop  of  Limoges. 
The  Court  groups  itself  about  the  double  rooms,  and  at 
the  other  card-tables.  Near  the  Queen  are  her  favourites  of 
the  hour,  the  Principcsse  di  Gonzaga  and  di  Mantua ;  the 
Duchesse  de  Sennecy  is  in  attendance.  The  King  is  seated 
on  a  settee  in  the  darkest  and  most  distant  corner.  Anne 
dares  not  now  treat  him  either  with  impertinence  or  hauteur. 
K  she  cannot  bring  herself  actually  to  fear  him,  she  knows 
that  he  is  capable  of  revenge.  She  has  learnt,  however, 
both  to  fear  and  to  dread  his  minister,  Eichelieu,  under 
whose  insolent  dominion  Louis's  life  is  passed.  Madame 
de  Chevreuse  is  no  longer  at  hand  to  tempt  her  into  rebel- 
lion, and  she  has  learnt  to  submit  quietly,  if  not  con- 
tentedly, to  her  lot.  She  has  perceived  the  impression 
made  upon  the  King  by  her  new  maid  of  honour,  and 
looks  on  amused  and  indifferent.  Of  the  absolute  goodness 
and  perfect  rectitude  of  Louise  de  Lafayette,  no  one,  and 
certainly  not  the  Queen,  could  entertain  a  doubt. 

As  she  pushes  the  cards  towards  the  Bishop  of  Limoges 
to  deal  for  her,  which  he  docs  after  making  her  a  low  bow, 
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she  turns  round,  the  better  to  observe  his  Majesty.  He 
has  moved  from  the  settee,  and  is  now  seated  in  earnest 
conversation  with  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette.  A  sneer 
gathers  about  the  comers  of  her  rosy  mouth,  and  her  eyes 
dwell  upon  him  for  an  instant  with  an  expression  of  intense 
contempt;  then  she  shrugs  her  snowy  shoulders,  leans 
back  in  her  chair,  takes  up  the  cards  that  lie  before  her, 
and  rapidly  sorts  them.  The  conversation  between  Loids 
and  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  is  low  and  earnest.  His 
naturally  dismal  face  expresses  more  lively  interest,  and 
his  lack-lustre  eyes  are  more  animated  than  they  have 
been  for  years.  As  to  the  maid  of  honour,  she  listens  to 
him  with  every  faculty  of  her  being,  and  hangs  upon  his 
words  as  though,  to  her  at  least,  they  axe  inspired. 

"  The  condition  of  France,"  the  King  is  saying,  ^^  over- 
whelms me.  Would  that  I  could  offer  up  my  life  for  my 
beloved  country !  Would  that  I  possessed  my  great  father's 
military  genius  to  defend  her  I  I  go,  perhaps  never  to 
return !  Alas !  no  one  will  miss  me,"  and  he  heaves  a 
heavy  sigh,  and  the  tears  gather  in  his  eyes. 

The  maid  of  honour  longs  to  tell  him  all  the  interest 
she  feels  for  him,  her  genuine  admiration,  her  devotion, 
her  pity  for  his  desolate  condition ;  but  she  is-  new  to  court 
life,  and,  like  himself,  she  is  too  timid  as  yet  to  put  her 
feelings  into  words.  She  sits  beside  him  motionless  as  a 
statue,  not  daring  even  to  lift  up  her  eyes,  lest  they  may 
betray  her. 

" Happy,  ah!  happy  beyond  words  is  the  man  who  feels 
he  is  beloved,  who  feels  that  he  is  missed ! " — ^here  Louis 
stops,  casts  a  reproachful  glance  at  the  Queen,  whose  back 
was  towards  him,  then  a  shy,  furtive  look  at  Mademoiselle 
de  Lafayette,  whose  heightened  colour  and  quickened 
breathing  betrays  the  intensity  of  her  feelings :  "  such  a 
one,"  continues  the  King,  '^  has  a  motive  for  desiring  fame ; 
he  can  afford  to  risk  his  life  in  the  front  of  the  battle. 
Were  I " — and  his  voice  sinks  almost  into  a  whisper — 
"were  I  dear  to  any  one,  which  I  know  I  am  not,  I 
should  seek  .to  live  in  history,  like  my  father.  As  it  is," 
and  he   sighs,   ^^I  know  that  I  possess  no  quality  that 
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kindles  sympathy.     I  am  betrayed  by  those  whom  I  most  I 
trust,  and  hated  and  despised  by  those  who  aro  bound  by  J 
nature  and  by  law  to  love  and  honour  me.     My  death  | 
would  be  a  boon  to  some  " — again  his  eyes  seek  out  the 
Queen — "  and  a  blessing  to  myself.     I  am  a  blighted  and 
a  miserable  man.     Sometimes  I  ask  myself  why  I  should 
live  at  aU  ?  "     It  was  not  possible  for  the  human  counte- 
nance to  express  more  absolute  despair  than  does  the  King's  i 
face  at  this  moment.  I 

"  Oh,  Sire ! "  was  all  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  dare  1 
trust  herself  to  reply ;  indwd,  she  is  so  choked  by  rising 
sobs  that  it  is  not  possible  for  her  to  say  more. 

The  King  is  conscious  that  her  voice  trembles  ;  ho  notices 
also  that  her  bosom  heaves,  and  that  she  had  suddenly 
grown  very  pale.  Her  silence,  then,  was  not  from  lack  of 
interest.  Louis  feels  infinitely  gratified  by  the  discovery  of 
this  mute  sympathy.  All  that  was  suppressed  and  unspoken 
had  a  subtle  charm  to  his  morbid  nature.  After  a  few 
moments  of  silence,  Louis,  fearful  lest  the  Queen's  keen 
eyes  should  be  turned  upon  them,  rises.  "  I  deeply 
deplore,  mademoiselle,  that  this  conversation  must  now 
end.  Let  me  hope  that  it  may  be  again  resumed  before  , 
my  departure  for  the  army."  Louise  does  not  reply,  but  i 
one  speaking  glance  tells  bim  he  will  not  be  refused. 

At    supper,   and  when  she  attends  the  Queen   in   her 
private  apartments,  she  is  so  absent  that  her  friend,  Madamo  | 
de  Sennecy,  reprimands  her  sharply. 

The  next  morning  the  Duchess  went  to  her  young  cousin's 
room.  Madame  de  Sennecy  had  a  very  decided  taste  for 
intrigue,  and  would  willingly  have  replaced  the  Duohesso 
do  Chevreuse  in  the  confidence  of  Anne  of  Austria,  but 
she  wanted  her  predecessor's  daring  wit,  her  adroitness, 
witcheries,  and  beauty  ;  above  all,  she  lacked  that  generous 
devotion  to  her  mistress,  which  turned  her  life  into  a 
romance.  Now  Madame  de  Sennecy  thought  she  saw  a 
chance  of  advancing  her  interests  by  means  of  her  cousin's 
growing  favour  with  the  King.  She  would  gain  her  con- 
fidence, and  by  retailing  her  secrets  excite  the  jealousy 
and  secure  the  favour  of  the  Queen. 
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"My  dear  child,"  said  she,  kissing  Louise  on  both 
cheeks,  a  bland  smile  upon  her  face,  "will  you  excuse  my 
early  visit  ?  "  She  seated  herself  opposite  to  Mademoiselle 
de  Lafayette,  the  better  to  observe  her.  "Excuse  the 
warmth  with  which  I  spoke  to  you  last  night  in  the  Queen's 
sleeping-room ;  but  really,  whatever  attention  the  King  may 
pay  you,  ma  chere^  you  must  not  allow  yourself  to  grow 
careless  in  her  Majesty's  service.  As  mistress  of  the  robes 
I  cannot  permit  it.  All  the  world,  my  dear  cousin,  sees 
he  is  in  love  with  you  " — Louise  blushed  to  the  roots  of 
her  hair,  shook  her  head,  and  looked  confused  and  imhappy 
— "  of  course  he  loves  you  in  his  fashion.  I  mean,"  added 
Madame  de  Sennecy  quickly,  seeing  her  distress,  and  not 
giving  her  time  to  remonstrate,  "  a  perfectly  Platonic  love, 
nothing  improper,  of  course.  He  loves  you  timidly, 
modestly,  even  in  his  most  secret  thoughts.  I  am  told 
by  his  attendants  that  the  King  shows  every  sign  of  a 
great  passion,  much  more  intense  than  he  ever  felt  for 
Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  who,  after  all,  trifled  with  him, 
and  never  was  sincere." 

"  I  do  not  know  the  King  well  enough.  Duchess,  to  ven- 
ture an  opinion  on  his  character,"  replied  Mademoiselle 
de  Lafayette,  with  diffidence,  "but  I  may  say  that  if  I 
had  any  prepossessions  against  his  Majesty,  I  have  lost 
them;  I  am  sure  he  is  capable  of  the  tenderest  friend- 
ship; he  longs  to  open  his  heart  to  a  real  friend.  His 
coiifidence  has  been  hitherto  abused." 

"  My  dear  child,  I  have  come  here  to  advise  you  to  be — 
well — ^that  friend." 

"  Oh !  madame,  I  fear  I  am  too  inexperienced  to  be  of 
use  to  him ;  but  if  the  King  does  ask  my  advice,  which 
seems  very  presumptuous  in  me  to  suppose,  I  shall  conceal 
nothing  that  I  think,  neither  facts  nor  opinions." 

"Ah,  my  cousin,  try  to  rouse  him;  make  him  reign 
for  himself;  tell  him  to  shake  off  that  dreadful  Cardinal." 

"  That  is,  I  fear,  impossible ;  I  am  too  ignorant  of  politics. 
Besides,  what  can  I  do  now  ?  he  is  going  away  to  the  war." 

"Well,  but,  petite  sotte,  he  will  return,  and  you  will 
meet  again." 
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^^Oh,  no,"  replied  Louise,  again  colouring  under  the 
scrutinising  eye  of  the  mistoress  of  the  robes,  "he  will 
forget  me  long  before  that." 

"Nothing  of  the  kind,  Louise,"  replied  the  Duchess, 
"  the  King  never  forgets  anything." 

"  Dear  Duchess,  you  really  are  talking  nonsense.  What 
on  earth  could  make  the  King  care  for  me?"  and  she 
sighed  deeply,  and  fell  into  a  muse.  "I  do  pity  him, 
though,"  she  added,  speaking  with  great  feeling ;  "  I  pity 
him,  I  own.  He  is  naturally  good — brave  —  confiding," 
and  she  paused  between  each  word. 

"  I  am  glad  you  find  him  so,"  answered  the  Duchess 
drily. 

"Yet  he  ill  fulfils  his  glorious  mission,"  continued 
Louise,  as  if  speaking  to  herself.  "He  is  conscious  of 
it,  and  it  pains  him.     I  am  sure  he  suffers  acutely." 

"Heal  his  wounds,  then,"  said  the  Duchess  with  a 
cynical  smile,  but  speaking  in  so  low  a  voice  that  Made- 
moiselle de  Lafayette  did  not  catch  the  words. 

"  Ah  !  if  he  had  but  one  true  friend,  he  might  emulate 
his  great  father  !  Did  you  hear.  Duchess,  with  what  firm- 
ness he  addressed  the  deputies  yesterday,  who  had  refused 
to  register  the  royal  edicts  for  raising  the  necessary  funds 
for  the  army  ?  ^  This  money,'  he  said,  ^  is  not  for  myself, 
but  for  the  nation,  and  to  maintain  the  national  honour. 
Those  who  refuse  it,  injure  France  more  than  her  enemies 
the  Spaniards.  I  will  be  obeyed,'  he  said.  There  was 
energy  !  Oh,  it  was  noble ! "  and  her  eyes  glistened  and 
her  cheeks  glowed. 

"  I  suppose  the  Cardinal  had  composed  this  neat  little 
speech  for  him  beforehand,"  replied  the  Duchess  with 
a  sneer,  contemplating  her  cousin  with  amused  inquisi- 
tiveness.  "You  do  not  believe  he  ever  spoke  like  that 
himself?  You  do  not  know  him  as  well  as  I  do,  else 
you  would  not  be  so  enthusiastic.  However,  it  is  all  as 
it  should  be.  I  do  not  desire  to  disenchant  you,  I  am 
sure.     An  revoir^^^  and  the  Duchess  left  the  room. 

The  next  morning,  before  his  departure  for  the  cam- 
paign, Louis  went  to  bid  the  Queen  farewell.      It  was 
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only  a  formal  visit,  and  he  stayed  scarcely  a  minute.  The 
Queen  did  not  affect  to  care  what  might  become  of  him. 
On  leaving  her  audience-chamber  he  Imgered  in  the  ante- 
room in  which  her  attendants  were  assembled.  Made- 
moiselle de  Lafayette  was  seated,  with  another  maid,  in 
a  recess;  she, — ^Mademoiselle  de  Guerchy, — seeing  the 
King's  anxious  looks,  at  once  rose  and  retired.  He  imme- 
diately took  her  place,  and  signed  to  Louise  to  seat  herself 
beside  him.  Separated  from  her  companion,  and  sitting 
apart  with  Louis,  Louise  suddenly  remembered  that  it  was 
precisely  thus  the  King  had  conversed  tete-d-Ute  with  Made- 
moiselle de  Hautefort ;  she  became  greatly  embarrassed. 

"  I  come,"  said  the  King,  turning  towards  her,  and 
speaking  in  a  plaintive  voice,  "  I  come  to  bid  you  adieu." 

Louise  bent  her  head,  and  put  her  handkerchief  to  her 
eyes.  Louis  started  at  seeing  the  big  tears  roll  down  her 
cheeks. 

"  I  have  enjoyed  few  moments  of  happiness  in  the  course 
of  my  dreary  life,"  continued  he,  pressing  her  hand,  "  but 
this  is  one." 

He  broke  off,  overcome  apparently  by  his  feelings. 
Louise  wiped  the  tears  from  her  eyes. 

"  Sire,  believe  me,  I  only  feel  the  same  emotion  as  thou- 
sands of  your  faithful  subjects  at  a  moment  when  you  are 
about  to  lead  the  campaign  against  Spain.  If  you  would 
condescend  to  inform  yourself  of  general  opinion  you  would 
find  it  as  I  say." 

"  It  may  be,  mademoiselle ;  but  I  only  wish  now  to  know 
your  feelings.  If  you  will  indeed  be  to  me  the  devoted 
friend  I  have  so  long  sought  in  vain,  my  entire  confi- 
dence shaU  be  yours.  I  go  to-morrow,  but  the  most 
tender  recollections  will  cling  to  me."  As  he  spoke  he 
took  her  hand  in  his  and  kissed  it  with  fervour.  ^^  Think 
of  me,  I  implore  you,  with  the-  same  interest  you  now 
display.  Believe  me,  my  heart  echoes  all  you  feel.  If  I 
am  spared,  please  God,  your  sympathy  will  be  the  conso- 
lation of  my  life." 

At  this  moment  the  Duchesse  de  Senn6cy  opened  the 
door,  in  order  to  cross  the  ante-room.     The  King  started 
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Tip  at  the  noise,  and  walked  quickly  towards  another  door 
opposite.  The  Duchess  stopped ;  looked  first  at  Mademoi- 
selle dp  Lafayette  seated  alone,  covered  with  blushes,  then 
at  the  retreating  figure  of  the  King.  She  took  in  the 
whole  situation  at  a  glance.  It  was  too  tempting  an  oppor- 
tunity to  throw  away.  There  was  a  favour  she  specially 
desired  to  ask.  This  was  the  very  moment.  In  his  present 
state  of  confusion  the  King,  only  to  get  rid  of  her,  was 
sure  to  grant  it.  She  rushed  after  him,  and  before  Louis 
could  reach  the  door,  she  had  seized  upon  him  and 
spoken. 

When  he  had  gone  the  Duchess  ran  up  to  Louise,  who 
was  now  stitching  at  some  embroidery  to  hide  her  blushes, 
and  burst  out  laughing. 

"You  are  merry,  Duchess,"  said  the  maid  of  honour, 
glad  that  anything  should  divert  attention  from  herself. 

"I  am  laughing,  Louise,  at  the  admirable  presence  of 
mind  I  have  just  shown.  As  you  are  only  a  debutante^ 
I  will  explain  what  I  mean  for  your  special  instruction. 
His  Majesty  does  not  exactly  hate  me,  but  something  very 
like  it.  No  love  is  lost  between  us.  He  dreads  my 
making  capital  of  all  I  see  and  hear  to  the  Queen.  Ho 
dreads  my  turning  him  into  ridicule — ^which  is  so  easy. 
Of  all  the  persons  about  Court  whom  he  would  least 
have  liked  to  have  surprised  him  in  the  tender  conver- 
sation he  was  holding  with  you,  I  am  the  one.  He  tried 
to  reach  the  door.  I  saw  my  advantage,  and  pursued 
him.  I  knew  he  wanted  to  shake  me  off,  so  I  seized  the 
opportunity  to  ask  a  favour — of  great  importance  to  me. 
It  is  granted!  Is  not  this  clever?  I  am  grateful,  and 
will  not  repeat  one  word  of  this  little  adventure  to  her 
Majesty." 

Louise  shook  her  head,  and  affected  not  to  understand 
her.  ^' You  are  altogether  mistaken.  Duchess.  His  Majesty 
simply  honours  me  with  such  friendship  as  he  might  feel 
towards  any  loyal  subject  devoted  to  his  interests.  It  is 
because  the  Court  affects  to  despise  him  that  I  appear 
singular  in  estimating  him  at  his  true  value ;  nothing  else." 

"You  are  a  prude,"  exclaimed  the  Duchess  bluntly. 

s 
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"  I  hate  affectation,  especially  of  that  kind."  Louise  hung 
her  head  down,  and  played  with  some  pearls  with  which 
the  grey  silk  dress  she  wore  was  trimmed.  "Besides, 
my  little  cousin,  you  must  not  sacrifice  the  interest  of 
your  friends,  who  have  a  right  to  look  to  you  for  favour 
and  patronage." 

"  Oh,  Duchess,  what  a  vile  thought ! "  cried  Louise, 
reddening.  "  Do  you  think  I  would  make  his  Majesty's 
friendship  a  matter  of  barter  ?  " 

"Oh,  bah!"  replied  the  Duchess,  growing  angry. 
"  Louise,  you  are  not  so  simple  as  you  pretend.  If  you 
ask  me  the  question,  I  reply,  certainly  your  friends  have 
a  right  to  look  to  you — especially  myself,  who  never  let 
the  Queen  rest  until  she  appointed  you  her  maid  of  honour. 
She  had  almost  made  a  vow  never  to  fill  up  the  place  of 
her  dear  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort."  Louise  stared  at 
the  Duchess  with  a  troubled  look.  Worldliness  and 
meanness  was  a  new  and  unpleasant  experience — a  fresh 
page  in  the  history  of  the  Court — that  pained  and  re- 
volted her. 

"When  the  King  returns,"  continued  Madame  de  Sen- 
necy,  not  condescending  to  notice  her  disapprobation,  "  I 
shall  expect  you  to  give  me  all  your  confidence.  You. 
shall  have  excellent  advice  in  return.  If  you  follow  it,  in 
six  months'  time  you  will  revolutionise  the  Court,  and 
banish  Cardinal  Eichelieu.  You  will  by  that  one  act 
secure  the  King's  friendship  and  her  Majesty's  favour. 
Eh,  Louise?  a  brilliant  position  for  a  little  provincialc 
like  you !  You  must  mind  what  you  arc  about,  or  the 
Queen  will  grow  jealous.  I  will  take  care,  on  the  first 
opportunity,  to  assure  her  you  are  only  acting  in  her  in- 
terests." 

"  Jealous  of  me  !  Impossible  ! "  cried  Louise.  "  Such 
a  great  Queen ! — so  beautiful,  so  fascinating !  Oh,  Duchess, 
you  are  joking." 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind.  I  warn  you  not  to  imagine  that 
there  is  any  joking  at  Court,  or  you  will  find  yourself 
mistaken.  Now  1  shall  leave  you,  Louise.  Think  over 
what  1  have   said.     Eemember  what  you  owe  to  those 
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friends  whose  influence  has  placed  you   in  your  present 

high  position." 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦«# 

As  soon  as  the  Duchess  left  her,  Mademoiselle  de  La- 
fayette hastened  to  her  room,  locked  the  door  and  sat  down 
to  reflect  calmly  upon  all  that  had  passed.  She  was  dis- 
gusted with  the  coarse  selflshness  of  the  Duchess,  whom 
she  determined  for  the  future  to  avoid.  Then  her  heart 
melted  within  her  as  she  recalled  the  King's  tender  fare- 
well. How  eagerly  his  eyes  had  sought  hers  !  How 
melodious  was  his  tremulous  voice!  How  tenderly  he 
had  pressed  her  hand  !  He  had  spoken  out :  he  wanted  a 
friend ;  he  had  made  choice  of  her ;  he  had  promised  her 
all  his  confldence  !     Delicious  thought ! 

No  one  had  ever  dreamed  of  attaching  the  slightest 
blame  to  his  intimacy  with  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort. 
It  would  be  therefore  absurd  to  reject  his  advances.  She 
was  safe,  she  felt,  entirely  safe  in  his  high  principles,  his 
delicacy,  and  his  honour.  If  she  could  only  teach  him  to 
be  as  flrm  as  he  was  winning,  release  him  from  the  bond- 
age of  favourites,  emancipate  him  from  the  tyranny  of 
Eichelieu,  and  deserve  his  gratitude — ^perhaps  his  affec- 
tion !  With  what  energy  she  would  address  him  on  his 
return,  and  remonstrate  with  him  on  his  indolence,  his 
indifference !  With  his  courage,  his  powers  of  mind  (in 
which  she  sincerely  believed),  his  sensibility  and  gentle- 
ness, guided  by  her  devoted  far-seeing  friendship,  might 
he  not  equal  his  father  as  a  sovereign — surpass  him, 
perhaps,  as  much  as  he  now  does  in  morals,  as  a  man  ? 
All  these  vague  ideas  floated  through  the  brain  of  the 
simple-minded  girl  as  she  sat  musing  within  the  solitude 
of  her  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

TEMPTED. 

News  came  from  the  army  announcing  brilliant  success. 
The  valour  of  the  King  was  specially  extolled ;  he  was  no 
longer  a  bashful,  feeble  prince,  victimised  by  feminine 
cabals,  tyrannized  over  by  Eichelieu.  He  had  suddenly 
become  a  warrior,  foremost  in  danger,  leading  his  troops 
in  person  into  the  hottest  of  the  fray.  Each  day  his 
absence  lasted,  and  every  fresh  intelligence  that  arrived, 
added  to  the  excitement  of  Louise  de  Lafayette.  The 
danger  to  which  he  was  exposed  made  her  tremble. 

She  eagerly  desired  his  return,  not  for  the  mere  pleasure 
of  seeing  and  conversing  with  him  (though  that  was  very 
dear  to  her),  but  because  she  was  sure  that  the  time  had 
come  when  he  would  himself  hold  the  reins  of  government, 
and  display  all  that  nobleness  of  chai:acter  with  which 
her  romantic  fancy  had  invested  him.  Such,  at  least,  was 
the  conviction,  however  delusive,  of  the  pretty  maid  of 
honour,  who,  lost  in  contemplation  of  the  King's  virtues, 
failed  to  perceive  the  state  of  her  own  heart. 

At  length  the  campaign  terminated.  Louis  had  re-taken 
all  the  places  conquered  by  the  Spaniards.  They  were  in 
full  retreat.  The  King  returned  to  Paris,  which,  not 
having  been  considered  out  of  danger  from  the  attacks  of 
the  enemy,  received  him  with  transports  of  joy.  Made- 
moiselle de  Lafayette,  a  witness  of  the  universal  enthu- 
siasm, saw  in  Louis  the  worthy  successor  of  Henry  the 
Great,  and  the  inheritor  of  all  his  glory.  Intoxicated  by 
these  dreams,  she  imagined  that  even  her  advice  would  be 
in  future  needless — that  the  King  of  his  own  accord  would 
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suppress  the  arrogance  of  Eichelieu,  and  from  henceforth 
exercise  the  royal  authority  alone. 

The  following  day,  the  Coui't  being  at  the  Louvre,  Louis 
visited  the  Queen  at  her  lever.  As  he  returned  into  the 
ante-room,  he  approached  Louise  de  Lafayette.  She  was 
too  much  agitated  even  to  welcome  him.  That  Louis  was 
also  greatly  moved  was  evident.  The  pallor  that  always 
overspread  his  face  when  Excited,  was  almost  death-like, 
and  every  feature  worked  convulsively.  For  some  moments 
they  stood  opposite  each  other,  without  saying  a  word. 
Then,  overmastering  his  agitation,  Louis  addressed  her  in 
a  low  voice  : — "  I  know  not,  mademoiselle,  when  we  shall 
be  able  to  resume  those  conversations  which  were  so 
infinitely  delightful — I  am  ovei-whelmed  with  business." 
Then,  after  glancing  round,  and  seeing  that  every  one  had 
retired,  he  seized  her  hand  and  kissed  it  tenderly. 

"  Ah  !  so  much  thg  better,"  said  Louise,  beaming  with 
smiles.     "  May  you.  Sire,  ever  be  thus  occupied." 

"  Do  you  want  to  banish  me,  then,  just  as  I  am  re- 
tmned  ?  "  said  he,  retaining  her  hand  in  both  of  his. 

^*  No,  Sire  ;  but  I  want  to  see  you  reign." 

"  You  have  heard  me  blamed  for  my  indolence  ?  I  am 
sure  you  have.  All  I  ask  is,  that  you  will  wait  and  judg:e 
for  yourself.  The  Court  is  filled  with  my  enemies."  He 
spoke  with  animation. 

"  Sire,  I  need  not  wait,"  replied  the  maid  of  honour 
eagerly,  her  liquid  eyes,  full  of  faith  and  affection,  turned 
upon  him,  ''I  have  long  ago  decided  in  your  favour." 

"  May  you  never  change  !  "  ejaculated  Louis  fervently. 
"  It  would  console  mo  for  a  world  of  injustice.  I  must 
now  leave  you,"  and  he  pressed  her  hand  again  and  raised 
it  to  his  lips. 

The  eagerness  with  which  Louis  applied  himself  to  state 
affaii's  after  his  return,  evoked  much  mirth  and  ridicule 
among  the  ladies  of  the  Court.  Louise  de  Lafayette  was 
pained.  When  Madame  de  Sennecy  declared  that  his 
Majesty's  industry  could  not  possibly  last,  she  was  offended 
in  the  highest  degree.  The  Cardinal  too  was  openly 
abused  for  the  military  appointments  he  had  made  dui-ing 
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the  war  by  these  fair  critics,  whereupon  Louise,  who  dared 
not  openly  defend  the  King,  endeavoured  to  justify  him  by 
exonerating  the  Cardinal.  One  morning,  when  both  King 
and  minister  had  been  bitterly  attacked  in  the  ante-room, 
before  the  Queen  had  left  her  apartments,  Louise  remarked 
to  those  around  her  that  the  Cardinal,  though  unpopular, 
was  undeniably  great ;  that  he  had  founded  the  Academic 
rran9aise,  rebuilt  the  Sorbonne,  established  the  Eoyal 
Printing  Press,  founded  the  Jardin  des  Plantes,  and  that 
as  a  minister  he  was  brave,  daring,  and  wise. 

These  sentiments  caused  great  surprise,  for  Mademoiselle 
de  Lafayette  had  hitherto  by  no  means  spared  Eichelieu. 
The  Duchesse  de  Sennecy  openly  rebuked  her  for  what  she 
styled  her  "  hypocrisy,"  and  sent  her  in  tears  to  her  room. 
Her  words,  however,  were  immediately  reported  to  the 
Cardinal  by  Chavigny,  a  gentleman  of  the  bedchamber,  who 
was  present,  one  of  the  many  salaried  court  spies  in  his  pay. 
Chavigny  particularly  dwelt  upon  the  earnestness  of  the 
maid  of  honour,  and  assured  the  Cardinal  that  she  could 
only  have  so  expressed  herself  in  order  to  gain  his  favour. 

No  sooner  had  Chavigny  left  the  Palais  Eoyal  than  the 
Comte  de  la  Meilleraye,  a  distant  relation  of  Eichelieu,  re- 
quested an  audience.  La  Meilleraye  was  also  in  attendance 
on  the  King.  He  had  come,  as  he  said,  to  ask  a  great 
favour  of  his  all-powerful  cousin.  Would  the  Cardinal 
assist  him  to  a  most  advantageous  marriage  with  a  lady 
to  whom  he  was  devoted — Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette? 
From  the  first  moment  he  had  seen  her,  he  said,  her 
beauty,  her  elegance,  her  modest  bearing  and  simplicity 
— qualities  so  rare  in  the  Court  circle — ^had  enchanted 
him.  Thus  spoke  the  Comte  de  la  Meilleraye.  Eiche- 
lieu listened  graciously.  He  liked  by  all  legitimate  means 
to  advance  his  family,  and  if  the  maid  of  honour  was  his 
partisan,  as  Chavigny  had  reported,  nothing  could  be  more 
expedient  than  such  a  marriage.  He  promised  therefore  to 
consult  the  King  at  once,  and  to  endeavour  to  obtain  his 
permission,  warning  La  Meilleraye  to  do  nothing  in  the 
matter  until  he  had  heard  again  from  him. 

The  morning  Council  of  State  over,  Eichelieu  accom- 
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panied  the  King  into  his  writing-closet,  to  discuss  in 
private  some  important  matters. 

As  the  Queen's  coterie  had  predicted,  Louis  soon  wearied 
of  business,  and  everything  was  now  replaced,  as  before, 
in  the  hands  of  the  minister. 

Louis  leant  back  in  his  chair.  He  scarcely  heard  the 
Cardinal's  remarks. 

From  time  to  time,  when  specially  appealed  to,  he  bowed 
his  head  in  acquiescence.  Then  turning  away  his  eyes 
abstractedly  towards  the  windows,  which  faced  the  inner 
court,  he  anxiously  watched  the  driving  clouds  that 
scudded  across  the  sky.  He  had  fixed  a  hunting-party 
at  Bambouillet,  and  longed  to  start  as  soon  as  the  weathei* 
cleared,  and  Eichelieu  had  left  him. 

The  mellow  voice  of  the  Cardinal,  who,  however  impe- 
rative in  action,  never  startled  his  feeble  master  by  any 
outward  display  of  vehemence,  had  continued  speaking  for 
some  time  in  a  monotonous  tone,  when  the  King,  seeing 
the  simshine  appear,  suddenly  rose. 

"  Your  eminence  has,  I  imagine,  done  with  me  for  to- 
day," said  he,  looking  eagerly  towards  the  door. 

"Yes,  Sire;  but  there  is  still  a  trifling  matter  upon 
which  I  would  ask  your  decision." 

"Pray  mention  it,"  replied  Louis,  tapping  his  boots  with 
a  riding-wldp  he  had  taken  off  a  table. 

"  My  relative,  the  Comte  de  la  Meilleraye,  begs  your 
permission  to  marry." 

"Willingly,"  replied  Louis;  "who  is  the  fair  lady. 
Cardinal  ?  " 

"It  is  Mademoiselle  Louise  do  Lafayette,  Sire,  maid  of 
honour  to  the  Queen." 

If  a  thunderbolt  had  fallen  at  his  feet,  Louis  could 
not  have  been  more  overcome.  He  turned  perfectly  livid, 
took  a  long  breath,  tottered  backwards  and  sat  down  again. 
The  all-seeing  eyes  of  the  Cardinal  were  fixed  upon  him  ; 
he  did  not  speak,  but  watched  his  master.  Louis  for 
some  moments  did  not  raise  his  head ;  then  he  heaved  a 
deep  sigh,  and  with  much  effort,  in  a  strangely  different 
voice,  asked  faintly — 
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"Does  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  herself  desire  this 
marriage  ?  " 

Eichelieu  had  turned  away,  and  affecting  to  be  busied 
with  some  books  and  papers  lying  on  the  table,  replied  in 
an  indifferent  manner — 

"As  yet.  Sire,  we  are  unacquainted  with  the  lady's 
sentiments ;  but^  as  I  am  informed  she  has  no  other  attach- 
ment, I  cannot  but  believe  such  an  alliance  as  that  of  my 
cousin  will  be  acceptable  to  her." 

The  nervous  spasm  with  which  it  was  evident  the  King 
had  awaited  this  reply  instantly  relaxed.  The  colour  re- 
turned to  his  cheeks,  his  eyes  brightened,  and  ho  stood 

"  Before  I  can  decide  anything,"  said  he,  "I  must  know 
Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette's  feelings;  acquaint  me  with 
them  speedily." 

lie  spoke  in  a  firm,  decided  way,  very  unusual  with 
him. 

The  Cardinal  drew  his  own  conclusions. 

By-and-by  Chavigny  informed  Eichelieu  that  Made- 
moiselle de  Lafayette  had  at  once,  and  unhesitatingly, 
refused  the  hand  of  the  Count.  Eichelieu  only  smiled. 
"I  knew  it.  The  King,  my  good  Chavigny,  is  in  love 
with  her  himself.  She  returns  it.  They  understand  each 
other.  Chavigny,  I  must  sec  this  foolish  girl,  who  ventures 
to  mix  herself  up  with  his  Majesty.  I  must  personally 
acquaint  myself  with  her  feelings." 

"Your  Eminence  will  find  it  most  difficult  to  speak 
with  her  in  private.  The  Duchesse  de  Sennecy  proposes 
giving  a  masked  ball,  at  which  her  Majesty  and  the  Court 
will  be  present ;  would  that  ^uit  your  plans  ?  " 

"Not  at  all,"  replied  Eichelieu.  "When  I  speak 
there  must  be  no  mask.  I  must  study  her  countenance. 
She  is  young  and  disingenuous.  I  shall  read  her  inmost 
thoughts.  She  has  not  been  long  enough  at  Court  to 
have  learnt  dissimulation.  I  must  see  her  before  the  King 
leaves  Paiis.  We  can  meet  at  my  niece's,  the  Duchesse 
de  Combalct." 
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"Mademoiselle  do  Lafayette  could  only  feel  honoured 
by  such  a  summons  from  your  Eminence,"  replied  Cha- 
vigny. 

"Yes,  I  fancy  she  will  accept  the  offers  I  shall  make 
her,  unless  she  is  an  absolute  idiot." 

Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  was  duly  invited  to  a  dejedner 
at  the  Palais  Cardinal  by  the  Duchesse  de  Combalet,  who 
received  her  alone.  During  breakfast  her  hostess  said 
everything  that  could  flatter  and  please  her.  She  praised 
her  dress  and  her  appearance.  She  was  so  simple,  so 
unselfish,  so  different  from  the  other  maids  of  honour,  the 
Duchess  said.  Then  she  went  on  to  inform  her  that  she 
knew  the  Cardinal  had  the  highest  opinion  of  her ;  that  he 
had  often  expressed  his  admiration  of  her  character  and 
her  person  to  herself,  the  Duchess.  "It  is  very  unusual 
with  him,  mademoiselle,  to  speak  to  me  about  the  Queen's 
ladies;  he  is  too  much  engi'ossed  with  state  affairs,  too 
serious  to  notice  them.  But  you  are  an  exception;  you 
have  made  a  deep  impression  on  my  uncle." 

Louise  bowed,  grew  red  and  white  by  turns,  and  listened 
in  wondering  silence. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  Cardinal  Eichelieu  ap- 
peared, followed  by  two  favourite  cats.  Smiling  benignly, 
he  received  the  maid  of  honour  with  great  condescen- 
sion. Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  rose  at  his  entrance,  and 
was  about  to  withdraw,  when  he  took  her  hand  and 
insisted  on  her  reseating  herself. 

The  Duchesse  de  Combalet  spoke  with  him  on  general 
subjects,  and  constantly  appealed  to  Louise  for  her  opinion. 
She  gave  it  with  her  usual  modest  frankness.  Everything 
she  said  was  applauded  by  the  Cardinal.  He  put  forth 
all  his  powers  to  please  her. 

In  about  half  an  hour  a  servant  entered  and  whispered 
to  the  Duchess.  She  affected  great  annoyance  at  the 
interruption,  and  begged  the  Cardinal  and  her  guest  to 
excuse  her  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  while  she  gave  some 
directions.  "Besides,"  said  she,  and  she  turned  with  a 
meaning  look  to  the  maid  of  honour,  "I  know  that  his 
Eminence  wants  to  have  a  little  private  conversation  with 
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you  about  our  cousiu  De  la  Meilleraye,  whom  you  have 
so  cruelly  refused.  Poor  man !  he  is  in  despair.  I  shall 
return  in  a  few  minutes."  Saying  which  she  kissed  Made- 
moiselle de  Lafayette  on  both  cheeks,  and  withdrew. 

Eichelieu  and  the  maid  of  honour  were  now  alone. 
The  Cardinal  was  no  longer  the  dissolute  prelate  of  other 
days,  the  adorer  of  two  queens  of  France,  the  slave  of 
Madame  de  Chevreuse,  the  lover  of  Marion  de  I'Orme. 
The  life  of  labour  he  led  would  have  long  ago  killed 
any  but  a  man  of  his  iron  will  and  calm  temperament.  He 
never  slept  more  than  three  hours  at  a  time,  and  literally 
worked  day  and  night.  At  eight  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing he  was  astir,  ready  to  receive  spies,  generals,  and 
ministers,  suppliants,  and  princes,  who  were  already  wait- 
ing in  the  ante-room.  He  was  as  active  as  a  Eoman 
senator,  with  a  hundred  clients  assembled  in  his  portico. 
His  cheeks  were  pinched  and  sunken;  his  face  sallow; 
his  thin  lips  colourless ;  his  brow,  a  network  of  those  fine 
wrinkles  that  come  of  excessive  thought.  Even  his  eyes 
were  dull,  and  half  concealed  by  his  eyelids,  though  on 
occasions  they  would  still  shoot  forth  sparks  of  fire.  The 
straight  hair  that  lay  upon  his  forehead,  under  his  red 
calotte^  was  scanty  and  almost  white.  Altogether,  his  ap- 
pearance was  that  of  a  man  physically  worn-out,  and 
indicative  of  his  painful  illness  and  somewhat  premature 
death.  But  the  spirit  of  the  man  was  strong  within  him, 
and  a  consciousness  of  latent  power  disclosed  itself  in  every 
feature. 

As  he  leant  back  in  a  spacious  arm-chair,  with  the 
two  cats  seated  on  his  knees,  he  bent  his  half-closed  eyes 
upon  Louise  with  almost  feline  cunning.  Those  half-closed 
eyes  alone  betrayed  his  nature ;  otherwise,  his  counte- 
nance expressed  nothing  but  tranquil  enjoyment. 

^'Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette,"  he  said  in  a  soft,  musical 
voice  that  struck  pleasantly  upon  the  ear,  '^  I  have  both 
to  reproach  you  and  to  thank  you."  Louise  looked  at 
him  with  surprise.  ^'Yes,  I  thank  you  for  the  favour 
with  which  I  hear  you  •  speak  of  me  ;  and  I  reproach  you 
for  having  hitherto  concealed  from  me  your  good  opinion. 
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I  am  desirous  to  see  you  become  a  iHember  of  my  family. 
I  hope  you  will  marry  my  cousin.  But,  believe  me,  the 
ties  of  gratitude  are  stronger  with  me  than  those  of  blood. 
Mademoiselle,  I  wish  to  be  your  friend."  Louise  bowed 
her  head  with  great  respect,  but  felt  bewildered. 

Eichelieu  piqued  himself  on  being  a  great  physiognomist. 
He  had  made  a  special  study  of  the  human  countenance. 
He  saw  that  the  face  of  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  was 
totally  untroubled.  Her  perfect  self-possession  astonished 
him.  The  phrase  he  had  uttered — "I  wish  to  be  your 
friend,"  solemn  words,  indeed,  from  the  mouth  of  Eichelieu 
— ^had  caused  in  her  no  change  of  expression !  Her 
composed  demeanour  was,  in  the  eyes  of  the  Cardinal,  an 
additional  reason  for  securing  her  as  a  partisan.  He  had 
before  much  desired  to  gain  her  to  himself,  but  he  now 
came  to  attach  an  immense  importance  to  success. 

**  I  am  very  grateful  for  your  Eminence's  kind  expres- 
sions," said  Louise  at  last,  with  great  modesty,  but  with 
equal  firmness ;  "  but  I  do  not  wish  to  many.  If  the  offer 
of  your  friendship  involves  any  sacrifice  of  my  freedom, 
I  must,  with  sorrow,  decline  it.  I  seek  nothing,  your 
Eminence.  I  need  no  protection."  There  was  a  quiet 
dignity  in  her  words  and  manner  that  took  the  Cardinal 
aback.  He  said  nothing;  but  his  eyes,  now  fully  open 
and  glistening,  rested  on  the  maid  of  honour  with  surprise 
and  displeasure. 

Yet  the  real  loftiness  of  soul  she  displayed,  the  indif- 
erence  with  which  she  ignored  his  offers,  appeared  to  him 
so  unaccountable  that  he  could  only  imagine  she  wished  to 
extract  from  him  some  terms  more  definite  and  decided. 
This  idea  gave  him  courage  to  recommence  the  attack. 

"  Let  us  be  frank,"  said  he,  smiling.    "  I  know  all." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  monseigneur  ?  " 

"  The  King  loves  you.  The  purity  of  his  heart  and 
his  high  principles  may  allow  you  to  confess  it.  Ho 
loves  you.  And  his  interest,  as  well  as  your  own, 
requires  that  we  should  be  friends." 

Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  grew  very  pale ;  she  trem- 
bled,  but   did  not  for   a  moment   lose  her  presence  of 
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mind.  "To  what  sort  of  friendship  does  your  Eminence 
aUude?" 

"An  entire  confidence  on  your  part,  and  an  active 
acknowledgment  on  mine." 

The  Cardinal  was  on  the  point  of  promising  her  titles, 
estates,  and  pensions ;  but  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette,  who, 
with  downcast  eyes,  listened  to  him  in  silence,  all  at  once 
looked  up  fixedly  into  his  face.  This  look  stopped  him 
short. 

"Your  Eminence,"  said  she,  "can  only  wish  me  to 
give  my  personal  confidence.  In  honour  I  could  promise 
no  other.  But  I  have  no  secrets,  no  concealments.  1  am 
without  ambition,  I  desire  no  favour.  Besides,  I  am  sure 
that  your  Eminence  will  at  once  understand  me  when  I 
say — that,  if  ever  it  were  the  pleasure  of  his  Majesty  to 
repose  confidence  in  me — there  is  no  temptation^  no  power 
upon  earthy  that  would  induce  me  to  betray  it."  As 
she  spoke,  she  looked  straight  at  the  Cardinal.  The 
colour  returned  to  her  cheeks,  and  she  sat  erect — gentle, 
yet  infinitely  bold. 

Eichelieu  reddened,  but  he  suppressed  his  rising  indig- 
nation. "The  confidence  of  a  great  King,"  replied  he 
solemnly,  a  dark  fire  darting  from  his  eyes,  "can  only  bo 
properly  accepted  when  the  person  to  whom  it  is  addressed 
is  capable  of  offering  real  assistance  to  the  sovereign.  I 
propose.  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette,  to  render  you  capable 
of  imparting  such  assistance.  Whatever  may  be  your 
natural  sense  and  penetration,  this  is  an  occasion  in  which 
experience  alone  is  valuable." 

"  But  does  not  your  Eminence  think  that  rectitude  of 
purpose " 

"  It  is  evident  that  you  are  little  versed  in  the  intrigues 
of  courts,  mademoiselle,"  answered  he  loftily,  eyeing  her 
with  haughty  disdain.  "  Perhaps  some  day  you  will  dis- 
cover that  the  offer  I  have  made  you  of  my  esteem  and 
assistance  is  not  to  be  despised," 

"No  one  can  attach  a  higher  value  than  I  do  to  the 
good  opinion  of  )^our  Eminence,"  interposed  Mademoi- 
selle de  Lafayette  with  warmth;  "but   1   do   not   think 


TEMPTED.  269 

you  have  at  all  proved  it  in  what  you  have  just  said. 
Although  I  think  I  deserve  it,"  she  added  timidly. 

The  Cardinal  contemplated  her  attentively  for  some 
moments.  His  face  was  set,  his  eyes  flashed,  and  his 
hands  which  were  clenched  rested  on  his  knees.  "  I  have 
only  one  word  more  to  add,"  said  he  in  an  angry  voice. 
"Any  idea  of  favour  with  the  King  without  my  sup- 
port is  a  delusion."  He  was  rapidly  losing  self-restraint. 
This  girl  had  lashed  him  into  a  fury.  She  saw  it,  but 
felt  no  fear. 

"  Your  Eminence,  I  think  only  of  my  duty,"  she  replied 
with  firmness.  "  I  fear  no  threats.  I  can  mak©  no  pro- 
mise." 

At  these  words  the  Cardinal  rose.  His  face  was  swollen 
with  passion ;  a  wicked  fire  gleamed  in  his  eyes  ;  her 
coolness  transported  him  beyond  endurance.  "Once  more. 
Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette,  remember  what  I  say. — My 
resolutions  are  unalterable;  I  trample  down  everything. 
Without  my  assistance,  beware  !  Think  of  the  future. 
Kecall  the  past.  My  enemies  are  rotting  in  their  graves 
— my  friends  rule  France."  Then,  speaking  more  calmly, 
he  added,  "  You  are  too  great  a  fool  to  understand  what 
you  are  doing.  I  can  pardon  your  presumption,  however, 
because  I  know  how  to  cure  it.  Mademoiselle  de  Lafay- 
ette, you  may  withdi-aw." 


CHAPTEE  XXXrX. 

THE  KEEPER  OF  THE  ROYAL  CONSCIENCE. 

EiCHELiEU,  thoroughly  exasperated,  determined  to  crush 
the  girl  who  had  dared  to  brave  him.  He  called  to  his 
aid  his  creature  Chavigny.  Chavigny  was  intriguing, 
acute,  and  superficial;  an  admirable  tool — for  he  origi- 
nated nothing.  Tears  ago  he  had  sold  himself  to  Eiche- 
lieu,  but  as  he  always  went  out  of  his  way  to  abuse  him, 
the  connection  was  not  suspected.  Tinder  the  direction 
of  the  Cardinal,  he  had  entirely  gained  the  King's  confi- 
dence. His  easy  good  nature  encouraged  the  shy  Louis  to 
tell  him  all  his  secrets,  and  to  consult  him  in  aU  his  diffi- 
culties. 

Chavigny,  who  up  to  this  time  had  attached  little  im- 
portance  to  the  King's  inclination  for  the  new  maid  of 
honour,  looking  upon  it  simply  as  a  passing  admiration  for 
an  attractive  girl,  who  was  too  inexperienced  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  his  favour,  upon  being  questioned,  informed 
Eichelieu  that  the  King  wrote  to  her  daily,  and  that  she 
replied  as  often.  Eichelieu  at  once  resolved  on  his  course 
of  action.  He  would  in  future  see  the  correspondence 
himself.  Each  letter  was  to  be  skilftdly  unsealed  by  his 
secretary,  Desmaret,  and  read,  before  it  was  delivered. 

It  was  not  possible  for  even  the  hard,  stem  Eichelieu  to 
peruse  these  letters  unmoved.  He  had  been  once  young 
and  passionate  himself.  He  could  not  but  appreciate  the 
delicacy  and  eloquence  with  which  the  King  veiled  his 
passion,  and  softened  intense  love  into  the  semblance  of 
friendship.  Nor  could  he  avoid  feeling  some  admiration 
for  the  sweet  and  simple  nature  that  breathed  in  every 
line  written  by  the  maid  of  honour.     Both  were  evidently 
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ignorant  of  the  ardour  of  their  mutual  attachment.  What 
was  to  be  done  ?    He  must  consult  the  King's  confessor. 

Father  Caussin,  a  Jesuit,  had  been  only  nine  months 
confessor  to  the  King.  He  was  learned,  conscientious,  and 
guileless.  Eichelieu  had  selected  him  for  this  important 
post  in  the  belief  that  he  would  assume  no  political  in- 
fluence over  his  royal  penitent.  The  General  of  the  order 
had  objected  to  his  appointment  on  the  same  grounds.  In 
person  Caussin  was  tall  and  spare.  His  long  black  cassock 
hung  about  his  thin  figure  in  heavy  folds,  ffis  face  was 
pale  and  emaciated.  Yet  a  kindly  smile  played  about  his 
mouth,  and  his  black  eyes  beamed  with  benevolence.  Such 
was  the  ecclesiastic  who  seated  himself  opposite  to  Eiche- 
lieu. 

"My  father, ''  said  the  Cardinal,  saluting  him  stiffly, 
and  leaning  forward  and  laying  his  hands  on  some  papers 
placed  beside  him  on  a  table,  as  though  they  related 
to  what  he  was  about  to  say. — "  I  have  summoned  you 
on  a  very  grave  matter."  Nothing  could  be  more  solemn 
than  the  Cardinal's  voice  and  manner.  The  pleasant  smile 
faded  at  once  out  of  the  confessor's  face.  He  became  as 
grave,  if  not  as  stem,  as  the  Cardinal,  leant  his  head  upon 
his  bony  hand,  and  turned  his  eyes  intently  upon  him. 
"  Circumstances  have  come  to  my  knowledge,"  continued 
Eichelieu,  "which,  in  my  opinion,  justify  me  in  asking 
you  a  very  searching  question."  Caussin  moved  uneasily, 
and  in  a  somewhat  troubled  manner  interrupted  him. 

"  Tour  Eminence  will  not,  I  trust,  desire  to  trench  upon 
the  privacy  of  my  office, — for  in  that  case  I  could  not  satisfy 
you." 

Eichelieu  waved  his  hand  impatiently,  placed  one  knee 
over  the  other  with  great  deliberation,  and  leant  back  in 
his  chair.  "  My  father,  I  am  surprised  at  your  insinuation. 
We  are  both  Churchmen,  and,  I  presume,  understand  our 
respective  duties.  The  question  that  I  would  ask  is  one 
to  which  you  may  freely  reply.  Does  it  appear  to  you  that 
his  Majesty  has  of  late  shown  indifference  in  his  spiritual 
duties?"  Caussin  drew  a  long  breath,  and,  though  re- 
lieved, was  evidently  unwilling  to  answer. 
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"  Pardon  me,  my  father,"  again  spoke  the  Cardinal,  a 
slight  tone  of  asperity  perceptible  in  his  mellow  voice,  "  I 
ask  you  this  question  entirely  in  the  interest  of  the  holy 
order  to  which  you  belong.  Many  benefices  have  fallen 
vacant  lately,  and  it  is  possible, — it  is  possible^  I  repeat, 
that  I  may  advise  his  Majesty  to  fill  up  some  of  them 
from  the  ranks  of  the  Company  of  Jesus."  His  half-closed 
eyes  rested  significantly  on  Father  Caussin  as  he  said  these 
words. 

Caussin  listened  unmoved.  "  There  are,  doubtless,"  said 
he,  "  many  members  of  our  order  who  would  do  honout 
to  your  selection.  Cardinal.  For  myself,  I  want  no  pre- 
ferment;— indeed,  I  should  decline  it."  He  spoke  with 
the  frankness  of  perfect  sincerity. 

Eichelieu  looked  down,  and  worked  the  points  of  his 
fingers  impatiently  on  the  table.  His  hands  were  singu- 
larly white  and  shapely,  with  taper  fingers.  As  a  young 
man  he  had  loved  to  display  them ;  the  habit  had  re- 
mained with  him  when  he  was  thoughtful  or  annoyed. 
"  Well,  my  father,"  said  he,  "  your  answer  ?  " 

Caussin  eyed  the  Cardinal  suspiciously, — "  I  am  happy 
to  reassure  your  Eminence ;  his  Majesty  is,  as  usual,  in 
the  most  pious  sentiments." 

"  Hum  ! — tliat  is  strange,  very  strange  ;  I  fear  that  the 
benevolence  of  your  nature,  my  father — "  Caussin  drew 
himself  up,  and  a  look  as  much  approaching  defiance  as 
it  was  possible  for  him  to  assume  passed  into  his  pleasant 
face.  Eichelieu  did  not  finish  the  offensive  sentence.  "  It 
is  strange,"  he  went  on  to  say,  "  for  I  have  reason  to  know 
— I  ask  you  for  no  information,  reverend  father — that  his 
Majesty's  feelings  are  engaged  in  a  mundane  passion 
which,  if  encouraged,  may  lead  him  from  those  precepts 
and  exercises  in  which  he  has  hitherto  lived  in  obedience 
to  the  Church." 

"To  what  passion  do  you  allude?"  asked  Caussin 
cautiously. 

"To  the  infatuation  his  Majesty  evinces  for  the  new 
maid  of  honour,  Louise  de  Lafayette.  The  lady  is  self- 
willed  and  romantic.     She  may  lead  him  into  deadly  sin." 
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Caussin  started.  "  I  apprehend  nothing  of  the  kind," 
replied  he  drily. 

''  True,  my  father,  but  that  is  a  matter  of  opinion. 
I  think  differently.  Absolution,  after  repentance,"  con- 
tinued the  '  Cardinal  pompously,  "  may  wash  out  even 
crime,  but  it  is  for  us, — you,  his  Majesty's  confessor,  and 
I,  his  minister,  both  faithful  servants  of  the  Holy  Father," 
— Caussin  looked  hard  at  the  Cardinal,  who  was  by  no 
means  considered  orthodox  at  Eome, — "it  is  for  us  to 
guard  him  from  even  the  semblance  of  evil.  I  have  sent 
for  you,  my  father,  to  assist  me  in  placing  Louise  de 
Lafayette  in  a  convent.  It  will  be  at  least  a  measure  of 
precaution.  I  shall  require  all  your  help,  my  father ;  will 
you  give  it  me  ?  "  Kichelieu,  as  he  asked  this  important 
question,  narrowly  observed  Caussin  from  under  his  droop- 
ing eyelids.  The  confessor  was  evidently  embarrassed. 
His  kindly  countenance  was  troubled ;  and  he  was  some 
time  in  answering. 

"  To  dedicate  a  young  and  pure  soul  to  God,"  he  replied, 
at  length,  with  evident  hesitation,  "  is  truly  an  acceptable 
work;  but  has  your  Eminence  considered  that  the  lady 
in  question  is  of  the  most  blameless  life,  and  that  by 
her  example  and  influence  his  Majesty  may  be  kept  in 
that  path  of  obedience  and  faith  which  some  other  attach- 
ment might  not  insure?"  As  he  asked  this  question 
£Jaussin  leaned  forwards  towards  Eichelieu,  speaking 
earnestly. 

'^  Father  Caussin,"  said  the  Cardinal  in  his  hardest 
manner,  and  motioning  with  his  hand  as  though  com- 
manding special  attention,  "  we  must  look  in  this  matter 
beyond  his  Majesty's  feelings.  I  have  good  reason  for 
alarm.  A  crisis  is  impending,"  and  he  turned  again  to 
the  papers  lying  on  the  table  with  a  significant  air.  ^^  If 
Louise  de  Lafayette  has  any  vocation,  let  her  be  advised 
to  encourage  it.  Consider  in  what  manner  you  can  best 
bend  the  King's  will  to  comply.  You  tell  me  the  lady  is 
a  good  Catholic ;  I  rejoice  to  hear  it.  She  comes  of  a 
family  of  heretics.  She  may  be  sincere,  though  I  much 
doubt  it.   At  all  events,  she  must  be  removed ;  simply  os  a 
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matter  of  precaution,  my  father,  I  repeat,  she  must  be 
removed.  Let  me  beg  you  to  consult  the  General  of 
your  order  upon  this  matter  immediately.  Understand 
me,  1  am  advising  this  simply  as  a  matter  of  precaution, 
nothing  more."  All  this  time  Caussin  had  listened  intently 
to  the  Cardinal.  The  troubled  look  on  his  face  had  deep- 
ened into  one  of  infinite  sadness.  His  brow  was  knit,  but 
there  were  doubt  and  hesitation  in  his  manner. 

"  I  can  only  consent  to  assist  your  Eminence,"  he  re- 
plied, in  a  low  voice,  after  some  moments  of  deep  thought, 
"  on  the  condition  that  the  lady  herself  freely  consents.  I 
can  permit  no  violence  to  be  done  to  her  inclinations, 
nor  to  the  will  of  his  Majesty.  If  the  lady  is  ready  to 
offer  up  herself  to  the  Church  through  my  means,  it  will 
doubtless  redound  to  the  credit  of  our  order;  but  she 
shall  not  be  forced." 

"  Certainly  not,  certainly  not,"  interposed  Eichelieu,  in 
a  much  more  affable  tone.  "  I  do  not  know  why  your 
reverence  should  start  such  a  supposition." 

"I will  consult  our  General,  Cardinal,"  continued  Caus- 
sin; "  but  I  am  bound  to  say  that  the  influence  the  lady 
has  hitherto  exercised  has  been  most  legitimate,  most 
orthodox,  altogether  in  favour  of  our  order,  to  which  she 
is  devoted,  and  of  the  Church.     She  is  a  most  pious  lady." 

"  All  the  more  fit  for  the  privilege  I  propose  to  bestow 
upon  her,"  answered  Eichelieu,  with  unction ;  "  she  will  be 
safe  from  temptation  within  the  bosom  of  the  Church,  a 
blessing  we,  my  father," — and  Eichelieu  affected  to  heave  a 
deep  sigh,  and  cast  up  his  eyes  to  heaven,  "we,  who  live 
in  the  world,  cannot  attain.  We  act  then  in  concert,  my 
father,"  he  added  quickly,  in  his  usual  manner,  "we  act 
for  the  good  of  his  Maiesty^s  soul  ?  " 

Caussin  howed  a^^qulesince,  but  mistrust  and  perplexity 
were  written  upon  every  line  of  his  honest  face,  as  he  ob- 
served the  evident  satisfaction  evinced  by  the  Cardinal  at 
his  compliance. 

Richelieu  rose :  **  We  will  force  no  one's  inclination, 
my  father,"  he  said  blandly,  "but  all  possibility  of  scandal 
must  be  removed.     You  must  at  once  prepare  his  Majesty. 
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It  will  be  a  good  work,  and  will  greatly  recommend  you 
to  your  order.  Caussin,  with  a  look  of  the  deepest  con- 
cern, bowed  profoundly  and  withdrew.  When  he  was 
alone,  the  Cardinal  re-seated  himself  and  fell  into  a  deep 
muse.  "Now,"  said  he,  at  length,  speaking  to  himself, 
"  her  fate  is  sealed.  I  will  take  care  that  her  vocation 
shall  be  perfect.  This  presumptuous  girl  shall  soon  come 
to  rejoice,'  ay,  rejoice,  that  she  is  permitted  to  take  refuge 
in  a  convent.  As  for  Caussin,  he  is  a  fool.  I  must  remove 
him  immediately." 

Eichelieu,  as  he  said  of  himself,  never  halted  in  his  re- 
solves. Caussin  was  shortly  sent  off  by  a  lettre  de  cachet 
to  Kennes,  narrowly  escaping  an  intimation  from  the  Car- 
dinal to  his  Superior  that  it  would  be  well  to  exercise 
his  devotion  to  the  order  as  a  missionary  in  Canada. 
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CHAPTEE  XL. 

A   NOBLE   RESOLVE. 

The  Court  had  removed  from  the  Louvre  to  Saint-Germain, 
always  the  favourite  abode  of  the  melancholy  monarch. 

Louis  suffered  tortures  from  the  galling  restraints  his 
position  entailed  upon  him  in  his  intercourse  with  Made- 
moiselle de  Lafayette.  He  rarely  saw  her  alone.  When 
he  addressed  her,  he  was  conscious  that  every  eye  was  fixed 
upon  them.  Their  correspondence,  carried  on  by  means 
of  Chavigny,  was,  he  felt,  full  of  danger.  His  only  com- 
forter in  his  manifold  troubles  was  this  same  treacherous 
Chavigny.  Prompted  by  the  Cardinal,  Chavigny  urged  the 
King,  on  every  possible  occasion,  to  make  some  arrange- 
ment with  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  to  meet  in  private. 
''If  she  loves  you,"  said  this  unworthy  tool,  "if  you 
really  possess  her  heart,  she  will  long  to  meet  your  Ma- 
jesty with  greater  freedom  as  much  as  you  can  do.  It 
is  for  you  to  make  some  such  proposal  to  her.  Do  it. 
Sire ;  do  it  without  delay,  or  I  assure  you  the  lady  will 
think  you  careless  and  indifferent. '^  Thus  spoke  Chavigny. 
Louis  listened,  meditated  on  what  he  said,  and  was  con- 
vinced. He  gave  himself  up  to  the  most  entrancing  day- 
dreams. 

The  season  was  summer.  The  weather  was  hot,  and  the 
tall  windows  of  the  great  saloon  were  thrown  open.  The 
Court  had  gathered  round  the  Queen,  who  was  engaged 
in  a  lively  conversation  with  Mademoiselle  de  Montpensier, 
tlie  young  daughter  of  the  Due  d' Orleans.  Seeing  that 
her  services  were  not  required, 'Louise  de  Lafayette,  pen- 
sive and  silent,  stole  away  to  the  balcony  outside  the  win- 
dows.    She  stood  alone,  lost  in  her  own  thoughts.     With 
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■noisolcss  steps  Louis  approached  her.  Uo  leant  by  her  side 
over  the  balustrade,  bending  his  eyes  on  the  broad  plains 
>  towards  Paris. 

"  You  are  thoughtful,  Sire,"  eaid  Louise  timidly.  "  "Will 
you  tell  me  your  thoughts  ?" 

"  If  I  do,"  replied  Louis,  casting  a  fond  glance  upon 
her,  "  will  you  trust  me  with  yours  ?  '■ 

A  delicious  tremor  passed  through  her  whole  frame. 
She  cast  down  her  large  grey  eyes,  and  smiled.  "  Indeed 
I  trust  you,  Sire,"  she  murmured  softly ;  "  you  know  I  do." 

'*  But  trust  me  more, — let  our  communion  bo  more  • 
intimate.  A  brother's  love  is  not  more  pure  than  mine," 
whispered  the  King ;  "  but,"  and  he  hesitated  and  blushed, 
"  I  have  never  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  a  brother."  Louise 
raised  her  eyes  inquiringly.  The  King  was  greatly  eon- 
fused.  "  A  brother — "  and  he  stopped.  Then,  seeing 
her  earnest  look  of  curiosity — "  A  brother,"  he  repeated, 
"  salutes  his  sister  :  I  have  never  enjoyed  that  privilege, 
Louise."  He  was  scarcely  audible.  "  Let  my  self-denial, 
at  least,  secure  me  all  your  confidence," 

"  Oh,  Sire,  you  have  it,  entire  and  unreserved  ;  you  know 
it.     I  might  distrust  myself,  but  you,  Sire,  never,  never  !  " 

"How  happy  you  make  me!"  returned  the  King,  and  a 
sickly  smile  overspread  his  haggard  face.  "  I  understand 
— I  appreciate  your  attachment  to  mo  ;  but  oh,  mademoi- 
selle, how  can  my  feeble  words  express  mine  to  you  ? — 
how  can  I  describe  that  which  is  without  bounds — without 
limit  ?  You  can  live  without  mc.  You  can  find  solace  in 
your  own  perfection,  in  the  admiration  of  those  around 
you — but  I,  I  am  nothing  without  you.  I  am  a  mere  blank 
— a  blot  upon  a  luxurious  Court — an  ofience  to  my  superb 
wife.  No  one  cares  for  my  happiness — not  even  for  my 
existence,  but  you.  Wten  I  cannot  approach  you,  I  am 
overcome  by  despair.  Oh,  Louise,  give  yourself  up  to  me, 
in  pity — without  fear,  without  resti-aint.  Let  me  see  you 
every  day, — let  me  be  encouraged  by  your  words,  led  by 
your  counsels,  soothed  by  your  pity,  blessed  by  your  sight. 
You  say  you  do  not  doubt  me.     "What  then  do  you  four  y" 

The  maid  of  honour  looked  at  him  with  tearful  eyes. 
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His  earnestness,  his  desolation,  his  entreaties,  melted  her 
heart.  Her  unconscious  love  made  her  pulses  beat  as 
quickly  as  his  own. 

"You  know  that  I  am  devoted  to  you, — ^what  more 
can  I  say  ?  "  she  whispered  softly. 

"  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  you,"  said  Louis  anxiously, — 
"  a  favour  so  great  I  hesitate  to  name  it."  He  was  greatly 
agitated.  At  thir  moment  the  passionate  love  he  felt 
animated  him  with  new  life,  and  lent  a  charm  to  his 
countenance  it  had  never  borne  before. 

"A  favour.  Sire?  —  it  is  granted  before  you  speak* 
How  is  it  that  you  have  concealed  from  me  anything  I 
can  do  to  gratify  you  ?  " 

"  Then  I  am  satisfied," — ^the  King  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief, 
— "  what  I  ask  depends  entirely  on  you.  You  will  grant  it." 

"  Am  I  to  promise  ?  " 

"  Well,  only  give  me  your  word ;  that  is  enough." 

"  Sire,  I  give  you  my  word ;  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart,  I  give  you  my  word.  TeU  me  what  it  is  you 
desire."  And  she  raised  her  face  towards  the  King,  who 
contemplated  her  with  silent  rapture. 

"Not  now — ^not  now,"  murmured  he,  in  a  faltering 
voice ;  "  I  dare  not ;  it  would  require  too  long  an  expla- 
nation,— we  might  be  interrupt^,"  and  he  turned  and 
glanced  at  the  scene  behind  him, — at  Anne  of  Austria, 
blazing  with  diamonds,  radiant  with  regal  beauty,  her 
silvery  laugh  surmounting  the  hum  of  conversation.  He 
saw  the  brilliant  crowd  that  thronged  around  her  where 
she  sat.  Great  princes,  illustrious  ministers,  historic 
nobles,  chivalric  soldiers,  grave  diplomatists,  stately  ma- 
trons, ministers  of  state,  her  ladies  in  waiting,  and  the 
five  other  maids  of  honour,  in  the  glory  of  golden  youth. 
He  saw  the  dazzling  lights,  the  fluttering  feathers,  the 
gorgeous  robes,  the  sparkling  jewels,  standing  out  from 
the  painted  walls, — ^all  the  glamour  of  a  luxurious  Court. 
Then  he  gazed  at  the  sweet  face  of  the  lonely  girl  whose 
loving  eyes  were  bent  upon  him  awaiting  his  reply, — ^his 
soul  sank  within  him. 

*^  Would    to   God  I    were   not  King  of  France,"   he 
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exclaimed  abruptly,  I'oUowing  the  tonor  of  his  thoiighti*. 
Then,  soeing  her  wonder  at  this  sudden  outburst,  he  added, 
"  The  favour  I  ask  of  you  shall  bo  made  known  to  you  in 
writing.     This  evening  you  shall  receive  a  letter  from  mo ; 
but," — and  he  drew  closer  to  her  and  spoke  almost  fiercely, 
— "  remember  you  have  pledged  yourself  to  me — j'ou  can- 
not, you  dare  not  mthdraw  your  word.    If  you  do," — and 
I  an  agonized  look  camo  into  his  face, — "you  will  drive 
tme  to  madness."     Saying  these  words,  he  suddenly  disap- 
[  peared.     She  was  again  left  standing  alone  on  the  balcony. 
I      Louise  do  Lafayette  was  startled,  but  not  alarmed.     The 
liDotion  that  the  King  was  capable  of  making  any  inde- 
corous proposition  to  her  never  for  a  moment  occurred  to 
,hcr ;  at  the  same  time  she  felt    the  utmost  curiosity  to 
know  what  this  secret  might  be.     She  formed  a  thousand 
difi'erent  conjectures,  each  further  than  the  other  from  the 
Ltruth.     On  entering  her  room  at  night,  she  foimd  a  letter 
|.from  the  King.     She  hastily  tore  it  open,  and  read  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  I  have  long  adored  you,  and  you  only.     During  the 
I  whole  time  tliat  you  have  been  at  Coui't,  I  have  been  able 
but  thrice  to  address  you  alone,  and  to  chance  ordy  did  I 
Jcven  then  owe  that  inexpressible  privilege.     It  is  impoe- 
■iSihlc  for  me  to  endui-e  this  restraint  any  longer.     If  you 
■  feel  as  I  do,  you  will  not  desire  it.     I  have  therefore  com- 
manded that  my    hunting-lodge  at  Versailles  should   bo 
ifuranged  as  much  as  possible  in  accordance  with  your  taste. 
I  There  is  a  garden  laid  out,  filled  with  the  flowers  you 
jiove ;    there  ai-e  secluded  lawDS ;    there  is  the  boundless 
I  forest.     Above   all,    there   is    freedom.     Come  then,    my 
Xouise,  and  share  with  me  this  rural  retreat — come  where 
we  can  meet,  unrestrained  by  the  fonnalities  of  my  Court. 
Bring  with  you  any  friend  you  please.     At  Versailles  I 
hope  to  spend  part  of  every  week  in  your  company.     My 
happiness  will  be    perfect ;    you  will  find   me   the  most 
grateful  of  men.     You  will  have  nothing  to  fear.     Do  you 
di'cad  calumny  ?     Who  would   dare  to  attack  a   lady  as 
Lpiiro  as  yourself  ?     May  I  uot  claim  your  consent  when  1 
Ccly  on  your  promise  to  grant   whatever  I  ask  ?     I  feol 
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that  you  cannot  deny  me,  for  you  have  repeated  a  thousand 
times  that  you  trust  my  principles.  You  cannot  doubt  my 
honour.  To  refuse  me  would  only  be  to  insult  me.  Surely, 
Louise,  you  would  not  do  that !  It  would  wound  me  to 
the  very  soul.  It  would  destroy  every  hope  of  my  future 
life.  (Signed)  "Louis." 

When  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  read  this  artful  letter, 
which  had  been  composed  by  Chavigny  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Kichelieu,  and  copied  out  by  the  King,  she  was 
utterly  confoimded.  The  fatal  veil  which  had  so  long  con- 
cealed the  truth  fell  from  her  eyes.  Even  to  a  girl  pure 
and  simple  as  herself,  all  further  delusion  was  impossible. 
This  letter  and  the  feelings  that  dictated  it  were  not  to  be 
misunderstood. 

"Merciful  heavens ! "  cried  she,  clasping  her  hands, 
"  with  what  a  tone  of  authority,  with  what  assurance,  he 
proposes  to  dishonour  me !  This,  then,  is  the  attachment  I 
believed  to  be  so  pure  !  What !  does  he,  the  husband  of 
the  Queen  of  France,  suppose  that  I  would  encourage  a 
guilty  passion  ?  Wretch  that  I  am  !  Instead  of  helping 
him,  I  have  led  him  into  sin  !  I  had  no  right  to  engross 
his  thoughts.  He  is  already  estranged  from  his  wife,  and 
I  have  severed  them  still  further  !  0  God !  what  will  the 
Queen  think  of  me  ?  How  can  I  atone  for  this  horrible 
sin  ?  I  must — I  will — ^reconcile  them.  Then  God  may 
forgive  my  involuntary  crime  ! " 

Again  and  again,  with  tears  streaming  down  her  cheeks, 
she  read  and  re-read  the  letter.  She  pressed  the  paper  to 
her  lips.  The  next  moment  she  dashed  it  on  the  floor  in 
an  agony  of  remorse. 

"  Oh,  how  can  I  reply  ? "  sobbed  she.  "  What  can  I 
say  to  temper  the  blow  which  must  sever  us  ?  He  will  be 
in  despair — ^he  will  die.  But  my  reputation,  my  honour— 
his  own — ^his  duty  to  the  Queen !  No,  I  will  never  consent 
to  such  degradation — ^my  soul  revolts  at  the  thought !  How 
gladly  would  I  sacrifice  my  life  for  him,  but  I  cannot 
commit  a  sin.  I  must  leave  the  palace,  I  must  go — 
Whither?" 
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As  she  listened  to  the  echo  of  her  own  words,  an  un- 
formed thought  suddenly  darted  into  her  mind.  Go — 
yes,  she  would  go  where  none  could  follow.  Youth,  beauty, 
wealth,  the  sacrifice  should  be  complete.  She  would  prove, 
even  in  separation,  how  great  had  been  her  love.  "  There 
is  no  other  way^'^  she  said,  speaking  aloud,  and  an  angelic 
smile  lit  up  her  face.  She  cast  herself  upon  her  knees, 
and  prayed  in  peace.  Her  prayer  finished,  she  took  up  her 
pen  and  replied  thus  to  the  King : — 

"  Your  Majesty  desires  that  our  interviews  should  no 
longer  be  in  the  presence  of  witnesses.  Before  knowing 
what  was  required  of  me,  I  promised  to  comply.  I  wiU 
not  withdraw  my  word ;  but  I  entreat  of  your  Majesty  the 
liberty  of  myself  selecting  the  place  where  these  private 
interviews  are  to  be  held.  When  I  have  received  your 
Majesty's  assent,  I  will  inform  you  where  this  place  is  to 
be.  In  eight  days'  time  I  shall  be  prepared  to  receive 
you.  Your  Majesty  can  then  judge  of  the  extent  of  my 
confidence,  and  of  the  unbounded  devotion  I  feel  towards 
you. 

"Louise  de  Lafayette." 


CHAPTEE  XLI. 

THE  SACRIFICE. 

Kext  moming,  as  soon  as  it  was  light,  Louise  sent  for 
the  King's  confessor.  She  showed  hrm  the  King's  letter, 
and  confided  to  him  her  resolution.  Caussin  listened  in 
silence ;  but  the  kindly  old  man,  priest  though  he  was, 
could  not  restrain  his  tears— so  touching  was  her  innocence, 
so  heartfelt  her  sorrow.  He  understood  the  simple  goodness 
of  her  heart ;  he  trembled  at  the  sacrifice  she  was  imposing 
on  herself;  but  he  could  not  combat  her  determination. 
He  promised,  therefore,  to  assist  in  making  the  needful 
arrangements,  and  he  pledged  himself  to  support  the  King 
in  the  trial  awaiting  him. 

The  coach  was  in  waiting  which  was  to  bear  her  to  her 
future  home,  when  all  at  once  she  recollected  she  had  still 
one  final  sacrifice  to  make.  The  letters  of  the  King,  which 
she  always  carried  about  her,  were  still  intact  within  the 
silken  cover  in  which  she  preserved  them.  She  drew  these 
letters  from  her  bosom,  and  gazed  on  them  in  silent  agony. 
Her  eyes  were  blinded  by  tears.  She  dared  not  read 
them  again,  for  she  knew  they  would  but  increase  her 
grief.  As  she  held  them  in  her  hand,  remorse  at  what 
she  had  done  preponderated  over  every  feeling.  Thus  to 
have  enthralled  a  husband  belonging  to  another — ^her 
sovereign  and  her  mistress — came  suddenly  before  her  in 
its  true  light.  She  felt  she  had  forgotten  her  duty.  Once 
more  she  kissed  the  crumpled  leaves  over  which  her  fingers 
had  so  often  passed ;  she  deluged  them  with  her  tears. 
Then  she  lit  a  taper  and  set  fire  to  the  whole. 

She  sat  immovable  before  the  burning  fragments ;  her 
eyes  fixed,  her  hands  cksped.  As  the  flame  rose,  glistened, 
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and  then  melted  away  into  light  particles  of  dust  thi 
morning  air,  blowing  in  from  the  open  window,  boro  away 
fluttering  in  the  Ijreeze,  she  seemed  to  look  upon  the  death 
of  her  love.  "  Alas  !  "  cried  she,  *'  now  all  is  over."  Vows 
of  eternal  constancy,  entreaties  that  would  melt  a  heart  of 
stone,  confidence  beyond  all  Kmit,  affection  that  enshrouded 
her  in  folds  of  unutterable  tenderness— gone, — vanished 
into  air !  Such  was  the  image  of  her  life :  a  life  bright  itt  J 
promise,  gay  and  dazzling,  to  smoulder  down  into  ashes,  too  I 
fragile  even  to  claim  a  resting-place. 

Louise  de  X-afayette  wrote  a  few  lines  to  the  Duchesso 
de  Sennecy,  praying  her  to  convey  her  dutiful  salutations 
to  her  Majesty,  and  to  request  her  dismissal  from  the  post 
of  maid  of  honour,  which,  she  said,  "she  felt  she  had  ful- 
filled so  ill."  Then  she  addressed  the  following  note  to 
the  King ; — "  I  request  your  Majesty  to  meet  me  this  day 
week,  at  noon,  in  the  parlour  of  the  Convent  of  the  J 
Daughters  of  Mai-y,  in  the  Faubourg  Saint -Antoine.'" 

When  the  King  read  these  lines  his  heart  sank  within  \ 
him.     The  austerity  of  the  place,  a  rendezvous  in  a  con-  I 
vent  of  peculiar  sanctity,  where  he  knew  Mademoiselle  de  I 
Lafayette  always  resorted  at  the  solemn  season  of   Lent  1 
and  Passion  Week,  where  he  could  only  converse  with  her 
between  double  bars,  was  not  the  place  of  meeting  of  which 
ho  had  fondly  dreamed !     Yet  his  natural  delicacy  made 
him  fully  appreciate  the  modesty  of  Louise  and  the  gentle 
rebuke  she  administered  to  him  for  hia  too  pressing  solici- 
tation in  naming  a  place  of   meeting.     At   the   convent, 
although  they  would  certainly  be  alone,  no  scandal  could 
possibly  attach  to  the  interview.     More  than  this  he  never 
for  an  instant  imagined.     The  habits  of  piety  in  which 
Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette  lived,  and  her  frequent  reti-eata 
for  religious  purposes,  raised  in  his  mind  no   suspicion. 
He  should  soo  her,  and  see  her  alone,  undisturbed,  un- 
watched.     On  that  thought  he  dwelt  with  rapture;  time 
would,  he  hoped,  do  the  rest. 

Punctually,  at  noon,  the  King  arrived  at  the  Convent  ' 
of  the  Daughters  of  Mary.  Ho  was  received  by  the  Abbess  J 
in  person,  and  conducted  into  the  parlour.     Here  she  left] 
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him.  A  moment  more,  a  curtain  was  withdrawn,  and, 
behind  double  bars  of  iron,  Louise  de  Lafayette  stood  before, 
him.  She  wore  the  dark  brown  robes  and  corded  girdle 
of  the  order,  the  long  white  veil  of  the  noviciate  falling 
round  her  lovely  face.  The  King  stood  transfixed,  his  eyes 
riveted  upon  her. 

"  Forgive  me.  Sire,"  said  she,  in  a  voice  full  of  sweet- 
ness,  "  forgive  me  for  having  dared  to  dispose  of  myself 
without  your  leave.  But,  Sire,  a  too  fervent  attachment 
had  led  us  both  into  danger.  I  had  forgotten  my  duty  in 
the  love  I  felt  for  you, — ^your  Majesty  forgot  you  were  a 
husband.  That  letter,  in  which  you  proposed  meeting  me 
at  Versailles,  opened  my  eyes  to  the  truth.  God  be  thanked, 
there  was  yet  time  for  repentance.  This  ftioming  I  have 
taken  the  white  veil,  and  in  a  year  I  shall  pronounce  the 
final  vows.  My  life  will  stiU  be  passed  w&i  you,  Sire ; 
but  it  will  be  a  life  of  prayer."  As  she  spoke  she  smiled 
sadly,  and  awaited  his  reply. 

^'  Great  Gt)d ! "  exclaimed  Louis  at  length,  when  he  could 
find  words.  ^'  Is  this  a  vision  ?  Are  you  an  angel  already 
glorified  ?  "     He  sank  upon  his  knees  before  her. 

"  Eise,  Sire,"  said  she  solemnly;  ^'such  a  posture  befits 
neither  the  dignity  of  your  station  nor  the  sacredness  of 
mine.  I  am  no  angel,  but  still  your  tender  friend ;  a  friend 
who  watches  over  you,  who  only  lives  to  remind  you  of 
your  duties.  You  will  share  my  heart  with  the  holy 
virgins  among  whom  I  live,  the  saints  in  heaven,  and  my 
God.  Let  not  even  the  tomb  divide  us — live.  Sire,  such  a 
life  that  we  may  be  reunited  among  the  spirits  of  the  just." 

"  Oh,  Louise ! "  exclaimed  Louis,  in  a  voice  choked 
with  emotion ;  "  Louise,  who  alone  fills  my  despairing,  my 
solitary  heart !  at  your  feet  I  abjure  all  profane,  all  unholy 
thoughts.  Speak — command  me  !  my  spirit  follows  you. 
But,  alas ! "  and  he  rose  to  his  feet  and  wrung  his  hands  in 
bitterest  anguish,  "  what  is  to  become  of  me  in  the  midst  of 
my  detestable  Court  ?  Suffer  me  to  follow  your  example ; 
let  me  too,  within  the  walls  of  a  cloister,  seek  that  resig- 
nation and  courage  which  make  you  so  sublime." 

"  Good  heavens,  Sire !  "  exclaimed  Louise  de  Lafayette, 


THE    SACRIFICE.  285 

"what  do  I  hear?  You,  a  sovereign,  a  husband,  bury 
yourself  in  a  cloister !  Our  situations  are  utterly  unlike. 
I,  a  solitary  girl,  have  but  withdrawn  from  a  world  to 
which  you  were  my  only  tie.  Your  glory,  the  glory  of 
France,  your  own  welfare,  and  the  welfare  of  the  Queen, 
are  to  you  sacred  duties.  And  now,  Sire,  listen  to  me," 
and  she  approached  close  to  the  bars  which  divided  them, 
and  a  look  of  the  old  melting  tenderness  passed  for  a 
moment  over  her  beautiful  face,  "  Sire,  if  ever  I  have  been 
dear  to  you,  listen.  The  sin  for  which  I  feel  most  poignant 
sorrow — ^the  sin  which  years,  nay,  a  life  of  expiation  can- 
not wipe  out — is — ^that  I  have  by  my  selfish,  my  miserable 
attachment,  alienated  you  from  the  Queen."  Louis  was 
about  to  interrupt  her,  but  she  signed  to  him  to  be  silent. 
"  I  know.  Sire,  what  you  would  say,"  she  broke  in  hastily, 
— "  that  our  attachment  has  in  no  way  altered  your  relations 
towards  her  Majesty.  True,  it  is  so ;  but  my  influence 
over  you  ought  to  have  been  devoted  to  reunite  you.  It 
ought  to  have  been  my  privilege  to  rend.er  both  your 
Majesties  happy  as  man  and  wife,  to  give  heirs  to  France, 
to  strengthen  the  Government.  Alas,  alas  !  I  have  sinned 
almost  beyond  forgiveness  ! "  and  for  awhile  she  broke  into 
passionate  sobs,  which  all  her  self-command  could  not  re- 
strain. "  Her  Majesty,  Sire,  is  a  most  noble  lady,  beautiful, 
generous,  loyal,  courageous.  For  twenty  years  she,  the 
greatest  queen  in  Europe,  has  been  neglected,  almost 
scorned  by  you  her  husband.  Under  these  trials  her  lofty 
spirit  has  not  flinched — she  has  been  true  to  you  and  to 
herself.  Temptation,  provocation,  nay,  insults  have  not 
shaken  her  virtue.  Believe  nothing  against  her.  Sire — her 
soul  is  as  lovely  as  her  body.  Sire,  the  Queen  is  child- 
less, devote  your  whole  life  to  her  and  to  France ;  tend 
her,  protect  her,  love  her.  Then,  and  then  only,  shall  I 
be  reconciled  to  God."  As  she  spoke  her  sweet  grey  eyes 
turned  towards  heaven,  her  countenance  was  transfigured 
as  in  an  ecstasy;  no  saint  standing  within  a  sculptured 
shrine  could  be  more  pure,  more  holy. 

The  King  gazed  at  her  awestruck.     "  Dispose  of  me  as 
you  will,"  murmured  he ;  "  command  my  life — ^but,  rcmem- 


286  OLD   COUET  LIFE   IN   PRANCE. 

ber  that  now  I  have  lost  you,  happiness  is  gone  from  me  for 
ever ! " 

"Adieu,  Sire,'^  said  Mademoiselle  de  Lafayette.  "The 
hour-glass  warns  me  that  our  interview  is  over.  Eetum 
in  six  months  and  tell  me  that  I  have  been  obeyed." 

She  drew  the  dark  curtain  across  the  bars,  and  the 
Abbess  entered.     Louis  returned  hastily  to  Saint-Germain,  /y 
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CHAPTEE  XLII. 

MONSIEUB    LE     ORAin). 

In  the  broad  valley  of  the  Loire,  between  Tours  and  Saumnr, 
the  train  stops  at  the  small  station  of  Cinq-Mars.  This 
station  lies  beside  the  Loire,  which  glides  by  in  a  current 
so  broad  and  majestic,  as  to  suggest  a  series  of  huge  lakes, 
with  banks  bordered  by  sand  and  scrub,  rather  than  a 
river.  On  either  side  of  the  Loire  run  ranges  of  low  hills, 
their  grassy  surface  gashed  and  scored  by  many  a  rent 
revealing  the  chalky  soil  beneath,  their  summits  fringed 
with  scanty  underwood,  and  dotted  with  groups  of  gnarled 
and  knotted  oaks  and  ragged  fir-trees,  the  rough  roots 
clasping  cairns  of  rock  and  blocks  of  limestone.  In  the 
dimples  of  these  low  hills  lie  snugly  sheltered  villas,  each 
within  its  own  garden  and  policy.  These  villas  thicken  as 
the  small  township  of  Cinq-Mars  is  approached, — a  nest  of 
bright  little  houses,  gay  streets,  and  tall  chimneys  telling 
of  provincial  commerce,  all  clustering  beneath  chalky  cliflfe 
which  rise  abruptly  behind,  rent  by  many  a  dark  fissure 
and  blackened  watercourse.  Aloft,  on  a  grassy  marge, 
where  many  an  old  tree  bends  its  scathed  trunk  to  the 
prevailing  wind,  among  bushes  and  piled-up  heaps  of 
stones,  rise  the  ruins  of  a  feudal  castle.  Two  gate  towers 
support  an  arch,  through  which  the  blue  sky  peeps,  and 
some  low,  broken  walls,  without  form  and  void,  skirt  the 
summit  of  the  cliff.  This  ruin,  absolutely  pathetic  in  its 
desolate  loneliness,  is  all  that  remains  of  the  ancestral  castle 
of  the  Coiffiers  de  Cinq-Mars,  Marquis  d'Effiat.  From  this 
hearth  and  from  these  shattered  walls,  now  razed  "fo  the 
height  of  infamy^^  sprung  that  handsome,  shallow,  ambi- 
tious coxcomb,  known  as  the  Marquis  de  Cinq-Mars,  who 
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succeeded   Mademoiselle  de   Lafayette  in   the  favour  of 
Louis  XIII. 

Deprived  of  Louise  de  Lafayette,  the  King's  spirits 
languished.  In  spite  of  his  partial  reconciliation  with 
Anne  of  Austria,  and  the  birth  of  a  son,  he  was  sullen 
and  gloomy,  spoke  to  no  one,  and  desired  no  one  to  speak 
to  him.  When  etiquette  required  his  presence  in  the 
Queen's  apartments,  he  seated  himself  in  a  comer,  yawned, 
and  fell  asleep.  The  internal  malady  of  which  he  died  had 
already  undermined  his  always  feeble  frame.  His  con- 
dition was  altogether  so  critical,  that  the  Cardinal  looked 
round  for  a  companion  to  solace  his  weariness.  Henri  de 
Cinq-Mars  had  lately  come  up  to  Paris  from  Touraine.  In 
years  he  was  a  boy,  under  twenty.  He  was  gentle,  adroit, 
and  amusing,  but  weak,  and  the  Cardinal  believed  he  had 
found  in  him  the  facile  instrument  he  sought. 

Cinq-Mars  was  presented  to  the  King.  Louis  was  at 
once  prepossessed  by  his  handsome  person  and  distinguished 
manners.  Cinq-Mars,  accustomed  from  infancy  to  field 
sports  and  country  life,  angling  in  the  deep  currents  of  the 
Loire  and  the  Indre,  hunting  wild  boars  and  deer  in  the 
dense  forests  of  Azay  and  of  Chanteloup,  or  flying  his 
gear-falcon  from  the  summits  of  his  native  downs,  struck  a 
sympathetic  chord  in  the  sad  King's  heart.  One  honour 
after  the  other  was  heaped  upon  him;  finally  he  was 
made  Grand  Seneschal  of  France  and  Master  of  the  Horse. 
From  this  time  he  dropped  the  patronymic  of  "  Cinq-Mars," 
and  was  known  at  Court  as  "  Monsieur  le  Grand,"  one  of 
the  greatest  personages  in  France.  For  a  time  all  went 
smoothly.  King  and  minister  smiled  upon  the  petulant 
stripling,  whose  witty  sallies  and  boyish  audacity  were 
tempered  by  the  highest  breeding.  He  was  always  present 
when  the  Cardinal  conferred  with  the  King,  and  from  the 
first  gave  his  opinion  with  much  more  freedom  than  alto- 
gether pleased  the  minister,  who  simply  intended  him  for  a 
puppet,  not  for  an  adviser.  When  the  Cardinal  remon- 
strated, Cinq-Mars  shook  his  scented  curls,  pulled  his  lace 
ruffles,  talked  of  loyalty  and  gratitude  to  the  King,  and  of 
personal  independence,  in  a  maimer  the  Cardinal  deemed 
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f  highly  unbecoming  and  inconvenient.  Monsieur  lo  Grand 
cared  Kttlo  for  what  the  Cardinal  thought,  and  did  not  take 
the  trouhle  to  hide  this  opinion.  He  cared  neither  for  the 
terrible  minister  nor  for  the  eccentric  Louis,  whom  he  often 
treated,  oven  in  public,  with  contempt.  It  was  the  old  story. 
Confident  in  favour,  arrogant  in  power,  he  made  encmicB 
every  day. 

Monsieur  lo  Grand,  however,  passed  his  time  with  toler- 
able ease  when  relieved  of  the  King's  company,  specially  in 
the  house  of  Marion  do  I'Orme,  Ruo  des  Toumelles.  Ho 
was  presented  to  her  by  Saint-Evremond,  and  fell  at  onco 
a  victim  to  her  wiles.  Marion  was  the  Aspasia  of  the  day, 
and  the  charm  of  her  entourage  was  delightful  to  him  after 
the  restraints  of  a  dull  and  formal  Court.  Here  ho  met 
d'Ablancourt,  La  Chamhre,  and  Calprenede,  the  popular 
writers  of  tie  age.  The  Abbe  de  Gondi  and  Searrun 
come  also,  and  even  the  prudish  Mademoiselle  de  Scuderi 
(lid  not  disdain  to  be  present  at  these  Nodes  Ambrosmnte. 
Marion  de  I'Orme,  then  only  thirty,  was  in  the  zenith  of 
her  beauty.  Her  hmguishing  dark  eyes  exercised  an  abso- 
lute fascination  over  C!inq-Mars  firom  the  first  instant  they 
met.  Her  affected  reserve,  the  refinement  of  her  manners, 
the  entrain  of  her  society,  free  witliout  Uccnac,  captivated 
him.  He  believed  her  to  bo  virtuous,  and  desired  to 
make  her  his  wife.  Marion  de  I'Orme  was  to  become 
Madame  la  Grande  I 

This  was  precisely  what  that  astute  lady  had  angled 
for.  Hence  her  reserve,  her  downcast  eyes,  her  affected 
indifference.  She  saw  that  she  was  dealing  with  a  vain, 
ignorant  boy,  who,  in  her  hands,  was  helpless  as  an  infant, 
'fruly,  he  was  madly  in  love  with  her,  but  ho  waa  a 
minor,  and  under  the  guardianship  of  the  Dowager  Marquise 
de  Cinq-Mars,  his  mother,  who  might  possibly  not  view  an 
alliance  with  Mademoiselle  Marion  de  I'Orme  as  an  honour 
to  the  ancestral  tree  of  the  Efhats  de  Cinq-Mars.  The 
marriage  must  be  secret.  Early  one  morning  they  started 
from  the  Kue  des  Toui'nelles  in  a  coach,  and  never  8to])ped 
until  they  had  reached  the  old  caatle  among  tlie  hills  of 
Touraine,  above  the  feudatory  village  of  Cinq-Mars.     In 
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the  chapel  of  that  now  ndned  pile  their  faith,  was  plighted. 
Marion  promised  love,  Cinq-Mars  constancy.  They  were 
incapable  of  either.  For  eight  days  the  old  castle  rang 
with  the  sounds  of  revelry.  Cinq-Mars  and  Marion  were 
as  in  a  fairy  palace-  S  was  b\t  a  long  enchantment. 
JBut  at  ihe  end  of  that  time  Nemesis  appeared  in  the 
shape  of  the  Dowager  Marchioness,  to  whose  ears  the 
report  of  these  merry-makings  came  at  Paris.  Cinq-Mars 
replied  to  his  mother  that  it  was  all  a  passetempSy  and 
that  Mademoiselle  de  I'Orme — ^well — was  still  Mademoiselle 
de  POrme ;  that  he  loved  the  Principessa  Maria  di  Gonzaga 
(to  whom  the  handsome  profligate  had,  indeed,  paid  his 
addlresses  before  leaving  Paris,  the  better  to  throw  dust 
in  the  eyes  of  the  world),  and  that  he  should  shortly 
return  to  V  «>d  his  dutyVth  hi  Majesly. 

The  mediaeval  chatelaine,  however,  was  not  to  be  deceived. 
She  knew  of  the  secret  marriage,  and  nothing  could  exceed 
her  rage.  That  Marion  de  I'Orme  should  sit  on  the  feudal 
dais  upon  the  seigneurial  throne — that  she  should  wear 
her  jewelled  coronet,  should  eat  out  of  her  silver  dish, 
and  inhabit  her  apartments — ^the  thing  was  atrocious, 
scandalous,  impossible.  She  flew  to  the  Cardinal,  with 
whom  she  had  some  friendship, '  and  informed  him  of 
what  had  occurred.  The  Cardinal,  who  had  formerly 
favoured  Marion  de  TOrme  with  more  than  his  regard, 
was  as  much  incensed  as  herself.  That  his  prot6ge, 
Cinq-Mars,  should  supplant  him,  made  him,  old  as  he 
was,  furiously  jealous.  That  Cinq-Mars  should  dare  to 
abandon  the  splendid  position  he  himself  had  assigned 
him,  leave  the  morbid  Louis  a  prey  to  any  adventurous 
scouindrel  whose  adroit  flattery  or  affected  sympathy  might 
in  a  few  hours  render  him  arbiter  of  the  Court  and 
master  of  the  kingdom,  was,  to  Kichelieu's  thinking,  an 
unpardonable  crime.  The  artful  prelate  immediately  took 
his  measures.  A  royal  ordinance  was  speedily  filmed, 
making  all  marriages  contracted  by  persons  under  age, 
and  without  the  consent  of  guardiaos,  null  and  void  ! 

Cinq-Mars  returned  to  Court  indignant,  insolent,  defiant ; 
swearing  vengeance  against   the   meddling  Cardinal,    and 
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to  enter  into  any  scheme  for  his  deslrnction.  Made- 
lanoiselle  Marion  de  I'Orrae  reopened  her  salon  in  the  Kue 
tries  Toumelles. 

As  for  Louis,  from  whom  the  knowledge  of  this  little 
[?apade  had  been  carefully  concealed,  he  received  back 
;hc  truant  with  greater   favour  than   ever.      Cinq-Mare, 
eonfidcnt  in  the  King's  attachment,  and  looking  on  him 
as  too  feeble  to  combat  his  own  audacious  projects,  spoke 
words    which  L()uis  had   not    heard  since  the  beloved 
voice  of  Louise  de   Lafayette  had  uttered  them.       "  He 
ought  to  rid  himself  of  the  Cardinal,  and  rule  for  himself," 
said  Monsieur  Le  Grand;    "if  not  by  fair,  then  by  foul 
sans."     "  Let  Richelieu  die,^^  cried  Cinq-Mars,  "  as  he  has 
ide  others  die — the  best  blood  in  France  :  Montmoronei, 
Ihakis,  Saint-Preuil,  Marillae,  and  so  many  others."    It 
I  certain  that  the  King  listened  to  these  proposals  favour- 
ibly.    He  actually  consented  to  eonspiro  against  himself 
id  the  State  which  he  governed.  Louis  was  too  stupid  to 
alise  the  absurdity  of  his  position.    He  permitted  Cinq- 
Mars  to  coquet  with  the  Spanish  Government,  in  order 
to  insure  the  support  of  Spanish  troops  to  be  sent  from 
the  Netherlands  to  defend  Sedan  against  the  Cardinal  and 
his  own  army  in  case  of  failure.      But   Bichelicu,    now 
fully  alive  to  the  dangerous  ascendancy  of  Cinq-Mars, — 
for  he   had  spies  everywhere,   specially   the   soft-spoken 
Chavigny,   who    was    always    about    the    King, — openly 
taxed  liis  Sovereign  with  treachery,  in  a  message  homo 
to  him  by  the  Marquis  de  Mortemart.     Louis  was  dumb- 
foundered  and  terrified.     He  wrote  a  letter  that  very  same 
day,  addressed  to  the  Chancellor  Seguier,  apologising  for 
seeming  infidelity  to  his  minister.    "  He  did  not  di:ny," 
d  he,    "  that   Monsieur   le   Grand  desired  to  compass 
le  Cardinal's  death,"  but,  with  incredible  meanness,  he 
Ided,  "that  he  had  never  listened  to  him."     Monsieur 
le  Grand,  whose  weak  head  was  by  this  time   completely 
turned,  fully  believing  himself  invincible,  openly  discussed 
what  he  should  do  when  he  was  himself  prime  minister. 
Suspecting  Louis  of  being  too  weak  to  be  his  only  sup- 
porter, he  turned  to  Gaston,  Due  d'Orleans.     Monsieur, 
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whose  life,  like  that  of  his  brother's,  singularly  repeats 
itself,  bethinking  himself  of  early  times  and  of  a  certain 
moonlight  meeting  on  the  terrace  of  Saint-Germain,  at 
once  addressed  himself  to  the  Queen.  But  she  had  alrc^y 
suffered  too  much  to  allow  hei'self  again  to  be  drawn 
into  danger.  When  Monsieur  detailed  the  plot,  and 
asked  her  significantly,  "What  news  she  had  lately 
had  from  her  brother^  the  King  of  Spain  ?  "  she  answered 
that  she  had  had  no  news,  and  instantly  changed  the 
conversation.  This  did  not  at  all  cool  Monsieur's  ardour, 
such  as  it  was.  Three  times  he  had  been  banished  from 
France  for  treason,  and  three  times  he  had  returned,  as 
ready  as  ever,  with  or  without  the  Queen,  to  conspire,  to 
betray,  and  to  be  again  banished.  So  the  traitor  prince 
and  the  vain-glorious  favourite,  both  intensely  hating 
Eichelieu,  laid  their  heads  together  to  destroy  him  by 
means  of  Spain.  To  them  was  joined  the  Marquis  de 
Thou,  one  of  the  jeunesse  dorSe  of  the  Court,  along  with 
Fontrailles,  secretary  to  Monsieur.  The  great  Cardinal, 
sitting  in  the  Palais  Eoyal  like  a  huge  spider  in  his  web, 
ready  to  pounce  upon  his  prey  as  soon  as  it  had  reached 
the  precise  spot  where  he  intended  to  seize  it,  was  familiar 
with  every  detail.  Monsieur  was  to  receive  four  hundred 
thousand  crowns  in  order  to  raise  levies  in  France;  he 
was  also  to  declare  war  against  France  in  concert  with 
Spain. 

The  Cardinal  was  to  be  assassinated  or  imprisoned  for 
life ;  Gaston  was  to  be  proclaimed  regent  for  his  nephew 
Louis  XIV.  It  was  the  old  story,  only,  now  an  heir  was 
bom  to  the  throne.  Monsieur  did  not  dare  to  claim  the 
first  place.  Fontrailles,  a  creature  of  his  own,  he  allowed 
to  be  sent  into  Spain.  The  treaty  was  signed  at  Madrid 
by  Fontrailles,  on  the  part  of  Monsieur  and  Cinq-Mars, 
and  by  the  King  of  Spain  on  his  own  part.  This  done, 
Fontrailles  fiew  back  to  France,  with  the  precious  docu- 
ment stitched  in  his  clothes.  Scarcely  was  the  ink  dry, 
before  Richelieu  was  provided  with  a  copy. 

The  Court  was  at  Narbonne,  on  the  Mediterranean, 
whither  Cinq-Mars  had  led  the  King,  in  order  to  be  near 
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the  Spanish  frontier.  Kiehelieu  was  at  this  time  greatly 
indisposed,  and  in  partial  disgrace.  He  bung  about  the 
Bhone,  sometimes  at  Tarascon,  near  A\*iguon,  Bometimes 
at  Valence,  conveniently  near  to  be  Lnfonried  by  Clavigny 
of  everything  that  happened,  who,  deep  in  Louis's  conli- 
dence,  pendulated  between  the  King  and  the  minister. 
At  the  fitting  moment,  Chavigny  requested  a  formal 
audience.  It  was  the  afternoon  of  the  same  day  that 
Fontraillcs  had  returned  to  Narbonne,  the  treaty  with 
Spain  still  stitched  in  his  clothes.  Contrary  to  custom, 
when  Chavigny  knocked  at  the  King's  door,  Louis  re- 
.^5UCBtod  Monsieur  le  Grand  to  retire.  This  aJone  ought 
ito  have  aroused  his  suapicions.  While  Chavigny  talked 
with  tie  King,  Cinq-Mars,  ashamed  of  lotting  the  Court 
see  his  exclusion  from  the  room,  lolled  in  the  anto-room 
reading  a  story.     Kontraillcs  found  him  there, 

"How   now,    Monsieur   lo  Grand,"  said  he,  "do   you 

■ow  his  most  Christian  Majesty  to  give  an  audience  at 
'hieh  you  are  not  present  ?  Ton  are  getting  him  into 
bad  habits." 

"  It  is  only  Chavigny,"  replied  Cinq-Mars,  not  taking 
his  eyes  off  his  book  ;  "  he  can  have  nothing  particular  to 
say,  for  he  is  here  every  day.  I  am  weary  of  the  King's 
company.  I  have  bceu  with  him  all  day,  and  I  want  to 
fini^  this  story,  which  is  much  more  interesting  than 
his  stupid  talk."  And  Cinq-Mara  threw  himself  back 
in  his  easy-chair,  and  resumed  his  reading. 

"Ah,  Monsieur  le  Grand,"  said  Fontniilles,  smiling 
at  him  curiously,  "  fortune  favours  you.  You  are  a 
beautiful  man.  Look  at  me,  with  my  hump  "  (Fontniilles 
was  deformed);  "I  use  my  eyes;  I  am  going  to-night 
to  meet  Monsieur,  before  I  leave  Narbonnc.  I  have 
brought  him  that  little  present  from  Madrid  you  know  of. 
I  have  it  safe  here  in  my  pocket,"  and  Fontrailles  tapped 
his  side  and  grinned.  "Come  with  mo,  Monsieur  le  Grand," 
Baid  he,  coaxingly,  and  he  tried  to  take  his  hand,  but 
Cinq-Mars  repulsed  him.  "Come  with  me;  believe  me, 
the  air  of  Narbonnc  is  heavy  at  this  time  of  year.  I 
:ain  not  sure  that  it  is  not  deadly,  very  deadly,  indeed — 
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especially  for  you,  Monsieur  le  Marquis.  A  little  change 
will  do  your  health  good.  I  am  going.  Come  with  me 
where  we  can  breathe ;  "  and  Fontrailles  laughed  a  short 
dry  laugh,  and  looked  out  of  the  window  upon  the  blue 
expanse  of  ocean,  whose  waves  beat  against  the  yellow 
shores  of  the  Mediterranean. 

"  I  pray  you,  Fontrailles,  do  not  trouble  me,"  said 
Cinq-Mars,  looking  up  over  his  book  and  yawning. 
"  I  really  must  have  some  time  to  myself,  or  I  shall  die. 
Besides,  I  want  to  see  his  Majesty  whenChavigny  goes; 
he  is  staying  longer  than  usual,  I  think.'^ 

"  Yes,  Monsieur  le  Grand,  too  long  for  a  iDan  coming 
from  the  Cardinal,  methinks." 

Fontrailles  still  stood  watching  Cinq-Mars.  His  deep-set 
eyes  were  fixed  upon  him  intently,  as  Cinq-Mars,  with 
perfect  indifference,  went  on  reading  his  story.  Fontrailles 
passed  his  hand  thoughtfully  over  his  brow  two  or  three 
times.  A  look  of  pity  came  into  his  face  as  he  contem- 
plated Cinq-Mars,  still  reading.  He  was  so  young,  so 
fresh,  so  magnificent;  his  golden  locks  long  and  abun- 
dant ;  his  pleasant  fece  faultless  in  feature ;  his  delicate 
hands ;  his  perfimied  clothes, — all  so  perfect !  Should 
he  try  to  save  him  ?  A  tear  gathered  in  the  eye  of  the 
hardened  conspirator. 

"  Monsieur  le  Grand,"  said  he  softly,  stepping  up 
nearer  to  Cinq-Mars  and  placing  his  hand  on  his  red  and 
silver  shoulder-knot — "  Monsieur  le  Grand,  I  say " 

"  What,  Fontrailles,  are  you  not  gone  yet  ?  Mafoi  !  I 
thought  you  were  far  on  your  road  to  Monsieur " 

"  No,  Monsieur  le  Grand;  no,  I  am  not  gone  yet." 

Cinq-Mars  put  down  his  book,  sat  upright,  and  looked 
at  him. 

"What  the  devil  do  you  want  with  me,  Fontrailles? 
I  will  meet  you  and  Monsieur  le  Due  to-morrow.  For  to- 
night, peace." 

"Have  you  no  suspicion  of  what  Chavigny  is  saying 
to  the  King  all  this  time.  Marquis?"  asked  Fontrsalles 
with  an  ominous  grin. 

"None,  my  friend;  but  I  shall  hear  it  all  before  his 
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coueker.  His  most  gracious  Majesty  is  incapable  of 
lying  down  to  rest  before  telling  me  every  syllable," 
and  Cinq-Mars  snapped  his  finger  and  thumb  contemptu- 
ously towards  the  door  of  the  room  within  which  Louis 
was  closeted  with  Chavigny. 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  of  the  King,  Monsieur  le  Grand  ?  " 
asked  FontraiUes  significantly,  still  leaning  over  Cinq-Mars 
and  pressing  his  hand  upon  his  shoulder-knot.  ''It  is 
necdM  for  you  to  be  quite  sure  of  him*  .  His  Majesty 
is  apt  to  be  weak  and  treacherous." 

Cinq-^Mars  nodded  his  head ;  then,  as  if  something  had 
suddenly  struck  him,  he  rose,  and  in  his  turn  began  to 
gaze  curiously  at  FontraiUes,  whose  manner  and  coimte- 
nance  were  strangely  expressive  of  some  imspoken  fear. 

"  You  are  very  tall.  Monsieur  le  Grand,"  said  FontraiUes 
abruptly,  speaking  low,  with  his  hand  placed  over  his 
eyes,  the  better  to  contemplate  Cinq-Mars,  now  drawn, 
up  to  his  full  height,  and  staring  at  him  with  wonder; 
"you  are  very  tall,"  he  repeated,  "and  I  am  such  a 
little  man.  You  are  very  handsome,  too — ^the  handsomest 
gentleman  in  all  France — and  very  gracious  to  mo  also — 
very  kind  and  gracious." 

FontraiUes  spoke  thoughtfuUy,  as  a  man  who  turned 
some  important  matter  over  in  his  mind. 

"  Have  you  come  here  only  to  teU  me  this,  FontraiUes  ?," 
answered  Cinq-Mars,  laughing,  and  again  he  yawnqd, 
passed  his  jewelled  fingers  through  his  clustering  locks, 
and  again  took  up  the  book  which  he  had  laid  down  on 
a  table  beside  him,  and  reseated  himself.  FontraiUes, 
however,  had  never  taken  his  eyes  off  him.  His  gaze  had 
deepejied  into  an  expression  of  deep  sorrow,  although  he 
spoke  jestingly.  Whatever  train  of  thought  occupied 
him,  it  had  not  been  broken  by  what  Cinq-Mars  had 
just  said. 

"  You  are  very  tall,"  he  again  repeated,  as  if  speaking 
to  himself,  in  a  pecuUar  voice ;  "so  tall,  indeed,  iliat  you 
could  do  without  your  head.  Monsieur  le  Grand,  and  yet 
be  taller  than  I  am.  Perhaps  this  makes  you  careless. 
I  am  short,  and  I  could  not  afford  to  lose  my  head — so — I 
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am  going  to  leave  Narboiine  instantly.  The  air  here  is 
as  unwholesome  to  my  oonstitution  as  it  is  to  yours. 
Marquis,  pray  do  believe  me.  Will  you  come  with  me — 
the  tall  man  with  the  little  one  ? — ^both  needing  a  change. 
Will  you  come?" 

Cinq-Mars  did  not  heed  him  a  whit.  Fontrailles  laid 
his  hand  heavily  on  the  thick  shock  of  Monsieur  le 
Grand's  golden  curls. 

"No,  milk  diablesj  no!"  roared  Cinq-Mars  in  a  rage, 
shaking  him  off ;  "I  will  not  go.  Why  should  I  go ? 
For  God's  sake  leave  me.  I  am  just  at  the  catastrophe  of 
my  story,  and  you  keep  on  tormenting  me  like  a  gadfly." 

"Excuse  me.  Monsieur  le  Grand,"  replied  Fontrailles 
submissively,  "  I  did  but  advise  you  for  your  good.  I 
desire  your  company  for  the  sake  of  that  comely  head  of 
yours;  but,  as  I  said,  you  are  tall,  and  I  am  short, 
which  makes  a  great  difference.  It  is  a  long  journey 
across  the  mountains  of  France  into  the  Low  Countries," 
added  he,  sighing.  "  That  will  be  my  road — ^a  long  and 
weary  road.  It  might  fatigue  your  excellency.  I  am 
going.  Monsieur  le  Marquis.   I  am  gone — ^Adieu ! " 

Cinq-Mars  did  not  look  up,  and  Fontrailles,  turning 
upon  him  a  last  look  full  of  pity,  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

DEATH  ON  THE   SCAFFOLD. 

When  Chavigny  left  the  King,  Cinq-Mars  entered  the 
royal  chamber.  Louis  was  silent,  absorbed,  and  melancholy 
— would  answer  no  questions,  and  abruptly  dismissed  llie 
favourite  on  the  plea  ^t  he  was  fatigued  and  needed  rest. 

Monsieur  le  Gh:ttnd  weis  naturally  surprised  at  the 
change.  The  significant  words  of  Fontrailles  recurred 
to  hun ;  too  late  he  repented  his  careless  indifference  to 
the  friendly  warning.  But  after  all,  if  the  King  fdled 
him,  there  was  Monsieur  and  there  was  the  treaty.  What 
had  he,  Cinq-Mars,  to  fear  when  the  King's  brother  had 
so  deeply  compromised  himself?  The  Cardinal,  too,  weis 
ill — very  ill ;  he  might  die.  Still,  as  he  turned  to  his 
own  suite  of  apartments  his  mind  misgave  him.  The 
King  had  not  told  him  one  word  of  his  interview  with 
Chavigny  ;  and  although  Chavigny  would  have  denied 
it  upon  oath  on  the  consecrated  wafer,  Cinq-Mars  knew  he 
was  the  Cardinal's  creature  and  his  go-between  with  the 
King. 

When  Cinq-Mars  reached  his  rooms  he  found  a  letter 
from  his  friend,  De  Thou.  "  Fly,"  said  this  letter—"  fly 
instantly.  I  have  certain  intelligence  that  the  Cardinal 
is  acquainted  with  every  particular  of  the  treaty  signed 
at  Madrid.  For  myself  I  have  nothing  to  fear ;  but  you 
have  incurred  the  deadly  hatred  of  Eichelieu." 

Thereupon  Cinq-Mars,  hurriedly  disguised  himself  in 
a  Spamsh  cloak,  with  a  Sombrero  hat  slouched  over 
his  face,  stole  out  of  the  prefecture  where  the  King  was 
staying,  and  made  his  way  as  fast  as  he  could  loin  to  the 
city  gates.    They  were  closed.    Then,  fully  aroused  to  the 
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urgency  of  his  position,  the  strange  words  of  Fontrailles 
ringing  in  his  ears,  he  sought  out  the  abode  of  a  humble 
friend,  whom  he  had  recommended'  to  serve  the  Court 
with  mules  for  the  journeying  to  the  south  from  Paris— 
a  man  of  Touraine,  whom  he  had  known  from  his  boy- 
hood. He  roused  him  from  sleep — ^for  the  night  had 
now  closed  in — ^and  acquainted  him  with  his  danger.  The 
faithful  muleteer  did  his  best.  He  hid  him  under  some 
loose  hay  with  the  mules  in  the  stable.  It  was  in  vain. 
Cinq-Mar&  had  been  seen  and  tracked  from  the  prefecture 
to  the  muleteer's  house,  and  the  scented  exquisite — ^whose 
word  a  few  hours  before  ruled  the  destiny  of  France — 
was  dragged  out  headlong  from  the  hay,  his  fine  clothes 
torn  and  soiled,  his  face  scratched  and  bleeding,  amid 
the  hooting  of  the  populace  and  the  jeers  of  his  enemies. 

De  Thou,  his  friend,  was  arrested  on  tiie  same  day, 
not  as  guilty  of  conspiring,  but  simply  as  being  cognizant 
of  the  existence  of  the  treaty  of  Madrid,  which  Fontrailles 
had  carefully  carried  oflf  into  the  Netherlands  stitched  in 
his  clothes,  a  copy  of  which  lay  with  the  Cardinal. 

Monsieur  Due  d'Orleans  was  also,  for  the  fourth  time, 
arrested  and  imprisoned. 

The  effect  of  that  copy  of  the  treaty  which  Chavigny 
had  shown  .to  the  King,  while  Cinq-Mars  read  his  story, 
was  instantaneous.  Louis  became  greatly  alarmed.  Ho 
imderstood  that  Eichelieu  knew  all,  and  therefore  must 
be  fiilly  aware  that  he  had  himself  encouraged  and 
approved  a  plot  to  kill  him.  The  same  day  that  Cinq- 
Mars  was  conducted  a  prisoner  to  the  Castle  of  Mont- 
pellier,  Louis  insisted  upon  going  himself  to  Tarascon,  to 
make  a  personal  apology  to  Eichelieu.  He  was  already 
so  weakened  by  the  disease  of  which  he  died,  tiiat  he 
was  forced  to  be  carried  in  a  chair  into  the  Cardinal's 
lodgings.  They  were  together  many  hours.  What  passed 
no  one  knew,  but  it  is  certain  that  the  '^  amiable  criminalj^^ 
as  Cinq-Mars  is  called  by  contemporary  authors,  was  the 
scapo-goat  sacrificed  to  the  offended  dignity  of  the  Car- 
dinal ;  that  Monsieur,  the  King's  only  brother,  was  to 
be  tried  for  treason ;  and  that  Eichelieu  should  be  restored 
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to  the  King's  confidence.  In  his  ^gemess  to  propitiate 
his  offended  minister,  Louis  actually  proposed  to  take  his 
two  sons  from  the  custody  of  the  Queen  and  place  them 
with  the  Cardinal,  in  order  to  guarantee  his  personal  safety. 
This  abject  proposition  was  declined  by  Eichelieu,  who  was 
tmwilling  to  provoke  the  Queen's  active  hostility  at  so 
critical  a  moment. 

Eichelieu  had  conquered,  but  he  was  dying.  Though 
his  body  was  broken  by  disease,  his  mind  was  vigorous 
as  ever ;  in  revenge  and  hatred,  in  courage  and  fortitude, 
his  spirit  was  still  lusty.  In  his  enormous  thirst  of  blood, 
none  had  ever  excited  him  like  the  airy  Marquis  de  Cinq- 
Mars, — a  creature  of  his  own,  whom  he  had  raised  to  the 
dizzy  height  of  supreme  power,  to  become  his  rival  in 
love  and  in  power.  The  great  minister  felt  he  had  made 
a  mistake  :  it  angered  him.  He  had  not  patience  to  think 
that  he  should  have  been  taken  in  by  a  butterfly,  whose 
painted  wings  he  had  decorated  with  his  own  hands.  He, 
the  all-potent  Cardinal,  the  ruler  of  France,  circumvented 
by  a  boy  !  He  swore  a  big  oath  that  not  only  should  Cinq- 
Mars  die,  but  that  death  should  be  made  doubly  bi|;ter  to 
him. 

Eichelieu  was  now  at  Valence  on  the  Ehone.  How 
was  he  to  reach  Lyons,  where  the  trial  was  to  take  place  ? 
The  distance  is  considerable.  His  limbs  were  cramped 
and  useless,  his  body  racked  by  horrible  pain.  But  go 
he  would;  if  he  died  upon  the  road  he  would  go.  So 
he  ordered  a  room  of  wooden  planks  to  be  constructed, 
gilt  and  painted-  like  a  coach,  and  lined  with  crimson 
damask.  This  room  contained  a  bed,  a  table,  and  a  chair. 
Within  reclined  the  Cardinal.  Too  ill  to  bear  the  motion 
of  a  carriage,  he  was  borne  on  the  heads  of  twenty  of  his 
body-guard  by  land.  Houses,  walls,  and  gateways,  were 
knocked  down  to  make  way  for  him.  By  water  he  was 
conveyed  in  a  towing  boat  pulled  up  the  Ehone  against  the 
current  by  horses  to  Lyons.  Attached  to  this  boat  was 
another,  in  which  the  prisoners  Cinq-Mars  and  De  Thou 
were  canied.  So  Eichelieu  passed  onwards,  with  all  the 
pomp  of  a  Eoman  pro-consul  conducting  barbarian  princes 
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first  to  adorn  his  triumph,  then  to  die !  As  for  Monsieur, 
he  had  already  made  his  peace  with  his  brother  and 
Richelieu.  He  turned  King's  evidence,  and  betrayed 
everybody.  Fontrailles,  who  alone  could  have  convicted 
him,  was  safe  across  the  frontier.  "Talk  not  to  me  of 
my  brother,"  even  the  besotted  Louis  exclaimed,  when  he 
heard  that  Monsieur  was  again  at  liberty;  "Gaston  ever 
was,  and  ever  wiU  be,  a  traitor." 

The  only  crime  which  even  the  ingenuity  of  Richelieu 
could  prove  against  Cinq-Mars  was  that  he  had  joined  with 
Monsieur  in  a  treaty  wWh  Spain.  Now  the  original  tran- 
script  of  this  treaty  was  lost,  Fontrailles  having  carried 
it  with  him  into  the  Netherlands,  stitched  in  his  pocket. 
If  Monsieur  the  Due  d' Orleans,  therefore,  had  declined  to 
speak,  Cinq-Mars  and  his  friend  De  Thou  must  have  been 
acquitted.  But  Monsieur,  on  the  contrary,  loudly  de- 
manded to  be  interrogated  on  his  own  complicity  and  on 
the  complicity  of  Cinq-Mars.  The  Cardinal  had  already 
showed  what  was  in  his  mind,  by  giving  orders,  as  soon 
as  he  was  lifted  out  of  his  portable  chamber,  on  arriving 
at  Lyons,  and  before  the  trial  had  begun,  "  for  the  execu- 
tioner to  hold  himself  in  readiness." 

The  trial  was  on  the  12th  of  September,  1642.  It  began 
at  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  at  the  H6tel  de  Ville. 
The  Chancellor  Siguier,  a  personal  enemy  of  Monsieur 
le  Grand,  who  had  a&onted  him  in  the  days  of  his  great- 
ness, was  the  president,  and  Monsieur  Due  d' Orleans  the 
.  principal  witness.  Monsieur's  evidence  was  given  with 
touching  candour.  He  was  so  careful  to  tell  all  the  truth, 
so  skilful  in  bringing  out  all  those  facts  which  were  calcu- 
lated to  place  Cinq-Mars  in  the  most  odious  light,  that 
the  charges  were  easily  proved  to  the  satisfaction  of 
the  judges.  The  trial  was  over  in  a  few  hours.  Then  the 
two  young  men  were  summoned  before  ihe  judges  in  the 
council  chamber  to  hear  their  sentence,  wluch  was  read 
out  to  them  by  Monsieur  de  Palleruc,  a  member  of  the 
criminal  court  of  Lyons.  According  to  this  sentence  they 
were  both  to  be  beheaded ;  Cinq-Mars  was  to  be  tortured. 
Ho  listened  with  calmness,   De  Thou  with  resignation. 
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They  both  shook  hands  with  their  judges.  "  I  am  prepared! 
to  die,"  said  Cinq-Mars  to  Siguier,  the  Chancellor,  "but 
I  must  say  the  idea  of  torture  is  horrible  and  degrading. 
It  is  a  most  extraordinary  sentence  for  a  man  of  my  i-ank 
and  of  my  age.  I  thought  the  laws  did  not  permit  it. 
Indeed,  I  do  not  fear  death,  gentlemen,"  continued  the 
poor  lad,  turning  to  the  judges,  "but  I  coni'ess  my  weak- 
ness,— I  dread  torture.  At  least,  I  beseech  you,  let  me  J 
have  a  confessor."  r 

His  request  was  complied  with,  and  Father  Maiavette,  i 
a  Jeamt,  was  brought  into  the  council-chamber.  As  soon  | 
as  he  saw  him  Cinq-Mare  ran  forward  and  embraced  him. 
"My  father,  they  are  going  to  torture  me,"  ho  said  ;  "  I  J 
can  Bcareely  bring  myself  to  bear  it!  Wliat  ia  your  I 
opinion?"  f 

"  That  you  must  submit  to  the  hand  of  God,  Monseigneur,  1 
Nothing  happens  but  by  his  permission."  J 

Cinq-Mars  bowed  bis  handsome  head,  covered  with  tho  | 
sunny  curls,  and  was  silent.     From  the  council-chamber  he  i 
was  led  by  Monsieur  de  Lanbardemont,  an  officer  of  the 
court.,  to  the  torture-room.     Here  ho  remained  about  half 
an   hour,  and  suffered  torture,  both    ordinary  and  extra- 
ordinary.   His  supple  limbs  and  delicate  skin  were  horribly 
lacerated.     He  was  unable  to  walk  when  he  came  out,  and 
was  supported  by  the  officials.    "  Let  mo  now  think  of 
my  soul,"  he  said  faintly;    "send   my  confessor  to  me,  i 
and  permit  me  to  be  alone  with  him."     This  wish  was-I 
granted,  and  an  hour  passed,  during  which  he  confessed 
and  received  absolution.     Then  ho  said  to  Father  Mala- 
vette,  *'  I  have  not  eaten  for  twenty-four  hours,  my  father, 
and  I  am  very  weak.    I  fear  if  I  do  not  take  somothmg  I 
may  swoon  upon  the  scaffold,  though  indeed,  I  assure  you,  j 
I  do  not   fear  to  die."    A  little  wine  and  bread  were  j 
brought  to  him,  of  which  he  partook.     "Ah!  my  father,"  J 
said  the  poor   boy  of  twenty-two,  "  what  a  world  it  is  1 1 
Everybody  I  know  has  forsaken  me.     How  sti'ange  it  is  1 1 
I  thought   I   bad  many  friends,  but  I  see   no  one  cares  I 
for  me  now  but  poor  De  Thou,  whom  I  alone  have  brought  I 
to  this  pass." 
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"Alas!  my  son,  you  are  young,  or  you  would  not 
wonder  at  this,"  answered  Father  Malavette  sorrowfully ; 
"  *  put  not  your  faith  in  princes.'  What  says  Ovid  too, 
who,  like  you,  enjoyed  the  favour  of  Augustus,  and  was 
then  cruelly  punished  ? 

'*  *  Donee  eris  felix,  multos  nninerabis  amicos/  " 

"But,  my  father,  when  I  was  the  favourite  of  his 
Majesty,  I  tried  to  serve  my  friends  in  every  way  I  pos- 
sibly could,  yet  now  I  am  alone." 

"  No  matter,"  said  the  priest,  shaking  his  head,  "  your 
service  to  them  only  made  them  your  enemies." 

"Alack,  I  fear  it  is  so,"  replied  Cinq-Mars,  sighing 
deeply.  Then  he  asked  for  paper,  and  wrote  to  his  mother. 
He  prayed  her  to  pay  all  his  debts,  and  again  expressed  his 
utter  astonishment  at  the  conduct  of  his  friends.  At  three 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  both  he  and  De  Thou  were  carried 
in  a  hired  coach  into  the  Place  des  Terraux,  lying  over 
against  the  banks  of  the  river  Soane,  in  the  outskuis  of 
the  city.'  Here  the  scaffold  was  erected.  Every  house  in 
the  Place  was  covered  by  temporary  balustrades  and  bal- 
conies; the  roofs  also  were  crowded  with  spectators. 
Thousands  had  come  together  to  see  the  favourite  die. 

Cinq-Mars  with  difficulty  mounted  the  ladder  leading  to 
the  scaffold,  with  the  help  of  Father  Malavette.  Then,  still 
holding  him  by  the  hand  to  steady  his  wounded  limbs,  he 
raised  his  plumed  hat  from  off  his  head,  and,  with  a 
gracefcd  air,  saluted  the  multitude.  He  tiimed  to  every 
side,  and  passed  round  to  each  face  of  the  platform,  that 
all  might  see  him  and  receive  his  salutation.  He  wore  a 
court  suit  of  fine  Holland  broad  cloth,  trimmed  with  gold 
lace;  his  black  hsit  ornamented  with  red  feathers  was 
turned  back  in  the  Spanish  style.  He  had  high-heeled 
shoes  with  diamond  buckles,  and  green  silk  stockings, 
and  carried  a  large  scarlet  mantle,  to  cover  his  body  after 
decapitation,  neatly  folded  on  one  arm.  His  fair  young 
face  was  perfectly  serene,  and  his  clustering  curls,  slightly 
powdered,  were  scented  and  tended  as  careftdly  as  here- 
tofore. Having  bowed  to  the  crowd,  he  replaced  his  hat 
on  his  head,  and,  with  his  hand  resting  on  his  right  side. 
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he  now  turned  ronnd  to  look  about  him.  Behind  were 
two  blocks,  covered  with  red  cloth.  Beside  them  stood 
the  executioner.  He  was  only  a  city  porter — the  regular 
official  being  ill — a  coarse  and  brutal  fellow,  with  a  bloated 
face,  wearing  the  dress  of  a  labourer.  "When  he  came  up 
to  Cinq-Mars  with  scissors  to  cut  off  his  hair,  M.  le 
Grand  put  him  away  with  a  motion  of  disgust.  He  begged 
Father  Malavette  to  do  him  this  office,  and  to  keep  his 
hair  for  his  mother.  While  the  long  ringlets  which  fell 
over  his  shoulders  were  being  cut  off,  Cinq-Mars  turned 
towards  the  executioner,  who  had  not  yet  taken  the  axe 
out  of  a  dirty  bag  which  lay  beside  him,  and  asked  him 
haughtily,  "What  he  was  about?"  and  "Why  he  did 
not  begin  ?  "  The  rude  fellow  making  a  wry  face  in  reply, 
Cinq-Mars  left  him,  and  addressed  himself  to  Father  Mala- 
vette. "My  father,"  said  he,  "assist  me  in  my  prayers, 
then  I  shall  be  ready." 

After  he  had  prayed  very  devoutly,  and  kissed  the 
crucifix  repeatedly,  he  rose  from  his  knees,  and  again  in 
a  firm  voice  repeated,  "I  am  ready,  begin!"  Then  he 
added,  "My  God  have  mercy  upon  me,  and  pardon  my 
sins."  He  threw  away  his  hat,  unloosed  the  lace  ruff 
from  about  his  throat,  put  back  his  hair  from  his  face, 
and  laid  his  head  on  the  block.  Several  blows  descended 
ere  his  head  was  severed  from  the  body ;  the  executioner 
being  imready  and  new  to  his  office.  When  the  head  fell  it 
gave  a  bound,  turned  itself  a  little  on  one  side,  and  the  lips 
palpitated  visibly,  the  eyes  being  wide  open.  The  body  was 
covered  with  the  scarlet  mantle  borne  by  Cinq-Mars  on 
his  arm  for  that  purpose,  and  carried  away  to  be  buried. 

The  King,  informed  by  the  Cardinal  of  the  precise  day 
and  hour  when  Cinq-Mars  would  suffer  death, — for  every 
detail  had  been  virtually  arranged  before  Eichelieu  left 
Valence  in  his  wooden  chamber, — ^took  out  his  watch  at 
the  appointed  time,  and,  with  the  most  perfect  unconcern, 
remarked  to  Chavigny,  "At  this  moment  Monsieur  lo 
Grand  is  making  an  ugly  face  at  Lyons." 

Then  Eichelieu  ordered  that  the  feudal  castle  of  Cinq- 
Mars,  in  the  valley  of  the  Loire,  should  be  blown  up, 
and  the  towers  razed  "  to  the  height  of  infamy y 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

THE   END   OF  THE   CARDINAL. 

When  the  Louvre  was  a  walled  and  turreted  stronghold, 
with  moat  and  drawbridge,  bastion  and  tower,  lying  on 
grassy  banks  beside  the  river  Seine,  then  unbordered  by 
quays  and  untraversed  by  stone  bridges,  an  ancient  castle, 
strongly  fortified,  stood  in  the  open  country,  hard  by, 
without  the  city  walls.  In  the  time  of  Charles  VI.,  the 
mad  king,  husband  of  the  notorious  Isabeau  de  Bavi^re, 
this  castie  belonged  to  Bernard  Comte  d'Armagnac,  Con- 
stable of  France,  the  aUy  of  the  English  against  his  own 
sovereign,  and  a  leader  in  those  terrible  civU  wars  that 
desolated  France  throughout  the  space  of  two  reigns. 
Hither  the '  English  and  the  Burgundians  often  repaired, 
to  meditate  some  murderous  coup  de  main  upon  the  capital, 
to  mass  their  bloodthirsty  troops  for  secret  expeditions, 
or  to  seek  a  safe  retreat  when  the  fortune  of  war  was 
adverse.  As  time  went  by  this  castle  grew  grey  with 
age ;  the  rebel  nobles  to  whom  it  belonged  were  laid  in 
their  graves,  and  no  one  cared  to  inhabit  a  gloomy  fortress, 
torn  and  battered  by  war,  and  sacked  by  marauders. 
The  wind  howled  through  the  desolate  chambers,  owls 
hooted  from  the  rents  in  its  turrets,  and  noisome  reptiles 
crawled  in  the  rank  weeds  which  choked  up  its  courts. 
It  came  to  be  a  gruesome  place,  lying  among  barren  fields, 
where  the  ruffians  and  desperadoes  of  the  city  resorted  to 
plan  a  murder  or  to  hide  from  justice.  This  God-forgotten 
ruin  and  the  foot-trodden  fields  about  it  came  to  be  pur- 
chased at  last  by  wealthy  nobles,  who  loved  the  fresh 
country  breezes  in  the  new  streets  which  now  arose  on 
this  side  of  the   river.     The  materials  of  the  old  castle 
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served  to  furnish  walls  for  the  palaces  of  the  Eambouillets 
and  the  MerccBurs,  historic  names  in  every  age  of  the 
national  annals.  Here  they  kept  their  state,  until  Cardinal 
Kichelieu,  either  by  fair  means  or  foul,  it  mattered  little 
to  him,  bought  and  destroyed  their  spacious  mansions, 
pulled  down  all  that  remained  of  the  castle  walls,  filled  up 
the  ditches,  levelled  the  earth,  and,  on  the  ill-omened  spot, 
raised  the  sumptuous  pile  known  as  the  Palais  Cardinal, 
near,  yet  removed  from,  the  residence  of  the  sovereign  at 
the  Louvre.  The  principal  buildings  ran  round  an  im- 
mense central  square,  or  courtyard,  planted  symmetrically 
with  trees  and  adorned  with  fountains  and  statues.  From 
this  central  square  four  other  smaller  courts  opened  out 
towards  each  point  of  the  compass.  There  was  a  chapel 
splendidly  decorated,  and,  to  balance  that,  two  theatres, 
one  sufficiently  spacious  to  hold  three  thousand  spectators, 
painted  on  panel  by  Philippe  de  Champagne.  There  were 
ball-rooms  furnished  with  a  luxury  unknown  before ; 
boudoirs — or  rather  bowers — miracles  of  taste  and  ele- 
gance ;  galleries  filled  with  pictures  and  works  of  art,  and 
countless  suites  of  rooms,  in  which  every  decoration  and 
adornment  then  practised  were  displayed.  Over  the  grand 
entrance  in  the  Kue  Saint-Honore  appeared,  carved  in 
marble,  the  arms  of  Richelieu,  surmounted  by  a  cardinal's 
hat  and  the  inscription  '^  Palais  Cardinal."  Spacious  gar- 
dens extended  at  the  rear. 

Still  the  Cardinal,  like  Wolsey  at  Hampton  Court, 
added  wall  to  wall  of  the  already  overgrown  palace,  and 
bought  up  street  after  street  within  the  city  to  extend  the 
gardens,  until  even  the  subservient  Louis  showed  some 
tokens  of  displeasure.  Then,  and  not  tUl  then,  did  the 
Cardinal  cease  building.  At  his  death  he  presented  his 
palace  to  the  sovereign ;  and  from  that  day  to  this  the 
Palais  Cardinal,  now  Palais  Eoyal,  has  become  an  appanage 
of  the  State. 

Before  us  stands  the  Palais  Cardinal — solitary,  in  the 
midst  of  lonely  gardens,  sheltered  by  waving  groves.  The 
greensward  is  divided  by  straight  walks,  bordered  by 
clipped  lime-trees,   rounded  at  intervals  into  niches  for 
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statues  and  trophies ;  balustraded  terraces  border  deep 
canals,  and  fountains  bubble  up  under  formal  groups  of 
yew  or  cypress.  The  palace  casts  deep  shadows  on  the 
grass.  It  is  very  still.  High  walls  encircle  the  enclosure. 
The  very  birds  are  mute.  Not  the  bay  of  a  hound  is 
heard.  Moss  gathers  on  the  paths  and  among  the  tangled 
shrubberies,  and  no  flowers  catch  the  radiance  of  the  sun- 
shine. Within  is  the  great,  the  terrible  Cardinal.  The 
ground  is  sacred  to  the  despot  of  France,  the  ruler  of  the 
monarch,  the  glance  of  whose  eye  is  death  or  fortune. 
Journeying  direct  from  Lyons  in  his  chamber  on  wheels- 
after  the  execution  of  Cinq-Mars — to  Fontainebleau,  where 
he  rested,  he  is  come  here  to  die.  Yonder  he  lies  on  a 
bed  of  state,  hung  with  embroidered  velvet  in  a  painted 
chamber,  the  walls  covered  with  rare  pictures  and  choicest 
tapestry,  the  windows  looking  towards  the  garden.  The 
moment  approaches  when  he  will  have  to  answer  for  his 
merciless  exercise  of  absolute  power  over  king  and  people, 
to  that  Heavenly  Master  whose  priest  and  servant  he  pro- 
fesses to  be.  How  will  he  lustify  his  bitter  hatred,  his 
arrogant  oppression  of  the  great  princes  and  nobles  of 
France?  How  will  he  meet  the  avenging  ghosts  of  the 
chivalrous  Montmorenci,  the  poetic  Chalais,  the  gallant 
Cinq-Mars,  the  witty  Saint-Preuil,  the  enthusiastic  Urbain 
Grandier,  in  the  unknown  country  whither  he  is  fast 
hastening  ?  "Who  tried  to  seduce,  then  to  ruin,  the 
Queen,  Anne  of  Austria,  and  send  her  back,  divorced  and 
disgraced,  into  Spain  ?  Who  turned  the  feeble  Louis  into 
a  servile  agent  of  his  ambition,  and  exercised  over  his 
weak  mind  a  tyranny  as  shameful  to  himself  as  degrading 
to  the  sovereign  ?  True,  Eichelieu  may  plead  reasons  of 
State,  a  rebellious  nobility,  traitorous  princes,  and  an  imbe- 
cile king;  but  the  isolation  of  the  throne,  begun  under 
his  rule,  was  both  barbarous  and  impolitic,  as  after  ages 
showed.  True  he  possessed  rare  genius,  and  his  life  was 
industriously  devoted  to  what  he  called  "  the  glory  of 
France ;^^  but  it  was  a  mean  and  selfish  glory,  to  attain 
which  he  had  waded  through  the  noblest  blood  of  the  land. 
Look  at  him  now — he  has  just  received  extreme  imction. 
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A  hypocrite  to  the  last,  he  folds  his  hands  on  his  breast 
and  exclaims — ^'This  is  my  God;  as  in  his  visible  pre- 
sence, I  declare  I  have  sacrificed  myself  to  France." 
"When  he  is  asked  by  the  officiating. priest — *'  If  he  forgives 
his  enemies  ?" — he  replies,  "  I  have  no  enemies  but  those 
of  the  Statfe."  Now  the  hand  of  death  is  visibly  upon  him. 
In  a  loose  robe  of  purple  silk,  he  lies  supported  by  pillows 
of  fine  lace.  He  is  hardly  recognisable,  so  great  have 
been  his  sufferings,  so  complete  is  his  weakness;  his 
bloodless  lips  pant  for  breath,  his  hollow  eyes  wander  on 
vacancy,  his  thin  fingers  work  convulsively  on  the  sheets, 
as  though  striving  against  the  approach  of  invisible  foes. 

But,  before  he  departs,  a  signal  honour  is  reserved  for 
him.  Behold,  the  rich  velvet  curtains,  heavy  with  golden 
embroideries,  are  held  aside  by  pages  who  carry  plumed 
hats  in  their  hands,  and  Louis  XIII.  enters  hastily.  He 
is  bareheaded,  and  is  accompanied  by  the  princes  of  the 
blood  and  the  great  ministers  of  State.  Louis  is  so  shrunken 
and  attenuated,  so  white  and  large-eyed,  that  in  any  other 
presence  he  might  have  been  deemed  a  dying  man  himself. 
As  he  advances  to  the  rmlle  that  encloses  the  bed,  he 
composes  his  thin  lips  and  pinched  face  into  a  decent  ex- 
pression of  condolence.  How  can  he  but  affect  to  deplore 
the  death  of  a  minister  whose  fierce  passions  overshadowed 
his  whole  life  like  a  moral  upas-tree  ?  Nevertheless  .the 
fitting  phrases  are  spoken,  and  ho  embraces  the  ghastly 
form  stretched  out  before  him  with  a  semblance  of  affec- 
tion. The  expiring  Cardinal  presses  the  hand  of  his  master, 
and  makes  a  sign  that  he  would  speak.  Louis  bows  down 
his  head  to  catch  the  feeble  voice,  which  says — "  Sire,  I 
thank  you  for  this  honour;  I  have  spent  my  whole  life  in 
your  service.  I  leave  you  able  ministers ;  trust  them. 
Sire;  but, — "  and  he  stops  and  struggles  fearfully  for 
breath, — "  but,  beware  of  your  Court.  It  is  your  petit 
coucher  who  are  dangerous.  Your  favourites  have  troubled 
me  more  than  all  your  enemies."  Then  the  Cardinal  sinks 
back  fainting  on  his  pillows. 

Louis  withdraws  with  affected  concern;  but,  ere  he 
reaches  the  spacious  ante-room,  lined  with  the  Cardinal's 
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retainers  in  magnificent  liveries,  he  bursts  into  an  inhuman 
laugh — "  There  goes  a  great  politician  to  his  death,"  he 
says  to  Chavigny,  who  is  beside  him,  and  he  points  with 
his  thumb  towards  the  Cardinal's  chamber  ;  "  a  wonderful 
genius.  Now  he  is  gone  I  shall  be  free — I  shall  reign 
for  myself."  He  chuckles  with  delight  at  the  idea  of 
being  at  last  rid  of  the  Cardinal ;  and  a  grim  smile  spreads 
itself  over  his  ashen  face. 

It  is  a  ghastly  joke,  as  cruel  as  it  is  selfish.  As  if 
Louis's  life  were  bound  up  in  the  existence  of  his  great 
minister — he  is  himself  a  corpse  within  a  year ! 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

THE     UUBEN-REGBNT. 

Louis  XIV.  was  four  years  and  a  half  old  when  his  father 
died  at  Saint-Germain,  aged  forty-two.  Tardy  in  every- 
thing, Lonis  XIII.  was  six  weeks  in  dying.  The  state 
christening  of  his  son  was  celebrated  during  his  illness. 
When  asked  his  name,  the  little  lad  replied,  "I  am 
Louis  XIV." 

"Not  yet,  my  son,  not  yet,''  murmured  the  dying 
King,  "  but  shortly,  if  so  it  please  God." 

Anne  of  Austria,  named  Eegent  by  her  husband's 
will,  rules  in  her  son's  name.  A  splendid  Court  assembles 
round  her,  at  the  Louvre,  at  Saint-Germain,  and  at  Fon- 
tainebleau.  Her  exiled  favourites  are  there  to  do  her 
homage.  The  Puchesse  de  Chevreuse,  after  a  long  sojourn 
in  Spain,  England,  and  Flanders, — ^for  she  loves  ta'avel 
and  tiie  adventures  of  the  road,  either  masked,  or  dis- 
guised as  a  page,  a  priest,  or  a  cavalier, — ^is  reinstated  in 
her  Majesty's  favour.  In  Spain  the  Duchess's  vanity  was 
gratified  by  enslaving  a  royal  lover — the  King  of  Spain, 
brother  of  Anne  of  Austria ;  in  England  she  diverted 
herself  with  fomenting  personal  quarrels  between  Charles  I. 
and  Henrietta  Maria ;  in  Flanders — a  dull  country — she 
found  little  to  amuse  her. 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  (soon  to  become  Duchesse 
and  Marechale  de  Schomberg)  returns  in  obedience  to  the 
Queen's  command,  who  wrote  to  her  even  while  the  King 
was  alive,  *'Come,  dearest  friend,  come  quickly.  I  am  all 
impatience  to  embrace  you ! " 

The  Duchesse  de  Sennecy  arrives  from  the  provinces, 
and  the  Chevalier  de  Jars  from  England.     The  latter  had 
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been  imprisoned  in  the  Bastille,  and  threatened  with  tor- 
ture by  Kichelieu,  to  force  him  to  betray  the  Queen's 
correspondence  witii  Spain  at  the  time  of  the  Val  de  Grace 
conspiracy.  He  had  been  liberated,  however,  but  while 
the  Cardmal  lived  had  remained  in  England. 

These,  among  many  other  faithful  attendants,  resume 
their  places  at  the  petit  cowheTy  in  the  grand  cercle^  and  at 
the  morning  kver. 

Then  there  are  the  princes  and  princesses  of  the  blood- 
royal  :-T  Monsieur  the  Due  d' Orleans — no  longer  breath- 
ing vows  of  love  in  the  moonlight,  but  a  veteran  intriguer 
-Uving  on  the  road  to  Spain,  which  always  meant 
rebellion,  together  with  his  daughter,  La  Chrande 
Mademoiselle^  a  comely  girl,  the  greatest  heiress  in 
Europe ;  Caesar,  Due  de  Vendome,  son  of  Qabrielle  and 
Henry  IV.,  with  his  Duchess  and  his  sons,  the  Dues 
de  Mercceur  and  De  Beaufort;  Cond6,  the  uncrowned 
head  of  the  great  house  of  Bourbon — more  ill-favoured 
and  avaricious  than  ever — ^his  jealous  temper  now  excited 
against  the  bastards  of  the  house  of  Vend6me,  with  his 
wife,  Charlotte  de  Montmorenci,  sobered  down  into  a 
dignified  matron,  devoted  to  her  eldest  son,  the  Due 
d'Enghien,  and  to  her  daughter,  the  Duchesse  de  Longue- 
ville,  the  brightest  ornament  of  the  Court;  the  Due  de 
la  Kochefoucauld  and  his  son,  the  Prince  de  Marsillac, 
the  author  of  ''  Les  Maximes,"  to  become  a  shadow  on 
the  path  of  the  last-named  Duchess,  who  is  to  die  in  a 
convent;  the  great  House  of  La  Tour  d'Auvergne, 
Viscomtes  de  Turenne  and  Dues  de  Bouillon,  from  which 
springs  Henri  de  Turenne,  the  rival  of  young  Cond6 ; 
Seguier,  Due  de  Villemer,  generously  forgiven  for.  the 
part  he  took  against  the  Queen  as  Chancellor,  at  the 
Val  de  Grace ;  and,  last  of  all,  Henry,  Due  de  Guise — 
by-and-by  to  astonish  Europe  by  his  daring  escapade  at 
Naples,  where,  but  for  MasanieUo,  he  might  have  been 
crowned  King,  with  the  Queen's  beautiftd  maid  of  honour, 
Mademoiselle  de  Pons,  at  his  side. 

There  is  also  about  the  Court  a  young  man  named 
Giulio   Mazarin,   born  in  Kome  of  a  Sicilian  family,  late 
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secretary  to  Cardinal  Eichelieu.  He  has  passed  many 
years  in  Spain,  and  can  converse  fluently  in  that  language 
with  her  Majesty  whenever  she  deigns  to  address  him. 
He  has  a  pale,  inexpressive  face,  with  large  black  eyes, 
a  fleur  de  tetCj  generally  bent  on  the  ground.  His  manners 
are  modest,  though  insinuating;  his  address  is  gentle, 
his  voice  musical.  Like  all  Italians,  he  is  artistic;  a 
conoscente  in  music,  a  collector  of  pictures,  china,  and 
antiquities.  So  unobtrusive  and  accomplished  a  gentleman 
cannot  fail  to  please,  especially  as  he  is  only  in  deacon's 
orders,  and,  with  a  dispense,  free  to  marry.  The  Queen, 
who  often  converses  with  him  in  her  native  tongue,  appre- 
ciates his  merits.  Her  minister,  the  Bishop  of  Beauvais, 
leaves  the  Court.  He  finds  that  his  presence  is  useless, 
as  the  Queen  acts  entirely  under  the  advice  of  this  young 
Italian,  whom  she  also  selects  as  guardian  to  the  young 
King,  who,  poor  simple  boy,  looks  on  Mazarin  as  a  father. 

The  Regency  begins  auspiciously.  Fifteen  days  after 
the  death  of  Louis  XIII.  the  decisive  victory  of  Rocroy 
was  gained  over  the  Spaniards  by  the  Due  d'Enghien,  a 
youthful  general  of  twenty-two.  Paris  was  exultant. 
The  roads  were  strewed  with  wreaths  and  flowers ;  tapestry 
and  banners  hung  from  every  window,  fountains  of  choicest 
wines  flowed  at  the  comers  of  the  streets,  and  amid  the 
booming  of  cannon,  the  blare  of  trumpets,  the  crash  of 
warlike  instruments,  and  the  frantic  shouts  of  an  entire 
population,  the  Queen,  and  her  little  four-year  old  son,  ride 
in  a  gold  coach  to  hear  a  Te  Deum  at  Notre-Dame. 

Her  Majesty's  authority  is  much  increased  by  this 
victory.  Mazarin,  under  favour  of  the  Queen,  gradually 
acquires  more  and  more  power.  He  presides  at  the 
council ;  he  administers  the  finances — ^for  which  he  came 
to  be  called  "  the  plunderer ;  "  he  tramples  on  the  parlia- 
ment and  tyrannizes  over  the  young  King.  The  princes 
of  the  blood  and  all  the  young  nobles  are  excluded  from 
offices  of  state  or  places  in  the  household.  Every  one 
begins,  to  tremble  before  the  once  modest  young  Italian, 
and  to  recall  with  dismay  the  eighteen  years  of  Riche- 
lieu's autocracy. 


312  OLD   COURT   LIFE   IN   PRANCE. 

I 

But  Mazarin  has  a  rival  in  Henri  de  Gondi,  afterwards 
Cardinal  de  Eetz,  now  coadjutor  to  his  uncle,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Paris.  No  greater  contrast  can  be  conceived 
than  between  the  subtle,  shuffling  Italian,  patient  as  he 
is  false,  and  Gondi,  bold,  liberal,  independent,  generous 
even  to  his  enemies,  incapable  of  envy  or  deceit,  grasping 
each  turn  of  fortune  with  the  ready  adaptiveness  of  genius, 
and  swaying  the  passions  of  men  by  his  fiery  eloquence ; 
a  daring  statesman,  a  resolute  reformer,  one  of  whom 
Cromwell  had  said — "  that  he,  De  Eetz,  was  the  only  man 
in  Europe  who  despised  him." 

Gondi  considered  himself  sacrificed  to  the  Church — for 
which  he  had  no  vocation — and  did  his  utmost,  by  the 
libertinism  of  his  early  life,  to  render  his  ordination 
impossible ;  but  in  vain.  Although  he  had  abducted  his 
own  cousin,  and  been  the  hero  of  numberless  scandals,  the 
Archbishopric  of  Paris  was  considered  a  sinecure  in  the 
family  of  Gondi,  and  Archbishop  and  Cardinal  he  must  be 
in  spite  of  his  inclination  and  of  his  excesses.  In  politics 
he  was  a  republican,  formed  on  the  pattern  of  Cato  and  of 
Brutus,  whose  lives  he  had  studied  at  the  Sorbonne.  He 
loved  to  be  compared  to  Cicero  and  to  Cataline,  and  to 
believe  himself  called  on  to  revolutionise  France  after 
the  fashion  of  a  factious  conspirator  of  old  Eome.  He 
longed  to  be  anything  belligerent,  agitative — tribune, 
general,  or  demagogue.  "Ancient  Eome,"  he  said,  "  hon- 
oured crime,  therefore  crime  was  to  be  honoured." 
"  Bather  let  me  be  the  leader  of  a  great  party  than  an 
emperor ! "  exclaimed  he,  in  the  clmiax  of  one  of  his 
thrilling  perorations.  The  mild  precepts  of  the  gospel 
were  clearly  little  to  his  taste.  He  had  mistaken  not 
only  his  vocation  but  his  century.  He  should  have  lived 
in  the  Middle  Ages;  and  as  an  ecclesiastical  prince- 
militant  led  armies  into  battle,  conquered  territories,  and 
made  laws  to  subject  peoples.  Yet  underlying  the  wild 
enthusiasm  of  his  language,  and  the  reckless  energy  of  his 
actions,  there  was  a  kindly,  almost  gentle  temper  that 
imparted  to  his  character  a  certain  incompleteniBSS  which 
accounts  for  the   falling  off  of  his  later  years.     Grand, 
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noble  as  was  De  Eetz,  Mazarin  ultimately  beat  him  and 
remained  master  of  the  situation. 

Under  the  guidance  of  Gondi  (De  Ketz)  the  parliament, 
paralyzed  for  a  time,  soon  learns  its  power,  and  gives 
unmistakable  tokens  of  insubordination  by  opposing  every 
edict  and  tax  proposed  by  the  Government.  Some  of 
the  most  fractious  of  "these  impertinent  bourgeois,"  as 
Conde  called  them,  were  arrested  and  exhibited  in  chains 
— ^like  captives  in  a  Eoman  triumph — at  Notre-Dame  on 
the  occasion  of  a  second  Te  Deum  sung  for  a  second  great 
victory  gained  by  young  Cond6.  Mazarin,  by  this  act, 
overtaxed  the  endurance  of  the  citizens.  In  one  night 
two  hundred  barricades  rise  in  the  streets  of  Paris.  The 
Queen-Eegent  can  see  them  from  her  windows.  This 
ebullition  of  popular  fury  appears  to  Gondi  as  the  realisa- 
tion of  his  youthful  dreams.  The  moment  has  come  to 
make  him  a  tribune  of  the  people.  He  has  loyally 
warned  the  Eegent  of  the  impending  peril.  The  Que^n 
considered  his  words  mere  bravado,  and  treated  him 
personally  with  suspicion  and  contempt.  Gondi  was 
warned  that  Mazarin  had  decided  on  his  exile.  His 
generous  nature  was  outraged :  "  To-morrow,"  he  said, 
"before  noon,  I  will  be  master  of  Paris."  Noon  did 
see  him  master  of  Paris ;  but,  loose  as  was  his  estimate 
of  the  sacredness  of  his  office,  he  was  still  Archbishop- 
Coadjutor;  he  could  not  personally  lead  the  rabble,  or 
publicly  instigate  the  citizens  to  rebellion.  A  man  of  slraw 
must  represent  him,  and  do  what  he  dared  not — harangue 
at  the  crosses  and  comers  of  the  streets,  head  the  popidar 
assemblies,  and  generally  excite  the  passions  of  the  turbu- 
lent Parisians  to  fever  heat.  This  man  of  straw  was  found 
in  the  Due  de  Beaufort,  grandson  of  Henri  Quatre,  through 
Gabrielle  d'Estr6es, — a  dandy,  a  swaggerer,  but  a  warrior. 

Now  the  Due  de  Beaufort,  hot-headed  and  giddy, 
without  either  judgment  or  principles,  cares  little  for 
either  Cardinal,  Coadjutor,  or  Queen, — is  utterly  indifferent 
as  to  who  may  rule  or  who  may  serve,  provided  always 
his  own  claims,  as  prince  of  the  Hood,  to  the  most 
lucrative  posts,   are  admitted.     But  he   does    care  very 
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much  for  an  aflEront  offered  to  the  Duchesse  de  Montbazon, 
of  whom  he  is  desperately  enamoured.  The  Duchesse 
de  Montbazon,  step-mother  of  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse, 
and  lady  in  waiting  to  the  Queen,  finds  late  one  evening, 
on  returning  to  her  hotel,  two  love-letters  dropped  on  the 
floor  of  her  private  closet.  One  is  from  a  gentleman,  the 
other  from  a  lady ;  both  are  unsigned.  She  of  course  at 
once  decides  that  the  handwriting  of  the  one  is  that  of 
the  lady  she  most  hates,  that  of  the  other,  the  lover  of  that 
same  lady,  whom  she  hates  even  more,  if  possible,  than  the 
lady  herself.  Now  the  lady  whom  she  hates  most  is  the 
Duchesse  de  Longueville,  younger,  more  attractive,  and 
more  powerful  than  herself.  The  gentleman  she  selects 
is  the  Count  de  Coligni,  who  had  deserted  her  for  t\e 
sake  of  the  Duchess.  The  next  morning,  at  the  Queen's 
lever,  Madame  de  Montbazon  shows  these  two  love-letters 
to  every  one,  and  being  the  mistress  of  a  caustic  tongue, 
makes  some  diverting  remarks  on  their  contents.  Her 
words  are  repeated  to  the  Duchesse  de  Longueville ;  she 
denies  the  fact  altogether.  Her  mother,  the  Princesse  de 
Conde,  Charlotte  de  Montmorenci,  broadly  hints  to  Aime 
of  Austria  that  the  Prince  de  Conde,  the  greatest  general 
France  had  ever  possessed  since  the  days  of  the  Constable 
de  Bourbon,  will  join  the  malcontent  parliament,  nay,  may 
even  lead  Spain  into  France,  if  her  Majesty  does  not 
instantly  cause  the  Duchesse  de  Montbazon  to  retract  all 
she  has  said  of  his  sister.  Such  is  patriotism  under  the 
Eegency!  The  Queen,  overwhelmed  by  the  clamour  of 
the  two  duchesses,  invokes  the  help  of  Cardinal  Mazarin. 
The  Cardinal,  in  his  Italian-French,  soothes  and  persuades 
both,  muttering  many  classic  oaths  of  Cospetto  and  Corpo  di 
Bacco  under  his  breath.  He  goes  to  and  fro  between  the 
ladies,  flatters  both,  and  proposes  terms  of  apology.  Every 
suggestion  is  objected  to;  an  hour  is  spent  over  each 
word.  Such  a  negotiation  is  fcir  more  difficult  than  the 
government  of  France.  All  conclusion  seeming  impossible, 
the  Queen  at  last  speaks  with  authority.  She  says  that 
"  if  Madame  de  Montbazon  will  not  retract  she  shall  lose 
her  place  at  Court." 
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So  Spain  is  not  at  this  time  to  invade  France  under 
the  command  of  Conde,  and  the  Duchesse  de  Longueville 
is  to  receive  an  apology. 

The  apology  is  to  be  made  at  the  Hdtel  de  Conde. 
The  Duchesse  de  Longueville — a  superb  blonde,  with 
melting  blue  eyes,  golden  brown  hair,  transparent  com- 
plexion, and  a  daizlmg  neck  and  shoulders,  a  coronet  of 
orient  pearls  and  a  red  feather  on  her  head,  a  chaplet 
of  the  same  jewels  clasping  her  throat,  wearing  a  robe 
of  blue  tissue,  bordered  and  worked  with  pearls— stands 
in  the  great  saloon  of  her  father's  ancestral  palace. 
Her  feet  rest  on  a  dais  of  cloth  of  gold  and  silver;  it 
is  covered  by  a  canopy  spangled  with  stars.  The  walls 
of  the  saloon  are  covered  with  bright  frescoes  of  birds, 
fruit,  and  flowers,  panelled  into  golden  frames.  Four 
great  chandeliers  of  crystal  and  silver  are  placed  on 
pedestals  at  each  comer  of  the  room,  lighting  up  a 
glittering  crowd  of  princes  and  princesses  of  the  blood 
who  stand  beside  the  Duchess  on  the  estrade.  The 
greatest  nobles  of  France  are  present.  The  doors  are 
flung  open,  and  the  Duchesse  de  Montbazon,  a  dainty 
brunette,  brilliant,  audacious,  enticing,  who,  although 
forty,  is  still  in  the  zenith  of  her  charms,  flashes  into  the 
room  in  full  court  costume,  her  sacque  (or  train)  of 
amber  satin  brocaded  with  ffold  reaching  many  yards 
behind  her.  The  colour  on  her  cheeks  is  heightened 
either  by  rouge  or  passion;  her  eyes  glitter,  and  her 
whole  bearing  is  of  one  who  would  say,  '*  I  must  do 
this,  but  I  defy  you."  She  .knows  that  all  the  gentlemen 
take  part  with  her,  if  the  ladies  side  with  her  enemy. 
She  walks  straight  up  to  the  dais  on  which  the  Duchesse 
de  Longueville,  nde  Princesse  de  Conde,  stands,  stops, 
looks  her  full  in  the  face,  then  leisurely  and  with  the 
utmost  unconcern  casts  her  eyes  round  on  the  company, 
smiles  sweetly  to  the  Due  de  Beaufort,  and  bows  to  those 
princes  and  nobles  who  are  her  champions,  particularly 
to  the  Dues  d'0rl6ans  and  De  Guise.  Then  she  unfolds 
her  painted  fan,  and  reads  what  follows  from  a  slip 
of  pink  paper  attached  to  one  of  the  jewelled  sticks. 
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"  Madame,  I  come  here  to  assure  your  highness  that  I 
am  quite  innocent  of  any  intention  of  injuring  you. 
Had  it  not  been  so  I  would  not  only  humbly  beg  your 
pardon,  but  I  would  willingly  endure  any  punishment 
her  Majesty  might  see  fit  to  impose  on  me.  I  entreat 
you  therefore  to  believe  that  I  have  never  failed  in  the 
esteem  which  your  virtues  command,  or  in  the  respect 
due  to  your  high  rank." 

The  Duchesse  de  Longueville's  soft  blue  eyes,  usually, 
incapable  of  any  other  expression  but  tenderness  or 
supplication,  look  absolutely  wicked,  so  defiant  is  the 
bearing  of  Madame  de  Montbazon.  She  advances  to 
the  edge  of  the  estrade,  draws  herself  up  with  an  im- 
perious air,  and  casting  a  haughty  glance  at  her  rival, 
who,  crimson  in  the  face,  is  fanning  herself  violently 
and  ogUng  the  Due  de  Beaufort,  reading  also  from  her 
fen,  pronounces  the  following  words,  dictated  by  Cardinal 
Mazarin:— 

"Madame,  I  am  willing  to  believe  that  you  took  no 
part  in  the  calunmy  which  has  been  circulated  to  my 
prejudice.  I  make  this  acknowledgment  in  deference  to 
the  commands  of  the  Queen." 

Thus  ends  the  quarrel;  but  not  the  consequences. 
The  whole  Court  and  city  is  in  an  uproar.  The  citizens 
are  deeply  interested,  and  to  a  man  take  part  with  the 
chere  amie  of  Beaufort  against  the  Duchesse  de  Longue- 
ville,  and  against  Conde  and  Mazarin. 

Cond6  is  not  sure  if  he  wiU  not  after  all  lead  the 
Spaniards  against  France.  The  Duchesse  de  Montbazon 
feeds  the  flame  for  her  private  ends.  She  lays  all  the 
blame  of  her  humiliation  on  Cardinal  Mazarin,  which  ex- 
asperates Beaufort  to  madness ;  and  she  incites  Henri, 
Due  de  Guise,  another  of  her  adorers — the  wildest, 
bravest,  and  most  dissolute  of  princes — ^to  challenge  the 
Comte  de  Coligni,  whom  she  had  designated  as  the  writer 
of  one  of  the  love  letters.  A  duel  is  fought  in  the  Place 
Eoyale.  The  Duchesse  de  Montbazon  watches  the  while 
out  of  a  window  of  the  palace  of  the  Due  de  Eohan, 
her  cousin.     Coligni  is  killed.     He  falls,  it  is  said,  into 
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the  arms  of  the  Duchesse  de  Longueville,  who  is  present 
on  the  Place,  disguised  as  a  page. 

The  Dnc  de  Beaufort,  whose  turbulent  folly  fore- 
shadows the  grand  seigneur  of  later  reigns  and  almost 
excuses  the  great  Revolution,  refuses  to  receive  a  royal 
herald,  sent  to  him  by  the  Queen,  turns  his  back  upon 
her  Majesty  at  her  lever,  and  threatens  the  life  of  the 
Cardinal.     The  Duchesse  de  Montbazon  is  banished. 


• » 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

THE   DUG   DE   BEAUFOET. 

The  Due  de  Beaufort  is  summoned  to  a  private  audience 
at  the  Louvre.  On  his  way  up  the  grand  staircase  entering 
from  the  inner  quadrangle  he  meets  his  mother,  the 
Duchesse  de  Vendome,  and  his  sister,  the  Duchesse  de 
Nemours,  who,  their  attendance  on  the  Queen  over,  are 
descending. 

'^Good  God!  Francis,"  cries  his  mother,  raising  her 
hands  with  a  gesture  of  horror,  "I  thought  you  were 
safe  at  Rambouillet.  You  within  the  Louvre  at  this 
moment?  You  must  be  mad  !"  And  she  throws  herself 
upon  him  and  tries  to  bar  his  further  passage. 

^'  Oh,  my  brother !"  exclaims  his  sister  Nemours,  in  the 
same  breath,  throwing  her  arms  around  his  neck;  "in 
the  name  of  the  Holy  Virgin,  do  not  tempt  your  fate. 
Fly,  dear  Francis — ^fly,  while  you  can — our  coach  is  wait- 
ing below — come  with  us  instantly."  And  Madame  de 
Nemours  takes  him  by  the  arm,  and  tries  to  draw  him 
downwards. 

Beaufort  plants  himself  firmly  on  the  stair.  His  first 
impulse  is  to  push  them  both  forcibly  aside,  and  to  pro- 
ceed ;  his  next  to  curse  their  folly  in  the  spicy  argot  of  the 
halles.  He  does  neither;  but  stands  open-mouthed,  his 
fierce  eyes  demanding  an  explanation  he  does  not  conde- 
scend to  ask.  The  explanation  is  soon  forthcoming. 
.  "  My  son,"  cries  his  mother,  bursting  into  tears,  and 
seizing  on  his  hand  to  detain  him,  as  he  makes  a  motion 
as  if  to  leave  them,  "  listen  to  me,  I  implore  you.  Tour 
sister  and  I  have  been  in  waiting  on  the  Queen  many 
hours    to-day.      She   is    terribly   incensed    against    you. 


THE   DUC   DE   BEAUFORT.  319 

People  have  been  coming  all  day  with  tales  to  her  here, 
at  the  Lonvre.    Crowds  have  filled  her  audience  chamber." 

^'Mille  diables !  What  do  you  mean,  mother?"  bursts 
out  Beaufort,  shaking  himself  free  from  both  ladies.  "  You 
call  me  mad,  if  any  one  be  mad  it  is  yourselves.  I  am 
here,  summoned  by  the  Queen  herself,  to  a  private  audience. 
Ventre  de  ma  vie  ! " — ^Beaufort  much  aflfects  some  of  the 
favourite  oaths  of  his  grandfather,  Henri  Quatre — "  what 
are  her  Majesty's  humours  to  me  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Francis,"  sobs  the  Duchesse  de  Nemours,  "  what 
have  you  done  ?  You  have  threatened  the  life  of  Cardinal 
Mazarin.  The  Queen  knows  it.  She  has  sent  for  you  to 
secure  your  person.  She  can  have  no  other  motive.  No- 
thing can  exceed  her  indignation.  She  said,  in  my  hear- 
ing, that  you  had  personally  insulted  her;  that  your  party, 
the  Importants^  was  the  curse  of  her  reign ;  and  that  the 
Duchesse  de  Montbazon  corrupted  the  princes  of  the  blood 
by  her  intrigues.  In  the  name  of  heaven,  do  not  venture 
near  her  Majesty  if  you  value  your  liberty,  or  even  your 
life!" 

The  Duchesse  de  Vendome  wrings  her  hands  while  her 
daughter  is  speaking. 

"  For  my  sake,  quit  Paris,  my  dear  son.  If  you  remain, 
not  even  Gondi  can  save  you.  Come  with  us  instantly, 
and  cross  the  frontier  while  you  can." 

Her  words  are  broken ;  she  trembles  at  her  son's  mani- 
fest danger ;  Beaufort  looks  at  her,  shakes  his  head,  and 
bursts  into  a  loud  laugh. 

"  You  are  a  couple  of  lunatics,  both  of  you  " — and  again 
he  laughs — "  I  shall  not  leave  Paris ;  I  will  not  even  hide 
myself.  Calm  yourself,  mother  " — and  he  kisses  her  on  the 
cheek — "  her  Majesty  has  summoned  me  to  a  private  audi- 
ence. I  shall  obey  her.  She  is  no  traitress.  I  have  been 
guilty  of  rudeness  towards  her.  I  go  to  wipe  out  the 
remembrance  of  it.  I  am  rough,  but  not  brutal,  specially 
to  the  Queen.     Besides,  they  dare  not  arrest  w^."  ^ 

Saying  which,  he  pushes  his  mother  and  sister,  who 

*  These  words,  spoken  by  the  Due  de  Beaufort,  are  the  same  as  those  of  the 
Balafr4,  at  Blois,  beiore  his  assassination  by  Henry  III. 
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still  endeavour  to  stop  him,  on  one  side,  and  bounds  up 
the  stairs. 

It  is  evening.  -  Anne  of  Austria  is  alone  in  a  spacious 
withdrawing  room,  from  which  her  private  writing-closet 
opens.  Four  lofty  windows  turn  towards  the  river-r-one 
is  open.  She  sits  beside  it,  gazing  at  the  dazzling  tints  of 
the  summer  sunset  that  lace  the  western  heavens  with  bars 
of  fire.  In  front  rise  the  double  towers  of  Notre-Dame. 
The  fretted  spire  of  the  Sainte-Chapelle  glistens  against  a 
bank  of  heavy  clouds  that  are  rapidly  welling  up  from  the 
south.  These  clouds  deepen  with  the  twilight.  The  lustre 
of  a  stormy  sunset  soon  fades  out.  The  sun  disappears, 
and  darker  and  denser  clouds  gather  and  thicken,  and 
obscure  the  light.  Low  thunder  rumbles  in  the  distance, 
and  a  few  heavy  raindrops  descend.  Long  shadows  fall 
across  the  floor,  the  comers  of  the  room  grow  dark,  and 
only  a  few  bright  gleams,  lingering  low  on  the  horizon, 
rest  on  the  Queen's  face  and  figure. 

Anne  of  Austria  has  now  passed  into  middle  life ;  her 
form  is  full,  her  movements  heavy.  The  glorious  eyes 
are  still  lustrous,  but  no  longer  flash  with  the  fire  of 
youth.  Her  hair,  though  still  abundant,  has  lost  its  glossy 
brightness.  Her  dress  is  rich,  her  bearing  cold  and  stately. 
She  affects  a  distant,  almost  a  haughty  manner,  and  is 
severe  in  exacting  the  most  rigid  etiquette  from  all  who 
approach  her,  save  alone  the  Cardinal.  He  comes  and  goes 
as  he  lists,  smiling  and  obsequious,  but  no  longer  humble 
or  subservient  as  of  yore.  Indeed,  at  times  he  treats  her 
Majesty  with  absolute  familiarity,  to  the  utter  dismay  of 
the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  and  Mademoiselle  de  Haute- 
fort.  When  not  engaged  with  Mazarin  in  state  affairs, 
or  in  giving  audiences,  the  Queen  passes  her  time  in  her 
oratory.  Not  only  is  she  devout  herself,  but  exacts  at  all 
events  the  same  outward  show  of  piety  from  her  ladies. 

Twilight  has  deepened  into  gloom,  ere  the  Due  de  Beau- 
fort enters.  He  standi  in  shadow,  and  as  he  glances  at 
the  Queen,  he  inwardly  apostrophises  his  mother  and  sister 
as  a  couple  of  fools  and  gossips,  for  imagining  him  to  be 
in  any  danger  of  her  displeasure.     His  boisterous  bearing 
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— ^for  he  aflfects  the  manners  of  the  lowest  of  the  popu- 
lace, the  better  to  sway  them,  and  by  so  doing  to  embar- 
rass the  minister — is  visibly  softened.  He  remembers  with 
pain  the  insults  of  which  he  has  been  guilty  in  turning  his 
back  on  the  Queen,  when  they  last  met,  and  in  refusing  to 
receive  her  herald.  He  is  both  repentant  and  flattered  at 
her  summons.  His  obeisance  to  her  is  unusually  low,  and 
some  tokens  of  emotion  betray  themselves  on  his  dissipated 
though  handsome  countenance. 

"  Good  evening,  cousin,"  says  Anne  of  Austria,  as  he 
enters,  a  gracious  smile  upon  her  face,  and  with  that 
queenly  grace  natural  to  her,  she  presents  her  still  beautiful 
hand  to  him,  which  he  kisses  kneeling.  ^' Where  have 
you  been  these  four  days  past  ?  You  are  a  stranger  at  the 
Louvre." 

Her  voice  is  sweet,  her  look  is  gentle.  It  is  impossible 
that  what  Beaufort  has  heard  can  be  true. 

"Madame,"  he  answers,  bowing,  "had  I  not  been  absent 
from  Paris,  I  should  not  have  failed  to  present  my  duty  to 
your  Majesty.  But  I  am  only  just  returned  from  a  hunt- 
ing-pai'ty  at  Eambouillet,  whither  I  went  with  my  brother- 
in-law,  Nemours.  Until  I  came  back  I  did  not  know 
that  you  had  asked  for  me.  What  can  I  do  for  your  Ma- 
jesty's service  ?     I  am  always  at  your  command." 

"Ah,  cousin,  you  are  always  at  my  command,  I  know," 
answers  the  Queen,  repeating  his  words,  and  she  laughs 
slightly.  Beaufort  winces  at  the  covert  rebuke.  He  feels 
that  her  meaning  must  be  ironical,  yet  she  speaks  caressingly, 
and  the  same  gracious  smile  still  plays  about  her  mouth. 

"You  once  called  me  the 'most  honourable  man  in 
France,  Madame  ;  I  am  proud  to  remember  it."  Beaufort 
speaks  roughly,  and  in  a  loud  voice  ;  the  momentary  polish 
is  passing  away  with  the  momentary  emotion.  "I  am 
what  I  ever  was.  I  do  not  change.  I  wish  I  could  say 
the  same  of  your  Majesty.  Madame,  you  have  greatly 
altered,"  and  he  looks  at  her  straight  in  the  face.  Anne 
of  Austria  shifts  her  position,  so  as  to  sit  in  shadow,  then 
she  replies : — 
'  "  I  have  no  special  purpose  in  summoning  you,  cousin, 
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save  for  the  satisfaction  your  presence  here  gives  me." 
Again  Beaufort  feels  the  covert  stab,  and  observes  that  she 
studiously  avoids  noticing  his  remarks  on  her  altered  con- 
duct towards  him. 

"  You  and  I,"  adds^  the  Queen,  in  a  voice  strangely 
monotonous,  "  are  indeed  old  friends  and  comrades  as  well 
as  cousins." 

^'  You  have  not  a  truer  friend  in  all  France  thaSi  I  am," 
answers  the  Duke  vehemently,  and  he  advances  a  step 
or  two  towards  the  window,  near  which  the  Queen  sits, 
raises  his  hand  to  emphasise  his  words,  and  lets  it  fall  so 
heavily  on  a  table  near  as  to  make  the  whole  room  echo. 
The  Queen  still  smiles  graciously. 

"Yes,  Madame,  lam  no  coiirtier;  I  hate  Courts;  but 
before  you  made  that  Italian  facchino  your  favourite  you 
relied  on  Beaufort."  As  he  pronounces  the  Cardinal's 
name  his  face  hardens  and  his  hands  clench  themselves ; 
an  almost  imperceptible  shudder  passes  over  the  Queen. 
Then  ho  continues: — 

*' Was  it  not  to  Beaufort  that  you  entrusted  the  sacred 
person  of  his  Majesty  and  your  own  safety  after  the  death 
of  your  husband,  before  the  Regency  was  settled  ?  " 

Anne  of  Austria  bows  her  head  in  silence.  She  is  evi- 
dently determined  not  to  take  oflfence.  If  any  one  else 
had  dared  to  mention  the  Cardinal  to  her  in  such  language 
she  would  have  ordered  him  to  the  Bastille. 

Had  the  Duke  been  less  giddy  this  knowledge  ought 
to  have  curbed  him,  especially  after  the  warning  he  had 
received ;  but  his  thoughts  are  now  passing  into  a  dif- 
ferent channel,  and  he  heeds  it  not. 

^'Yes,  cousin,  I  have  known  you  long,  and  closely," 
is  the  Queen's  cautious  rejoinder.  "You  have  been  at 
Rambouillet,  Prince,"  she  contiaues  ;  "have  you  had  good 
sport  ?  The  canals  there  are,  I  am  told,  full  of  fat  carp. 
Do  you  love  fishing  ?  " 

The  Duke  stares  at  her  without  replying.  The  Queen, 
who  appears  to  desire  to  continue  the  conversation,  yet 
to  avoid  all  discussion,  still  speaks — 

"  My  son  will  grow  up  to  be  a  keen  sportsman,  I  hope. 
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The  royal  forests  must  be  better  guarded.     Did  you  and 
the  Due  de  Nemours  find  any  deer  at  Bambouillet  ?  " 

Spite  of  the  Queen's  unusual  loquacity,  there  is  some- 
thing in  her  manner  Tvliich  irritates  the  excitable  Duke. 
He  cannot  altogether  convince  himself  that  she  is  not 
mocking  him.  He  had  come  certainly  repentant,  but  his 
fiery  temper  now  overmasters  him  at  the  bare  suspicion. 

"Did  your  Majesty  send  for  me  to  put  such  questions 
as  these  ?  "  cries  he  roughly.  "  If  so,  I  would  ratitier  have 
stayed  at  Eambouillet." 

"Truly,  Duke,"  replies  the  Queen  evasively,  colouring 
at  his  bluntness,  "it  is  difficult  to  content  you.  I  have 
already  said  that  I  summoned  you  for  no  special  purpose, 
save  that  we  might  converse  together" — and  she  stops 
suddenly,  and  hesitates — "as  cousins,  and  dsfriends.^^ 

This  last  word  is  spoken  slowly  and  with  manifest  effort. 
Her  voice,  which  has  a  strange  ring  in  it,  is  drowned  by 
a  clap  of  thunder,  still  distant,  and  a  flash  of  lightning 
illuminates  the  room  for  an  instant,  and  rests  upon  the 
long  fair  hair  and  frowning  countenance  of  Beaufort.  Her 
words  are  bland,  but  her  bearing  is  distant  and  constrained. 
Even  the  unobservant  Beaufort  is  struck  by  this  anomaly ; 
but  he  attributes  it  to  some  vestige  of  displeasure  at  his 
late  conduct. 

"  I  trust,  Madame,  you  will  always  treat  me  with  the 
confidence  proper  to  both  these  titles,"  he  replies  stiffly. 

Her  words  appease,  but  do  not  satisfy  him.  Even 
while  speaking,  the  Queen  has  turned  her  head  towards 
the  door  of  her  writing-closet,  and  listens.  The  wind 
roars  without,  and  the  waters  of  the  Seine  dash  themselves 
against  the  low  walls  that  border  the  Quay,  but  no  sound 
within  is  audible.  Anne  of  Austria  resumes  the  conver- 
sation as  though  talking  against  time.  But  Beaufort, 
naturally  unobservant,  is  now  too  much  excited  to  notice 
this.  He  has  forgotten  all  that  his  mother  and  sister  had 
said.     Not  the  slightest  suspicion  crosses  his  mind. 

"It  is  a  boisterous  evening,"  continues  the  Queen,  looking 
out  of  the  window — a  faint  flash  of  lightning  plays  round 
her  darkly  robed  figure — "  but  the  storm  is  still  distant. 

y2 
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By-the-bye,  my  cousin,  am  I  to  congratulate  you  on  being 
appointed  beadle  of  Saint-Nicholas  des  Champa?"  asks 
the  Queen,  still  smiling.  "  The  bourgeoisie  must  be 
greatly  flattered  by  your  condescension." 

"That  is  a  matter  of  opinion,"  answers  Beaufort.  "I 
glory  in  belonging  to  the  people.  I  would  rather  be 
called  lloi  des  Holies  than  King  of  France." 

The  Queen  says  no  more,  again  she  listens.  She  seems 
more  and  more  embarrassed,  and  the  conversation  lan- 
guishes. The  Duke  begins  to  be  conscious  that  something 
is  amiss.  lie  even  goes  the  length  of  secretly  wishing 
that  the  interview  were  over.  A  heaviness  oppresses  him  ; 
it  is  stiflingly  hot,  and  the  thunder  sounds  nearer.  The 
image  of  his  mother  weeping  bitterly  rises  up,  unbidden, 
before  him.     Can  there  be  any  truth  in  her  warning  ? 

"Yes,"  continues  Beaufort  after  an  awkward  pause, 
"Yes,  I  may  be  too  much  of  a  Frondeur  to  please  you, 
Madame,  and  for  my  own  safety  also."  Again  the  Queen 
turns  her  head,  and  listens  anxiously.  "A  Frondeur 
against  a  government  headed  by  an  alieii — ^not  a  Frondeur 
against  you,  my  cousin — never  against  you.  To  you  I 
am  ever  loyal.  You  know  this."  His  voice  grows 
thick.  lie  is  much  moved.  "You,  my  cousin,  can 
never  forget  my  long  exile  after  the  death  of  Cinq-Mars 
at  Lyons  for  your  sake.     Surely  you  cannot  forget  ?  " 

Anne  moves  uneasily ;  she  taps  her  small  foot  on  the 
floor  impatiently.  Iler  eyes  are  bent  outwai'ds  upon  the 
approaching  storm,  Avhich  draws  each  instant  nearer.  The 
heavens  arc  now  like  a  wall  of  blackness,  save  where  the 
lightning  glitters  for  a  moment.  Yet  she  neither  calls  for 
lights,  nor  closes  the  window. 

"  Next  to  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse,"  Beaufort  cbn- 
tinues,  "Eichelieu  hated  me,  because  I  was  devoted  soul 
and  body  to  you,  and  he  knew  it.  Ah,  my  cousin,  had 
the  Duchess  and  I,  your  two  friends,  spoken,  where  would 
you  have  been  now  ?  Not  on  the  throne,  certainly.  I 
carried  your  secret  safely  into  England  with  me — I  would 
have  carried  it  to  the  gi'ave — and  you  are  Kegent  of 
France." 
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Whatever  the  Queen  may  feel,  she  carefully  conceals 
it.  A  stony  expression  spreads  itself  over  her  face,  and 
the  smile  on  her  lip  becomes  almost  a  grimace,  her  mouth 
is  so  tightly  set. 

*'If  I  am  grown  rough  and  coarse,"  he  continues, 
"  like  the  rabble  among  whom  I  live — if  I  ofltend  you  by 
my  frankness,  remember  Beaufort  was  faithful  to  you  in 
adversity — ^most  ti'ue  and  faithftd." 

The  tears  come  into  his  eyes  as  he  speaks ;  .  he  brushes 
them  off  with  his  sleeve.  The  Queen  is  not  at  all  moved 
by  this  appeal.  A  third  time  she  turns  her  head  as  if  lis- 
tening for  some  expected  sound — then,  hearing  nothing, 
her  eyelids,  drop,  and  she  plays  with  her  faji. 

^'  These  are  difficult  times,  my  cousin,"  she  says  at  last, 
speaking  slowly.  "  Much  depends  on  the  princes  of  the 
blood.  I  reckon  on  you,  Duke,  as  a  firm  pillar  of  the 
State,"  and  she  touches  him  with  her  fan. 

Beaufort  starts.  "Would  I  were  such  a  pillar!"  he 
exclaims  with  warmth.  "Take  Gondi  as  your  minister, 
my  cousin.  Send  Mazarin  back  to  the  Eoman  gutter 
from  whence  he  sprung.  You  would  have  no  more  trouble 
with  the  parliament.  I  wan-ant  you  they  would  obey  you 
like  lambs,  my  cousin.  Banish  Mazarin,  and  I  will  lead 
you  and  the  young  King  in  triumph  throughout  France. 
Not  a  Frondeur  would  be  left  in  the  land.  If  there 
were,  I  would  shoot  him  with  my  own  hand.  Answer  me, 
Madame ;  will  you  try  ?  " 

Beaufort  stretclics  out  his  hand  as  he  speaks  to  clasp 
that  of  the  Queen.  Anne  neither  stirs,  neither  looks  up, 
nor  touches  his  hand.  To  speak  is  evidently  difficult  to 
her.  Surely  she  must  be  expecting  some  one,  for  she  again 
turns  her  head  towards  the  writing-closet  and  listens.  A 
sharp  clap  of  thunder  rattles  through  the  room ;  when  it 
is  past  her  eyes  rest  upon  the  Duke,  who  is  eagerly  await- 
ing her  reply.  The  set  smile  is  still  on  her  lips ;  she  is 
about  to  answer  him,  when  a  distinct  sound  of  footsteps 
is  heard  within  in  her  writing-closet.  A  page  enters, 
and  announces  Cardinal  Mazarin' s  arrival  to  consult  her 
Majesty  on  urgent  state  business.     Beaufort's  face  darkens. 
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Ere  the  page  has  ceased  speaking,  the  long-gathering  storm 
bursts  fortit  with  fury.  A  tremendous  peal  of  thunder 
shakes  the  palace,  and  big  drops  of  rain  are  driven  through 
the  window.  The  Queen  rises  hastily  and  signs  to  the 
page  to  close  the  sash.  She  is  evidently  greatly  relieved. 
"  I  regret  this  interruption.  Prince,"  she  says,  speaking 
rapidly,  "  but  it  is  unavoidable.  I  must  not  keep  the 
Cardinal  waiting.  I  cannot,  however,  consider  your  audi- 
ence as  over.  Will  your  highness  favour  me  by  remaining 
in  the  apartments  of  the  ladies  of  honour  until  I  am  free?" 
and,  not  waiting  for  his  reply,  she  hastily  passes  into  her 
closet.  Deluges  of  rain  fall,  flash  after  flash  lights  up  the 
heavens,  and  peals  of  thunder  rapidly  succeed  each  other. 

The  Due  de  Beaufort  finds  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse 
and  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  sitting  together  in  one  of 
the  apartments  of  the  suite  allotted  to  the  ladies  in  wait- 
ing. As  he  enters  they  both  rise  hurriedly,  and  contem- 
plate him  in  mute  astonishment. 

"  Why,  Duke,"  cries  the  Duchess,  "  is  it  possible  ?  You 
here  ?    You  in  the  Louvre  ?  " 

"And  why  not,  madame?  What  do  these  chattering 
women  mean?"  he  mutters  to  himself.  "One  would 
think  I  were  a  monster." 

"  What !  have  you  not  heard,  that  you  are  accused  of  a 
plot  to  assassinate  the  Cardinal  ?  " 

"The  Queen  knows  the  particulars,"  broke  in  Made- 
moiselle de  Hautefort.  "  She  told  me  so  at  her  lever  this 
morning." 

"  Perhaps  you  will  kindly  inform  me  what  these  parti- 
culars are,  madame  ?"  replies  Beaufort  savagely. 

"  Why,  Duke,  you  must  be  out  of  your  senses !  " 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,  madame ;  pray  let  me  hear  of  what 
I  am  accused." 

"  Why,  that  in  order  to  take  the  Cardinal's  life  you  had 
stationed  soldiers  in  ambush  along  the  road  to  Longchamps, 
to  fire  on  him,  as  he  passed  in  his  coach  on  his  way  to  dine 
with  the  President  Maison." 

"  The  simple-hearted  Cardinal !  Imagine,  your  high- 
ness," cries  the  Duchess,  "Signore  Giulio,  after  having 
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said  his  prayers,  trotting  along  demurely  in  his  red  coach, 
a  perfect  angel — ^wanting  only  wings  to  fly  away  from  a 
wicked .  world,  innocent  of  so  much  as  an  evil  thought ! 
We  know  you  are  a  Frondeur^  Duke,  but  you  are  also  a 
barbarian  to  desire  the  life  of  such  a  saint,"  and  the 
Duchess  laughs  her  merry  laugh. 

"Perhaps,  madame,"  says  Beaufort,  turning  towards 
Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  ''you  will  have  the  goodness 
to  proceed  in  the  relation  of  my  supposed  crime  ?  " 

"I  have  neither  the  wit  nor  the  high  spirits  of  her 
Grace  of  Lorraine,"  replies  she,  "  to  jest.  I  assure  you, 
Duke,  it  is  a  very  grave  matter.  You  are  in  the  utmost 
danger.  The  Cardinal  has  made  her  Majesty  believe  that 
his  life  was  only  saved  by  the  accidental  arrival  of  the 
Due  d' Orleans — who  was  going  to  dine  at  the  same  party 
— on  horseback,  and  who,  as  a  violent  shower  of  rain 
came  on,  dismounted  and  got  into  the  Cardinal's  coach. 
His  presence  saved  the  Cardinal,  the  guard  could  not  fire 
upon  his  Eoyal  Highness.  You  may  imagine  the  agitation 
of  her  Majesty." 

"  Capital,  capital ! "  exclaims  the  Duchess,  clapping  her 
hands,  and  still  laughing ;  "  admirably  done.  I  never  gave 
your  highness  credit  for  so  much  invention.  What  a  pity 
the  Due  d' Orleans  did  not  start  a  little  sooner,"  adds  she, 
in  a  lower  voice,  "  or  that  it  rained  !  Signer  Giulio  would 
have  been  in  heaven  by  this  time." 

The  Due  de  Beaufort  sees  that  Mademoiselle  de  Haute- 
fort looks  both  concerned  and  vexed  at  this  levity.  He 
had  left  his  mother  and  sister  as  he  entered  in  tears. 
Was  it  possible  all  this  might  be  true  ? 

"  I  beseech  you,  Duke,  to  leave  the  Louvre  while  you 
can,"  says  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  very  earnestly. 

''  But  I  am  waiting  here,  madame,  at  the  express  com- 
mand of  her  Majesty,  until  Mazarin,  with  whom  she  is  now 
engaged  in  the  council-chamber,  retires." 

"  Are  they  alone  ?  "  asks  the  Duchess. 

"Yes,  madame." 

"  Then,  Duke,  I  do  advise  you  at  once  to  escape  while 
you  can.     If  her  Majesty  told  you  to  remain,  and  she  is 
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now  closeted  with  Mazarin,  the  sooner  you  pass  the  gates 
of  Paris  the  better ;  unless  your  highness  particularly  de- 
sire to  air  the  best  set  of  rooms  in  the  Bastille ;  and  even 
they  are  dull,"  she  adds,  with  that  invincible  desire  to 
laugh  and  make  others  laugh,  at  once  her  charm  and  her 
defect. 

Careless  as  is  the  Due  de  Beaufort,  his  confidence  is 
shaken.  He  had  taken  up  his  velvet  cap  to  depart,  when 
a  knock  is  heard  at  the  door.  * 

'^  Come  in,"  cries  the  Duchess. 

It  was  Guitaut,  Captain  of  the  Queen's  Guards.  He 
walks  up  to  the  Duke,  and  lays  his  hand  on  his  shoulder : 
"  I  command  your  highness  to  follow  me,  in  the  name  of 
the  King  and  of  the  Queen-Eegent." 

Even  the  Duchess  becomes  serious. 

Beaufort  eyes  Guitaut  for  some  time  in  silence.  "  This 
is  very  strange,  Guitaut.  There  must  be  some  mistake. 
I  am  here  by  her  Majesty's  commands,  awaiting  a  further 
audience." 

"  I  know  nothing  of  that,  your  highness.  My  instructions 
are  precise.     You  are  under  arrest." 

Beaufort  unbuckles  his  sword.  He  presents  it  to  Guitaut. 
Then  he  turns  to  the  Duchess  and  Mademoiselle  de  Hautc- 
fort,  whose  countenances  express  the  concern  they  both  feel. 
^^  You  are  witness,  ladies,  that  I,  a  prince  of  the  blood, 
am  arrested  when,  in  obedience  to  her  Majesty's  commands, 
I  am  awaiting  the  honour  of  a  further  audience.  Par  Dieu^ 
that  sneaking  varlet,  Mazarin,  shall  pay  for  this.  The 
Coadjutor  will  revenge  me.  Lead  on,  Guitaut.  Where  is 
it  to  be?    The  Bastille?" 

"  I  have  orders  to  conduct  your  highness  to  the  Castle  of 
Vincennes,"  replies  Guitaut,  bowing/ 

'^To  Vincennes!  And  by  the  Queen's  order!  Ventre 
de  ma  vie  !  she  is  a  traitress  after  all ! " 


CHAPTEK  XLVII. 

MIDNIGHT  VISITORS. 

The  Queen  could  no  longer  appear  in  the  streets  without 
insult.  The  mob  laughed  in  her  face,  and  called  her 
Madame  Anne.  They  saluted  Mazarin  with  howls,  as  her 
Bon  ami;  some  said  Amant.  The  words  sound  much 
alike  when  shouted  by  a  mob,  and  are  not  indeed  always 
different  in  point  of  fact.  Gondi,  in  the  parliament,  uttered 
thrilling  words  about  la  belle  France  going  to  perdition 
between  a  Spanish  regent  and  an  Italian  minister.  No 
president  was  found  to  rebuke  him.  Indeed,  when  he 
demanded  that  the  law  respecting  aliens  holding  offices  of 
state,  passed  against  Concini  (Marechal  d'Ancre)  in  the 
regency  of  Marie  de  Medici,  should  be  amended  to  suit 
the  present  crisis,  his  words  were  received  with  such  a 
fury  of  applause  that  the  roof  was  very  nearly  brought 
down  about  his  head.  Yet  if  any  single  member  of  that 
noisy  parliament  had  been  asked  what  national  misfortune 
he  dreaded,  what  unpunished  crime,  what  neglect,  or  what 
personal  hardship  he  desired  to  redress,  he  would  have 
found  it  difficult  to  answer.  It  was  the  fashion  for  every 
one  to  be  discontented  and  to  rebel.  If  citizens,  to  call 
themselves  Frondeurs ;  if  nobles,  Importants.  To  object 
to  everything;  to  harass  the  Government,  refuse  to  pay 
taxes  and  subsidies ;  and  to  threaten  to  call  in  Spain  on 
the  most  trivial  pretences.  And  this  because  two  duchesses 
had  quarrelled,  and  certain  hungry  princes  had  lost  the 
sinecures  they  craved  for.  Thus  began  the  civil  war  of 
the  Fronde,  which  lasted  during  the  whole  of  the  minority 
of  Louis  XIV. 
Mazarin,  when  he  heard  that  the  parliament,  lashed  on 
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by  Gondi,  the  Coadjutor,  seriously  proposed  to  revive  an 
obsolete  law,  which  would  connect  his  name  with  that 
of  Concini,  who  had  been  shot  down  like  a  dog  within  the 
precincts  of  the  Louvre,  was  alarmed.  Not  being  a  soldier 
like  Eichelieu,  nor  a  patriot  like  De  Ketz,  but  only  a  soft- 
spoken  Italian,  with  a  slight  frame, — no  unnecessary  bones 
or  muscles, — long  thin  hands,  and  a  sallow,  womanish  face, 
he  applied  to  tho  all-powerful  Conde  for  help.  Conde 
effected  a  compromise  with  Gondi.  So  no  more  was  heard 
of  the  obnoxious  law  at  that  particular  time.  But  the  par- 
liament had,  like  a  young  lion,  tasted  blood  in  the  way  of 
power,  liked  it,  and  was  not  to  be  appeased.  Spite  of 
Conde,  seditious  edicts  and  offensive  measures,  all  suggested 
by  the  Coadjutor,  continued  to  bo  passed ;  and  Mazarin  shut 
himself  up  within  four  walls,  fearing  for  his  very  life. 

It  is  night  and  very  dark ;  only  a  few  ill-trimmed  lamps 
placed  on  pulleys  across  the  street,  and  under  the  signs  of 
the  various  shops,  at  long  distances  from  each  other,  cast 
a  dim  and  flickering  light.  The  unpaved  streets  are  muddy 
and  full  of  holes ;  a  mob  is  collecting  in  the  darkness  between 
the  Louvre,  the  Church  of  Saint-Germain  I'Auxerrois,  and 
the  garden  of  the  Palais  Koyal.  It  thickens  every  moment; 
group  after  group  of  men  and  some  women  emerge  from  the 
gloom.  They  pour  down  from  Saint-Jacques  and  from 
Saint- Antoine,  from  the  quays  and  the  heart  of  the  old 
Koman  city  about  Notre-Dame  and  the  Hotel  Dieu.  They 
gather  from  all  quarters.  Before  an  hour  has  passed,  a 
dense  multitude,  many  thousands  in  number,  arc  packed 
together.  Those  who  stand  under  the  dim  lamps  have  a 
dogged,  resolute  look.  All  eyes  are  directed  towards  the 
Palais  Eoyal,  separated  by  a  high  wall  from  the  street. 
The  huge  building  rises  up  a  gaunt  mass  before  them.  Not 
a  light  is  to  be  seen  at  any  of  the  windows  ;  not  a  sentinel 
is  visible,  they  are  withdrawn  within  the  postern.  Threats 
and  oaths  and  ribald  jests  pass  from  mouth  to  mouth  loudly 
and  without  fear ;  savage  cries  and  shouts  of  laughter  ring 
along  the  silent  streets.  Anne  of  Austria,  with  her  two 
sons,  is  within  the  palace.  She  is  quite  aware  what  is 
passing  without.     From  an  upper  window,  in  a  darkened 
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room,  she  watches  the  citizens  pressing  closer  and  closer  to 
the  gates.  From  amid  the  tumult,  groans  and  imprecations 
are  now  audible;  the  words  reach  her  ears.  "Where  is 
the  little  King  ?  "  cries  one.  "  We  will  see  him ! "  shrieks 
another.  "You  fool!  he  is  not  here,"  answers  a  third,  a 
smith,  as  black  as  his  forge,  from  the  slums  of  Saint- Antoine. 
"Why  not?  where  should  he  be  but  at  home?"  another  voice 
asks.  "  We  will  force  the  gates,  and  find  him  ! "  roars  a 
stumpy  man,  with  stentorian  voice,  shaking  his  fist,  and 
struggling  to  the  front.  "  Find  him  !  where  will  you  find 
him  ?  he  is  in  Spain,"  shouts  one  at  his  elbow.  "  Curses 
on  the  Italian  priest !  "  howl  many  voices  in  horrible 
chorus.  This  cry  excites  the  entire  multitude  to  frenzy ;  it 
is  taken  up  from  all  parts,  and  a  volley  of  groans  and  curses 
for  a  time  drowns  all  else.  The  crowd  surges  to  and  fro, 
like  breakers  on  a  rocky  shore.  Each  moment  it  approaches 
nearer  the  palace.  A  tall  spare  man,  an  emissary  of  De 
Eetz,  who  all  along  has  taken  an  active  part  in  inciting 
the  people,  seizes  on  the  moment  as  propitious,  and  calls 
out  in  a  loud  voice,  "Death  to  Mazarin!"  Thousands 
re-echo,  "  Death  to  Mazarin ! "  With  hideous  gesticula- 
tions they  throw  their  arms  aloft ;  caps  fly  into  the  air ; 
innumerable  hands  are  clapped  in  savage  applause.  "  Death 
to  Mazarin !  "  passes  down  the  lines  of  the  long  streets.  It 
is  heard  at  the  crossways,  and  at  every  side  alley  and 
opening,  dying  away  in  the  far  distance  into  indistinct 
murmurs. 

The  Queen  hears  this  death-cry  standing  at  the  darkened 
window,  and  trembles.  Again  liie  maddened  people  shout, 
"  Down  with  Mazarin !  "  and  again,  "  Down  with  him  ! " 
is  echoed  from  afar.  "  He  has  spirited  away  our  little 
Louis  into  Spain  to  kill  him  !"  "He  has  murdered  the 
Eegent ! "  yells  out  the  tall,  spare  man,  forcing  his  way 
hither  and  thither.  "  Death  to  the  traitor ! "  "  To  the 
gallows  with  all  foreigners ! "  is  the  murderous  response  of 
the  mob. 

Fresh  cries  now  arise,  led  by  the  tall,  spare  man  with 
the  powerful  voice.  "  Vive  Gondi,  our  noble  bishop !  We 
will  have  Gondi  !  the  Queen  shall  choose  Gondi,  our  Coad- 
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jutor ! "  "  Come  forth  and  answer  to  us,  Dame  Anne  !  " 
shrieks  a  shrill  woman's  voice,  very  near  the  palace,  during 
a  momentary  lull.  "  Come  forth,  or  we  will  break  in  and 
shoot  you !  Where  is  our  Roi  des  Halles  ?  Where  is 
Beaufort?  Come  out  to  us,  and  speak  like  an  honest 
woman  !  Let  Beaufort  free  ! — Give  up  your  lover,  Maza- 
rin  !  "  bellows  a  fat  beldame  from  the  Halles.  ^'  Give  up 
the  bon  amiy  and  we  will  roast  him  at  the  Greve,  and  dance 
round  the  bonfire  !  "  and  hideous  peals  of  laughter,  yells, 
hisses,  and  imprecations  rise  out  of  the  night.  Then, 
growing  impatient,  the  whole  mass,  with  one  accord,  vocii- 
erate,  "  We  will  see  the  King !  where  is  the  King  ?  Show 
us  the  little  King,  or  we  will  set  fire  to  the  palace.  The 
King  !  the  King  ! '' 

A  tremendous  rush  is  made  from  behind  ;  those  in  front 
fall  down,  screaming  that  they  are  killed ;  others  ti'ample 
upon  their  bodies.  The  gates  are  forced ;  the  foremost 
find  themselves  within  the  court.  Pushed  on  by  the  press 
from  behind,  they  now  stand  under  the  colonnade,  then 
beneath  the  portico,  on  past  the  Queen's  Guards,  who, 
commanded  only  to  defend,  not  to  attack,  stand  back  with 
drawn  swords  in  their  hands,  darkly  eyeing  the  rioters. 
The  lofty  portals  of  the  Palais  Eoyal  are  wide  open ;  there 
are  lights  within  the  ample  hall.  Beyond  is  the  grand 
staircase,  with  gilded  banisters.  Finding  no  obstacle,  they 
mount  the  stairs.  On  the  first  landing-  a  woman  stands, 
immovable.  It  is  the  Queen*  She  is  alone.  She  is  pale, 
but  betmys  no  fear.  The  rude  intruders  draw  back, 
amazed  at  the  vision  of  majesty  and  loveliness  before  them. 
Anne  of  Austria  beckons  to  them  to  advance.  She  places 
her  finger  on  her  lip,  commanding  silence.  The  rabble, 
before  so  noisy,  are  instantly  hushed  as  by  a  charm. 
Signing  to  the  foremost  to  follow  her,  she  leads  the  way, 
through  sumptuous  chambers  and  vaulted  galleries,  to  the 
King's  sleeping-room.  She  approaches  his  little  bed  of 
gilt  lattice- work,  and  gently  drawing  aside  the  lace  curtains, 
displays  Louis  XIV.  in  the  sound  and  tranquil  sleep  of 
childhood.  The  citizen  Frondeurs  are  satisfied.  The 
mothers  bless  his  baby  face  and  rich  auburn  curls.     The 
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men  contemplate  the  Queen  with  awe.     She  stands  beside 

tie  bed,  surveying  them  with  royal  unconcern.     When 

they  have  stared  their  full  at  the  little  King  and  at  her, 

those  who  have  already  entered  turn  back.     No  others 

dare  approach.    Ashamed  and  silent,  they  retreat  across  the 

halls  and  sculptured  galleries  in  a  very  different  spirit  to 

that  in  which  they  came. 

♦  ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

Anne  of  Austria  grows  more  and  more  devout.  She 
spends  long  hours  in  her  oratory,  prostrate  before  an 
image  of  the  Magdalene.  She  often  retires  to  the  Yal 
de  Grace,  where  she  has  built  a  splendid  church,  as  a  thank- 
offering  for  the  birth  of  her  sons.  For  days  together  she 
wears  closely  fitting  serge  dresses,  buttoned  up  to  the 
throat,  like  a  lay  nun.  She  fasts,  and  chastises  herself 
with  a  severity  proper  alike  to  a  sinner  or  a  saint. 

Yet  there  are  whispers,  and  confidences,  and  anecdotes 
touching  her  intimacy  with  Cardinal  Mazarin,  not  quite  in 
accordance  with  such  excessive  austerity. 

It  is  a  liaison  too  public  for  intrigue,  uneasy  enough 
for  marriage  ! 

The  constant  reproaches  she  addresses  to  her  ladies  in 
waiting  for  their  lack  of  devotion,  tends  rather  to  enrage 
than  to  edify  these  pretty  siimers.  Mademoiselle  de  Pons, 
with  a  smile  and  a  toss  of  the  head,  draws  Mademoiselle  de 
la  Mothe  into  a  comer,  and  repeats  some  hard  words  the 
Queen  has  spoken  to  her.  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  of 
a  quick,  impulsive  temperament,  is  continually  either  in  a 
passion  or  in  tears.  The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  is  unusu- 
ally grave,  and  more  silent  than  she  ever  was  before. 
The  Duchesse  de  Noailles,  lady  of  the  bed-chamber,  her 
attendance  at  the  Palais  Eoyal  over,  orders  her  coach  and, 
in  company  with  the  Duchesse  de  Sennecy,  returns  home 
to  her  hotel  in  the  Place  Eoyale,  in  a  very  bad  humour. 
Here  a  party  of  ladies,  "her  nineteen  bosom  friends,"  are 
awaiting  her  arrival.  They  are  all  eager  for  gossip,  and 
all  pledged  to  a  vow  of  eternal  secrecy,  a  promise  they  will 
keep  as  long  as  the  retailer  of  the  scandal  is  speaking. 
Coffee  has  been  handed  round  in  delicate  cups  of  Oriental 
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porcelain.  Bon-bons  and  cakes,  served  on  trays  of  gold 
repotiss^^  have  been  discussed ;  the  ladies  lean  back  in  their 
chairs,  to  listen  with  greater  ease.  Then  the  Duchesse 
de  Noailles,  addressing  herself  particnlarly  to  Madame  de 
Sennecy  and  a  certain  Comtesse  de  Lude,  remarkable  for  a 
thin  pinched  face  and  a  very  red  nose,  begins. 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

THE     TWO     DUCHESSES. 

"  Mesdames,  you  have  asked  me  to  give  you  some  details 
of  what  is  passing  in  the  palace.  I  will  do  so ;  but  do 
not  imagine,  for  Heaven's  sake,  that  I  wish  to  spread  evil 
reports  or  to  act  la  scandaletise.  Far  from  it ;  as  long  as 
I  remain  in  the  Queen^s  service,  whatever  her  conduct 
may  be  towards  me,  I  shall  bear  it.  I  shall  not  dream  of 
revenge." 

"Oh,  dear  no,  not  in  the  least,"  the  ladies  murmur; 
"  nothing  can  be  more  proper." 

"  But,  really,  when  I  see  such  an  aJBfectation  of  devotion, 
that  serge  gown,  and  no  ornaments  except  on  state  recep- 
tions ;  such  severity,  too,  towards  every  one  who  dresses 
like  the  rest  of  the  world — she  told  me  the  other  day 
my  dress  was  too  dScollete  habit — can  you  conceive  ? — it  is 
more  than  human  nature  can  bear.  It  sets  me  remembering 
certain  stories  well  known  to  everybody  within  the  palace, 
when  her  Majesty  wore  low  dresses  too,  and  was  not  quite 
such  a  devote  as  die  pretends  to  be  now." 

The  assembled  ladies  assent  silently.  The  Duchesse  de 
Noailles,  who  is  excited  and  has  spoken  quickly,  having 
stopped  to  take  breath,  the  Duchesse  de  Senn^cy  seizes  the 
moment  to  break  in — 

"  You  may  do  as  you  please,  dear  Duchess,  but  for  my 
part  I  am  indignant  with  her  Majesty.  She  has  no  grati- 
tude. I  might  have  ruined  her  years  ago,  when  my  cousin, 
Louise  de  Lafayette,  could  turn  the  late  King  Louis  XIII. 
round  her  finger ;  one  word  from  her,  and  the  Queen  would 
have  been  exiled !  I  am  indignant,  I  repeat — I  am  actually 
not  allowed  to  choose  my  own  confessor  I     Her  Majesly 
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insists  that  I  should  select  a  Jesuit — a  protege  of  Mazarin 
— a  man,  as  I  believe,  not  to  be  trusted.  And  the  reason 
she  gives  is^  *  that  it  is  for  the  good  of  my  soul  VI  can 
take  care  of  my  own  soul,  I  suppose.  I  always  confess 
twice  a  year.  What  is  it  to  her  Majesty  if  I  do  not  confess 
at  all?" 

All  the  ladies  murmur  acquiescence,  and  the  red-nosed 
Countess,  Madame  de  Lude,  says,  "  It  is  an  impertinence." 

^^  Every  one  must  see,"  continues  Madame  de  Sennecy, 
speaking  rapidly,  for  she  observes  that  Madame  de  Noailles 
is  eager  to  proceed,  "  the  power  Mazarin  exercises  over 
her.  In  her  youth  Eichelieu  loved  her :  now  it  is  Mazarin. 
She  is  bom  to  ensnare  the  Sacred  College — ^perhaps  his 
Holiness  himself,  if  he  crossed  the  Apennines " 

"  Oh,  Duchess,"  exclaim  several  voices,  "  how  shocking ! " 
and  some  ladies  hold  up  their  fans  before  their  faces. 

"  Gently,  madame,"  says  Madame  de  Noailles,  interrupt- 
ing ;  "I  detest  calumny.  I  only  speak  of  the  past — that 
cannot  hurt  her  Majesty." 

^^  I  speak  of  the  present,"  cries  Madame  de  Senn6cy 
with  irritation.  "  There  is  quite  enough  to  talk  about  in 
the  present,  without  recalling  the  past.  The  partiality  of 
the  Queen  positively  injures  Mazarin.  I  believe  that  this 
is  the  principal  reason  of  the  great  animosity  against  him 
among  the  citizens  of  Paris,  who  call  themselves  Frondeurs.^^ 

"  But,  my  tres  chere^^^  answers  Madame  de  Noailles, — 
the  Mrs.  Candour  of  that  day,  who,  although  quite  as 
spiteful  as  her  friendj^  had  more  discretion,  and  dreaded  the 
mischief  that  might  arise  by-and-by  if  the  tongues  of  all  the 
assembled  ladies  were  let  loose, — "but,  my  tris  chere^  it  is 
believed  that  her  Majesty  is  privately  married  to  Mazarin ; 
the  Cardinal  has  never  taken  priest's  orders  ;  the  Queen  is 
a  widow.  Madame  de  Motteville  is  of  this  opinion ;  enfin^  I 
believe  it  myself:  else  that  sneaking,  honey-mouthed 
Italian,  whom  we  all  knew  as  ^  Signer  Giulio,'  secretary 
to  the  great  Eichelieu,  would  never  dare  to  be  so  unkind 
to  the  King  and  the  little  Duke,  or  so  arrogant  to  her 
Majesty." 

"  Ciel !  how  contemptuously  Mazarin  answers  the  Queen 
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sometimes-— how  meekly  she  bears  it !  "  exclaims  Madame 
de  Seim6cy.  "  Beringhen  tells  me  that  he  will  not  allow 
the  King  and  his  brother  proper  body-linen,  and  that  the 
sheets  of  their  beds  are  in  holes." 

"ilA,  Dim!  what  a  shame,"  cry  the  ladies — "the  King  of 
France ! " — and  the  red-nosed  Countess  declares,  "  That 
the  parliament  ought  to  know  it." 

This  idea  alarms  Madame  de  Noailles  extremely.  She 
does  not  want  to  lose  her  place  at  Court,  yet  it  is  sweet  .to 
her  to  hear  the  Queen  abused,  who  had  so  sternly  forbade 
her  to  appear  again  before  her  in  such  low  dresses. 

"  Well,  Mazarin  is  bad  enough,  mesdames,"  cries  Madame 
de  Senn6cy  (not  to  be  quelled  by  the  frowns  and  signs 
of  her  senior);  "he  is  bad  enough — ^the  blood-sucker — as 
that  dear  handsome  Duo  de  Beaufort  calls  him ;  but,  for 
my  part,  I  can  tolerate  him  much  better  than  those  nieces 
of  his,  who  come  up  one  ]by  one  from  Kome — Mancini  and 
Martinozzi,  or  whatever  he  calls  them — ^with  their  bold 
Italian  looks  and  big  eyes,  devouring  every  man  they  see. 
How  intolerable  they  are  !  " 

"They  are  quite  improper,"  puts  in  the  red-nosed 
Countess,  "and  very  ugly." 

Some  of  the  ladies  say  they  do  not  think  so.  Others 
declare  that  they  are  sallow,  bony,  and  ill-shaped. 
Madame  de  Sennecy  ends  the  discussion  by  declaring  that 
one  is  deformed,  and  that  the  other  limps ;  a  statement 
utterly  untrue,  but  which  is  received  as  gospel.  Madame 
de  Noailles  declares  that  she  is  sure  the  Queen  would 
never  allow  such  ci*eatures  to  be  about  the  Court  if  she 
could  help  it.  It  is  most  dangerous  for  his  Sacred  Majesty 
to  be  educated  with  them,  fie  might  become  attached  to 
Olympia  for  instance,  the  eldest  unmarried  one. 

A  shudder  passes  through  the  assembled  ladies  at  such 
a  monstrous  supposition.  The  red-nosed  Countess  opines 
that  the  princes  of  the  blood  should  have  such  hussies 
imprisoned  in  the  Bastille,  and  fed  on  bread  and  water. 

"  Ah,  ladies,"  cries  Madame  de  Noailles,  in  her  shrill 
voice,  "  how  little  you  know  of  the  intrigues  of  a  Court ! 
Mazarin  fully  intends  to  marry  his  saucy  niece,  Olympia, 
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to  the  King.    The  Queen  cannot  help  it;  she  is  in  his 
power ;  she  is  his  wife." 

"It  is  to  be  hoped  so,"  mutters  Madame  de  Sennecy ; 
and  the  red-nosed  Countess  shakes  her  head,  and  by  this 
significant  gesture  endorses  her  doubt  of  the  fact. 

"  I  wish  you  would  listen  to  me,"  eays  the  Duchesse 
de  NoaiUes  peevishly.  « I  was  aUuding  to  some  curious 
old  stories  connected  with  the  Queen ;  but,  perhaps, 
ladies,  you  know  them  already,"  and  she  looks  inquiringly 
around. 

"  Very  imperfectly,"  lisps  a  thin  demoiselle  of  uncertain 
age,  who  had  been  disappointed  of  the  situation  of  maid 
of  honour.  And  the  red-nosed  Countess  settles  herself 
in  her  chair,  drinks  another  cup  of  coflBee,  and  begs  Madame 
de  Noailles  to  proceed.  Madame  de  Sennecy  also  joins 
in  the  same  request.  Another  lady,  a  hanger-on  of  the 
Duchesse  de  Noailles,  who  had  not  yet  spoken,  says,  "  It 
is  well  known  that  Madame  la  Duchesse  relates  everything 
in  such  a  piquante  manner."  Thus  encouraged,  the  Duchess 
begins  :— 

"  I  desire  to  speak  of  the  past.  The  past  cannot  injure 
her  Majesty.  I  am  without  prejudice,  and  incapable  of 
malice."  The  Duchesse  de  Sennecy  laughs  behind  her 
fan.  "  I  have  listened  to  all  Madame  de  Sennecy  has 
said  with  deep  concern;"  and  she  crosses  her  hands,  and 
looks  up  at  the  ceiling  with  mock  solemnity.  "I  am 
lady  of  the.  bed-chamber  to  the  Queen — a  position  involv- 
ing certain  duties,  certain  reserves.  God  forbid  I-should 
forget  them ! "  Madame  de  Sennecy  stares  at  her  with 
amazement,  wonderuig  what  is  coming  next.  "Her 
Majesty  was  so  cautious  formerly — so  cautious,  I  say — 
nothing  more — it  is  not  likely  she  should  commit  herself 
now.  I  do  not  therefore  agree  with  Madame  de  Sennecy 
in  her  opinion  that  she  is  privately  married  to  Mazarin." 

•^^  Then  she  ought  to  be,"  the  red-nosed  Countess  says 
sententiously. 

"Eemember  she  had  Madame  de  Chevreuse  to  help 
her  formerly,"  thrusts  in  Madame  do  Sennecy  sharply. 

"  With  your  permission,  ladies,  I  will  begin  my  narra- 
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tive.  But  if  you  interrupt  me,  I  cannot  do  so,"  and 
Madame  de  Noailles  draws  herself  up  with  an  offended 
air.  ''A  thousand  pardons!"  every  one  exclaims.  Not  a 
sound  is  heard.  The  Duchess,  somewhat  pacified,  surveys 
her  audience.  '^  I  presume,  ladies,  we  all  adore  the  miracle 
wrought  in  the  person  of  his  present  Majesty  for  the 
continuance  of  the  royal  line ;  I  say,  in  the  person  of  our 
present  Majesty,  Louis  XIV.,  a  miracle  which  was  brought 
about  by  the  intercession  of  that  saint,  your  cousm, 
Mademoiselle  Louise  de  Lafayette;"  she  turns  towards 
Madame  de  Sennecy,  who  bows.  "  It  was  Mademoiselle 
de  Lafayette  who  persuaded  the  King  to  visit  the  Queen 
at  the  Louvre.  A  miracle— eh,  my  dear  friends?"  and 
a  malicious  smile  plays  about  her  mouth,  and  she  casts 
up  her  eyes  and  pauses ;  ^^  a  wonderful  miracle  after 
twenty-two  years  of  sterility,  and  the  King,  too,  almost 
in  his  grave  ! " 

"Quite  so,"  replies  the  Duchesse  de  Sennecy;  "in- 
credible ! "  All  the  ladies  laugh.  The  red-nosed  Countess 
declares  she  never  had  believed  it;  which  was  exactly 
what  Madame  de  Noailles  intended,  though  she  would 
not  have  said  so  for  the  world ! 

"Well,  after  this  truly  miraculous  event,  and  when 
their  Majesties  were  as  much  alienated  as  ever — ^for  the 
Queen  never  forgave  the  insult  the  King  put  upon  her  at 
the  Val  de  Grace,  in  summoning  her  before  the  council, 
and  making  the  Chancellor  search  her  papers — their 
Majesties  being,  I  repeat,  as  much  alienated  as  ever, 
the  Beau  Buckingham  came  to  Court.*  But,  mesdames, 
this  is  a  long  story ;  you  will  be  fatigued." 

"  No,  no — ^not  in  the  least,"  answer  all  the  ladies  speak- 
ing at  once.  *  "Go  on  Duchess,  pray  go  on ;  tell  us 
about  the  Beau  Buckingham.  Did  he  not  let  pearls  fall 
from  his  dress,  and  when  they  were  picked  up  refuse  to 
take  them  back? "  asks  the  Duchesse  de  Sennecy. 

"  Exactly,"  replies  Madame  de  Noailles.  "Buckingham 
was  a  grand  seigneur." 

^  George  Villiers,  Duke  of  Buckingham,  fiGiYOurite  of  James  I.,  and  of  his  son, 
Charles  L,  ajssassinated  by  Felton,  1628. 
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"  Pray  go  on,  madamc." 

"  Well,  mesdames,  an  embassy  came  from  Charles  I.  of 
England — poor  man,  he  had  his  iead  cut  off  afterwards — 
how  perfidious  those  English  are ! — to  ask  the  hand  of  our 
Princess  Henrietta  Maria — daughter  of  Marie  de  Medici 
and  Henry  IV. — in  marriage.  The  Beau  Buckingham 
was  the  ambassador  chosen,  and  such  a  one  was  never 
seen  before;  so  magnificent,  so  handsome,  so  Uberal. 
His  dress,  his  maimers,  his  cortege,  all  were  perfect.  He 
seemed  like  a  prince  out  of  a  fairy  tale,  just  arrived  from 
the  moon,  who  spoke  nothing  but  diamonds  and  rubies, 
and  at  whose  feet  flowers  sprung  up.  All  the  ladies  lost 
their  hearts  to  him,  the  husbands  shut  themselves  up  in  a 
rage,  and  the  lovers  hanged  themselves  in  sheer  despair  ! 

"  He  soon  saw  how  matters  stood  with  the  poor  Queen. 
She  dared  scarcely  open  her  mouth,  and  looked  so  terrified 
in  the  presence  of  her  husband  and  Cardinal  Eichelieu, 
that  what  with  her  beauty  and  her  evident  sufferings,  she 
might  have  touched  a  heart  of  stone.  Now  the  Beau 
Buckingham  was  far  from  having  a  heart  of  stone  where 
the  ladies  were  concerned.  So,  le  voild  amoureux^  the 
Beau  Buckingham  !  Indeed,  from  the  fibrst  moment  he 
came  to  Court  he  saw  only  the  Queen.  To  her  all  his 
looks,  all  his  attentions,  were  directed, — and  such  looks, 
such  devotion  !  Bon  Dieu^  how  well  I  remember  him  in 
a  justaucorps  of  white  satin  embroidered  with  gold,  leaning 
against  a  pillar  gazing  at  the  Queen,  who  evidently  was 
aware  of  his  glances.  His  long  beautiful  hair  streamed 
over  his  shoulders  in  rich  chestnut  curls,  his  noble  face 
beamed  with  expression ;  in  one  hand  was  a  cavalier's  hat 
covered  with  snowy  plumes,  the  other  was  placed  on  his 
heart. 

'^  The  Queen  was  sensible  to  his  homage.  Poor  Queen  ! 
she  really  was  very  ill  used ;  it  must  have  been  delightful 
to  be  loved  at  last.  Indeed,  it  was  quite  evident  to  me, 
as  well  as  to  the  whole  Court,  that  Buckingham's  feeling 
was  returned.  Sometimes  she  gazed  also,  nor  did  her 
looks  want  fire.  But,  mesdames,  I  hope  you  do  not 
misunderstand   me,"  and  the   Duchess  glances  deprecat- 


.    THE   TWO   DUCHESSES.  341 

ingly  round  the  circle ;  "I  assure  you  I  am  not  censorious ; 
I  am  only  relating  facts,  undoubted  facts,  which  happened 
long  ago — ^in  order  to  convince  you  all  that  Madame  de 
Senn6cy  is  mistaken,  and  that  even  when  young  her 
Majesty  was  eminently  cautious.  She  is  so  still.  BeUeve 
me,  she  is  not  married  to  Maaarin." 

"  Pray  proceed,  dear  Duchess,"  cries  Madame  de  Sennecy ; 
"never  mind  Mazarin;  your  story  is  most  interesting." 

"We  want  to  hear  the  dSnouement^^^  say  all  the  ladies, 
and  the  red-nosed  Countess  opines  that  "it  is  easy  to 
understand  what  that  will  be." 

"Her  Majesty  used  to  delight  in  dancing.  Now  she 
often  danced  with  Buckingham.  This  was  only  etiquette, 
as  he  represented  Charles  I.  of  England  at  the  Court  of 
France.  Her  Majesty  was  always  very  cautious,  I  assure 
you,  very  cautious.  Buckingham  did  all  he  could  to 
retard  the  negotiation  of  marriage,  and  Eichelieu,  who 
knew  the  Queen  well  and  had  watched  her  closely,  having, 
I  suppose,  discovered  her  secret,  did  everything,  on  the 
contrary,  to  hasten  his  departure. 

"  There  was  a  story  about  some  diamonds — an  aigrette, 
I  believe.  I  never  quite  understood  it,  ladies,  but  of 
course  Madame  de  Chevreuse  did — some  diamonds  that 
the  King  had  given  to  the  Queen,  and  which  she  gave 
to  Buckingham,  who  was  imprudent  enough  to  wear  them 
in  public.  This  nearly  caused  her  ruin,  for  she  was  sur- 
rounded by  enemies  and  spies.  The  Cardinal  got  wind 
of  it,  and  informed  the  King,  and  his  Majesty  called  on 
the  Queen  to  wear  these  diamonds  on  a  certain  day,  and, 
but  for  the  exertions  of  certain  musketeers  of  the  <iueen's 
Guard,  by  name  Athos,  Perthes,  and  Aramis,  who  journeyed 
night  and  day  to  fetch  them  from  England — at  least,  so 
goes  the  tale — Anne  of  Austria  would  have  been  im- 
prisoned, or  perhaps  beheaded,  a  la  mode  Anglaise^  par- 
ticularly as  the  Cardinal  preferred  that  mode  of  execution. 
You  remember  that  charming  Monsieur  le  Grand,  who 
had  his  head  cut  off  ?  "  says  Madame  de  Noailles,  appeal- 
ing to  the  red-nosed  Countess. 

"  Ah !  I  should  think  so ;  the  husband  of  Marion  de 
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I'Orme,  the  Marquis  de  Cinq-Mars,  a  sad  profligate  and 
coxcomb,  who  richly  deserved  his  fate.'' 

"At  last  Buckingham  was  to  go,"  continues  the 
Duchess ;  "he  could  spin  out  his  time  no  longer.  All 
the  Court  accompanied  him  to  Amiens.  Madame  de 
Chevreuse  was  with  the  Queen,  who  did  all  she  could  to 
conceal  her  grief,  for,  believe  me,  she  is  very  cautious. 
Ah !  her  Majesty  knows  what  it  is  to  be  in  love  though, 
spite  of  caution  and  serge  gown,  and  her  petit  air  dSvot 
She  ought  to  be  more  charitable,  and  let  her  ladies  dress 
as  they  please,  eh,  mesdames  ?  "  and  the  Duchess  looks 
round,  and  sees  every  eye  fixed  eagerly  upon  her;  the 
red-nosed  Countess,  with  a  visible  sneer  on  her  face,  and 
Madame  de  Sennecy,  full  of  gratified  spite,  smiling  sarcas- 
tically. "Madame  de  Chevreuse  did,  ladies,  hint  to  me, 
that  the  long  evening  spent  at  Amiens  was  not  passed 
— ^hum! — ^well  not  passed  all  in  public.  For  a  single 
moment  her  Majesty  did,  extraordinary  to  say,  forget  her 
usual  caution,  and  you  know,  ladies,  a  moment  may  do 
much." 

'  All  the  ladies  laugh  behind  their  fans,  and  the  red- 
nosed  Countess  gives  it  as  her  decided  opinion  "  that  the 
Queen  is  not  married  to  Mazarin,"  for  which  the  Duchesse 
de  Sennecy  warmly  applauds  her  excellent  judgment,  and 
adds,  "  she  had  always  said  so." 

"  There  was  a  fete  at  Amiens,"  continues  Madame  de 
Noailles,  her  eyes  sparkling  with  malice,  "  a  shady  garden, 
and  a  moon  not  too  bright — a  lover's  moon,  we  will  say 
— ^revealing  much,  not  all.  It  is  certain  that  by  the 
management  of  Madame  de  Chevreuse,  the  Queen  and 
Buckingham  had  a  charming  little  apart  during  the  fete, 
in  a  grove  at  the  end  of  the  gardens,  near  the  city 
walls.  There  was  a  cry,  and  Putange,  who  was  in  waiting, 
but — ^instructed  by  Madame  de  Chevreuse — standing  apart, 
though  within  call,  hearing  the  Queen's  voice,  rushed 
forward  and  found  her  nearly  fainting,  and  Buckingham,  on 
his  knees  before  her." 

''Bagatelle  .'"  breaks  in  Madame  de  Sennecy,  "what 
a  romantic  story  !  " 
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"Certain  it  is,  Buckingham  sailed  from  France  that 
same  night.  Madame  de  Chevreuse  had  too  much  on 
her  own  hands  {en  fait  d^ amour)  to  know  more  than  what 
Putange  told  her.  Buckingham  sailed,  the  Queen  returned 
ill  to  Paris,  and  was  nursed  by  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse. 
Some  say  that  Buckingham  returned  again  privately.  At 
all  events,  the  Queen,  as  long  as  Eichelieu  and  Louis  XIII. 
lived,  led  a  miserable  life.  Mesdames,"  and  the  Duchesse 
de  Noailles  gives  a  triumphant  glance  round  the  circle, 
'^  I  have  proved,  I  think,  that  her  Majesty  is  seldom 
incautious,"  and  the  Duchess  smiles  a  bitter  smile,  and 
again  looks  round  for  approval  and  acquiescence. 

Just  as  the  ladies  had  all  risen  with  great  animation 
to  give  their  various  opinions  and  to  thank  the  Duchess, 
the  rattle  of  a  heavy  coach  is  heard  below.  In  a  few 
moments  the  door  is  flung  open,  and  Madame  la  Duchesse 
de  Chevreuse  is  announced. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

"put  not  tht  trust  en  princes." 

Madame  de  Noailles  rises  to  receive  the  Duchesse  de 
Chevreuse,  and  kisses  her  with  eflftision,  but  is  startled 
at  the  sight  of  her  blanched  face  and  despondent  air. 
She  is  plainly  dressed  in  a  dark  travelling  costume,  bows 
to  the  Duchesse  de  Sennecy  and  to  the  other  ladies,  and 
sinks  down  on  a  couch. 

"  Good  heavens !  what  is  the  matter  ?  "  asks  Madame 
de  Noailles,  with  intense  curiosity,  taking  her  by  the 
hand ;  "  you  are  strangely  altered  since  I  left  the  palaee 
a  few  hours  since." 

The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  glances  at  the  circle  of 
ladies,  the  "nineteen  bosom  Mends,"  whose  eyes  are 
riveted  upon  her  as  if  to  read  her  thoughts.  The  red- 
nosed  Countess  in  particular  has  advanced  close  to  her, 
in  order  not  to  lose  a  syllable ;  her  mouth  is  wide  open, 
to  assist  her  ears  in  listening. 

"I  have  come  on  private  business  of  some  importance 
to  myself,  dear  Duchess,"  says  Madame  de  Chevreuse, 
speaking  under  her  breath.  "  I  did  not  know  that  you 
received  this  evening.     It  is  unfortunate." 

Madame  de  NoaiUes,  who  is  dying  to  hear  what  she 
has  to  say,  looks  at  her  guests  with  an  unmistakable 
expression.     The  Duchesse  de  Sennecy  rises  at  once. 

"  Allow  me  to  wish  you  good  evening,  my  dear  friend," 
says  she,  and  departs.  The  red-nosed  Countess  is  forced 
to  rise  and  follow  her  example,  how  much  against  her 
will  it  is  plain  to  see  ;  the  other  ladies  retire  with  her. 

Madame  de  Noailles  and  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse 
are  now  alone.    Madame  de  Chevreuse  heaves  a  profound 
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sigh ;  a  tear  rolls  down  her  cheek,  out  of  which  the  dimples 
are  faded.     Her  thin  lips  are  white,  and  she  shivers. 

"Tell  me,  Duchess,  what  misfortune  has  happened?" 
asks  Madame  de  !N^oailles,  taking  her  hand. 

"  A  misfortune,  yes,  for  I  love  her — I  love  her  dearly. 
I  have  devoted  my  life  to  serve  her;  without  me  she 
would  not  now  be  Eegent  of  France." 

Madame  de  Chevreuse  speaks  in  broken  sentences ;  her 
looks  are  wild;  her  miad  seems  to  wander;  her  large 
prominent  eyes  are  fixed  on  vacancy. 

"  Duchess,  for  God's  sake  rouse  yourself.  What  has 
happened  ?  Is  it  the  Queen  ?"  And  Madame  de  Noailles 
wrings  the  hand  of  her  friend  to  rouse  her. 

"  Yes — ^it  is  the  Queen,"  replies  Madame  de  Chevreuse 
slowly,  becoming  more  conscious,  and  gazing  at  her.  "  Her 
Majesty  has  dismissed  me.  I  am  on  my  way  to  Tours — 
exiled." 

"  Gracious  heaven ! "  exclaims  Madame  de  Noailles  ; 
"  what  ingratitude  ! " 

"  Duchess,  I  thank  you  for  your  sympathy ;  but,  I 
beseech  you,  say  not  one  word  against  my  beloved  mistress. 
When  I  entered  this  room  it  seemed  to  me  that  sorrow 
had  made  me  mad — ^my  brain  was  on  fire.  I  am  better 
now,  and  calmer.  My  royal  mistress  may  live  to  want  me, 
as  she  has  so  often  done  before.  She  may  recall  me* 
At  Court — in  exile — ^absent  or  present,  I  am  her  hiunble 
and  devoted  slave." 

"  She  will  want  no  one  as  long  as  she  has  Mazarin," 
says  the  Duchess,  with  a  sneer. 

"  So  I  fear,"  returns  Madame  de  Chevreuse. 

"But  what  has  happened  since  I  left  the  palace?" 
again  eagerly  asks  Madame  de  Noailles. 

"  I  wUl  tell  you.  I  have  never  been  the  same  to  her 
Majesty  since  the  old  days,  when  I  was  banished,  after 
the  Val  de  Grace,  by  Kichelieu.  She  received  me  well 
after  I  returned,  when  she  was  Begent ;  but  I  have  loved 
her  too  devotedly  not  to  feel  the  difference.  While,  on 
my  side,  the  long  years  that  I  had  spent  flying  over 
Europe  to  escape  the  machinations  of  the  Cardinal,  had 
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only  made  me  more  devoted  to  her,  the  Queen — who 
formerly  trusted  me  with  every  thought — ^had  grown 
serious,  reserved,  and  ascetic.  I  am  pious  enough  my- 
self,"— and  a  gleam  of  fun  passes  into  her  weary  face, 
and  causes  her  eyes  to  sparkle, — "  I  never  eat  meat  in 
Lent,  and  always  confess  at  Easter.  But  her  Majesty  has 
become  a  bigot.  She  was  always  reproving  me,  too,  for 
those  little  agaceries  (vanities  she  called  them)  which  no 
one  lives  without.  '  My  age,'  she  said,  '  forbade  them.' 
Now  I  only  own  to  forty.  Duchess ;  that  is  not  an  age  to 
go  into  a  convent,  and  to  think  of  nothing  but  my  soul. 
Why  should  I  not  enjoy  myself  a  little  yet?"  'Aiid  her 
large  eyes  find  their  way  to  a  mirror  opposite,  and  dwell 
on  it  with  evident  complacency. 

'^  But  the  Queen  reproaches  everybody,"  returns  Madame 
de  Noailles.  "  Conceive — she  reprimanded  me  for  wearing 
a  dress  too  decolleW^ 

Madame  de  Chevreuse  smiles  faintly ;  for  it  was  indeed 
true  that  the  older  Madame  de  Noailles  grew,  the  lower  her 
dresses  were  cut. 

'^  People  who  hated  me  made  the  Queen  believe,"  con- 
tinues Madame  de  Chevreuse,  ^'  that  I  wanted  to  govern 
her — ^to  use  her  patronage.  If  it  were  so,  I  should  have 
done  it  long  ago.  It  was  the  Princesse  de  Conde  who  told 
the  Queen  so;  she  hates  me.  When  I  assured  her  Majesty 
that  it  was  false,  she  seemed  to  believe  me.  Then  came 
the  affair  of  Madame  de  Montbazon  and  the  letters  found 
in  her  room,  one  of  which  she  said  was  written  by  the 
Duchesse  de  Longueville,  the  daughter  of  my  enemy, 
the  Princesse  de  Conde.  How  could  I  help  what  my 
stepmother  said  ? — she  is  a  spoilt  beauty,  and  very  inju- 
dicious— ^but  her  Majesty  blamed  me,  nevertheless.  I 
implored  her  to  forgive  my  stepmother;  and  for  this 
purpose,  I  offered  her  Majesty  yesterday  a  collation  in 
those  fine  gardens,  kept  by  Regnard,  beyond  the  chestnut 
avenue  of  the  Tuileries  —  you  know  these  gardens. 
Duchess?" 

^'  I  do,"  replies  Madame  de  Noailles. 

^^  Her  Majesty  had  often  wished  to  go  there.     I  asked 


"put  not  thy  trust  in  princes."  347 

my  stepmother  to  be  present,  in  the  full  belief  that 
the  Queen's  kind  heart  would  relent  when  she  saw  her, 
and  that  she  would  restore  her  to  favour.  Alas !  I  was 
mistaken.  I  do  not  know  the  Queen  now,  she  is  so 
changed.  She  came  accompanied  by  the  Princesse  de 
Conde.  No  sooner  had  she  set  eyes  on  Madame  de 
Montbazon,  who  was  conversing  with  me,  than  the  Queen 
gave  me  a  furious  glance,  called  the  Princesse  de  Cond6 
to  her  side,  and  bid  her  command  the  attendance  of  her 
pages ;  then,  without  another  word,  her  Majesty  turned  her 
back  on  me,  entered  her  coach,  and  departed." 

"Heavens!"  exclaims  Madame  de  Noailles,  turning  up 
her  eyes,  "  no  one  is  safe,  unless  they  are  allies  of  Cardinal 
Mazarin." 

"  An  hour  afterwards," — and  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse 
raises  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes, — "  I  received  an  order 
to  quit  Paris  for  Tours.     Alas,  I  have  not  deserved  it !  " 

"  It  is  the  Cardinal,"  cries  Madame  de  Noailles.  "  He 
will  drive  out  all  her  old  friends;  they  are  incon- 
venient  " 

While  she  speaks  the  door  opens,  and  Mademoiselle  de 
Hautefort  enters  the  saloon,  unannounced.  She  is  bathed 
in  tears  :  her  eyes  are  swollen  with  excessive  weeping ; 
she  cannot  repress  her  sobs.  The  two  ladies  rise,  and 
endeavour  to  soothe  her ;  but  her  passionate  sorrow  is 
not  to  be  appeased.  For  some  time  she  cannot  utter  a 
word.    Madame  de  Chevreuse  hung  over  her  affectionately. 

^^ Dearest  friend,"  she  says,  kissing  her,  "I  guess 
what  has  happened.  You  are  exiled;  so  am  I.  Come 
with  me  into  Touraine;  let  us  comfort  each  other  imtil 
better  days." 

"  Oh,  speak  not  to  me  of  better  days,"  sobs  Mademoiselle 
de  Hautefort.  "  They  can  never  come  to  me.  My  dear, 
dear  mistress,  you  have  broken  my  heart !"  and  she  bursts 
into  a  fresh  passion  of  tears. 

The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  sits  down  beside  her  and 
chafes  her  hand.  Madame  de  Noailles,  who  sees  in  the 
departure  of  these  two  ladies  a  chance  of  greater  promotion 
and  increased  confidence  for  herself,  forms  her  countenance 
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into  an  expression  of  concern  she  does  not  in  the  least 
feel. 

"My  dear  friend,"  says  Madame  deChevreuse,  endeavour- 
ing to  calm  the  agony  of  grief  which  shook  the  whole 
frame  of  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort,  "let  us  share  our 
sorrow." 

"  The  Queen  must  think  herself  rich  in  friends,  to  cast 
away  such  devoted  servants,"  observes  Madame  de  Noailles 
sententiously,  contemplating  the  group  through  her  eye- 
glass.     "  Do  speak,  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort." 

She  had  gradually  become  more  collected,  and  her  vio- 
lent sobs  had  ceased ;  but  now  and  then  her  bosom  heaves, 
as  bitter  recollections  of  the  past  float  through  her  mind. 

"Speak,"  whispers  the  Duohesse  de  Chevreuse  in  her 
softest  voice,  ''it  will  relieve  you.  In  what  manner  did 
our  royal  mistress  dismiss  you  ?  " 

"  Late  last  evening,"  answers  Mademoiselle  de  Haute- 
fort, in  a  tremulous  voice,  stopping  every  now  and  then 
to  sigh,  and  to  wipe  the  tears  that  streamed  from  her  eyes, 
"Mademoiselle  de  Motteville  and  I  were  assisting  the 
Queen  at  her  coucher,  and  as  is  our  habit  we  were  con- 
versing familiarly  with  her.  The  Queen  was  undressed, 
and  just  preparing  to  get  into  bed.  She  had  only  her  last 
prayer  to  say,  for  she  lives  on  prayer,  like  a  true  saint." 
Madame  de  Noailles  draws  down  the  comers  of  her  mouth 
and  scarcely  endeavours  to  hide  her  derision.  Even  the 
Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  smiles.  "  Mademoiselle  de  Motte- 
ville and  her  sister  the  Comtesse  de  Jars,  and  Mademoiselle 
de  Beaumont,  had  just  left  the  ante-room  from  whence 
they  had  been  speaJdng  with  the  Queen.  I  was  on  my 
knees  before  her  taking  off  her  shoes,  when  I  remembered 
that  a  gentleman,  who  attends  upon  the  ladies  in  waiting, 
called  Nedo,  a  Breton — ^you  knew  him,  Duchess  ?  "  Madame 
de  Chevreuse  answered  that  she  did.  "  Had  asked  me  to 
obtain  a  better  appointment  for  him."  Mademoiselle  de 
Hautefort  pauses.  The  scene  seems  to  rise  before  her, 
and  a  fresh  fit  of  violent  sobbing  prevents  her  from  speak- 
ing. "  Alas !  "  she  exclaims  at  last,  "  why — ^why  did  I 
presume   to  trouble   her  Majesty   for  such  a  trifle  ?     A 
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stranger  to  me  too !  I  have  lost  what  was  dearer  to  me 
than  life — herself.  She  refused  me,"  continues  Mademoi- 
selle de  Hautefort,  "  I  was  nettled.  Oh,  Duchess,"  says 
she,  turning  to  Madame  de  Chevreuse,  "how  often  have 
you  borne  my  hasty  temper!  How  I  reproach  myself 
now  !     That  temper  has  ruined — undone  me !  " 

"  What  would  Monsieur  le  Marechal  de  Schomberg  say 
if  he  heard  your  self-reproaches?"  asks  Madame  de 
Noailles  slily. 

"Do  not  name  him  to  me,"  cries  Mademoiselle  de 
Hautefort  impatiently.  "  Schomberg  is  nothing  to  me  in 
comparison  with  the  Queen.  Had  I  remained  with  her, 
I  could  never,  never  have  married  !  " 

"  Well,  you  will  now,"  and  the  Duchess  laughs.  "  But 
what  happened  ?    Do  go  on." 

"  Alas !  I  lost  my  temper.  I  was  irritated  at  her 
Majesty  refusing  me  so  small  a  favour.  I  told  her  she 
had  forgotten  the  claims  of  her  old  friends,  who  had  suf- 
fered so  much  in  her  service."         ' 

"  That  was  wrong,  ungenerous,"  interposes  Madame 
de  Chevreuse.  "A  favour  ceases  to  be  a  favour,  if  it 
be  made  a  subject  of  reproach;  besides " 

"  Ah !  I  Imow  it  too  well ! "  and  Mademoiselle  de 
Hautefort  almost  groans  with  anguish;  "and  it  is  that 
which  breaks  my  heart ;  it  is  my  own  fault.  The  Queen, 
in  one  moment,  became  more  excited  than  I  had  ever 
seen  her.  Her  face  turned  crimson,  she  threw  herself  on 
her  bed,  commanded  me  to  close  the  curtains,  and  to 
retire.  I  disobeyed  her.  I  could  not  help  it.  I  cast  myself 
on  the  ground  within  the  rnelle  of  her  bed.  I  clasped  my 
hands.  I  told  her  I  called  God  to  witness  of  my  love, 
my  devotion  to  her.  I  implored  her  to  recall  the  past,  to 
remember  his  Majesty  Louis  XIII." 

"Ah!  you  were  very  wrong,"  exclaims  Madame  de 
Chevreuse ;  "  most  impolitic,  most  undutifuL^  You  have 
a  good  heart,  mademoiselle,  but  you  are  too  impulsive." 

"  It  is  true,"  answers  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  humbly. 
"Her  Majesty  grew  more  and  more  displeased,  she  said 
that  she  must  have  me   know  she  would  allow  no  one 
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about  her  who  did  not  love  and  respect  her;  then  she 
went  on  to  say  that  I  had  made  observations  upon  her 
valued  servant,  Cardinal  Mazarin,  which  were  very  dis- 
pleasing to  her.  I  replied  too  hastily  that  it  was  my 
care  for  her  honour  that  had  made  me  do  so ;  that  reports 
were  circulating  injurious  to  her,  and  that  I  longed  to  see 
the  departure  of  a  minister  whose  presence  compromised 
her." 

''  What  imprudence  !  "  cries  Madame  de  Chevreuse, 
lifting  up  her  hands.    "  How  could  you  dare  to  say  this  ?  " 

"  It  is  quite  true,  however,"  rejoins  Madame  de  Noaillea, 
"  and  it  was  the  part  of  a  true  friend  to  tell  her." 

"  Would  to  God  I  had  been  silent ! "  continues  Made- 
moiselle de  Hautefort ;  "  no  sooner  were  the  words  out  of 
my  mouth  than  the  Queen  sternly  ordered  me  to  extin- 
guish the  lights  and  to  withdraw.  I  rose  from  my  knees 
more  dead  than  alive  and  departed.  When  I  awoke  this 
morning  I  received  au  order  commanding  me  not  to 
approach  within  forty  miles  of  the  Court.  Oh  it  is 
dreadful!" 

"  Come  with  me  into  Touraine,  my  carriage  waits  below. 
We  will  stop  at  your  lodgings  in  order  to  give  your  people 
time  to  pack.  Come,  dear  friend,  we  have  lived  side  by 
side  among  the  splendours  of  a  court,  we  have  suffered 
persecution  for  the  same  mistress,  we  love  her  devotedly, 
spite  of  all  injuries.  Let  us  now  comfort  each  other  in 
exile." 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  casts  herself  into  the  arms  of 
the  Duchess. 

"You  will  not  keep  her  long,"  observes  Madame  de 
Noailles  with  a  smile,  "we  shall  soon  see  her  back  at 
Court,  as  Madame  la  Marechale  de  Schomberg,  more 
blooming  than  ever."  ^ 

"  No,  no,"  sobs  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort.    "  Never  !  " 

"Adieu,  madamc,"  says  the  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse, 
saluting  Madame  de  Noailles,  and  taking  Mademoiselle  de 
Hautefort  by  the  hand.  "  Excuse  our  abrupt  departure, 
but  the  sooner  we  quit  Paris  the  better.  My  friend  and  I 
would  desire  in  all  things  to  obey  her  Majesty's  pleasure. 
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Let  us  hope  to  meet  in  happier  days.  Ma  chire^'*  adds 
she  more  gaily,  addressing  the  maid  of  honour,  "  we  shall 
not  die  of  ennui  at  my  chateau." 

Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  only  replies  with  sobs.  The 
idea  of  departing  overcame  her. 

"  Some  gentlemen  of  our  acquaintance  will  attend  us." 

"  How  like  the  Duchess !  She  cannot  exist  without 
lovers,"  mutters  Madame  de  Noailles,  to  herself.  Mean- 
while she  attended  the  two  ladies  to  the  head  of  the  stair- 
case, with  great  apparent  affection  kissing  them  on  both 
cheeks.  She  watched  their  departure  from  a  window  and 
waved  her  hand  to  them,  affecting  to  weep. 

"  What  a  relief  they  are  gone ! "  she  exclaims,  taking 
out  her  watch.  ^^ Ma  foi^  how  long  they  have  stayed! 
It  is  time  for  me  to  dress  ibr  the  Queen's  circle.  Now 
they  axe  gone,  there  is  no  one  in  my  way  at  Court.  I 
am  sure  of  favour — ^perhaps  of  confidence.  Her  Majesty 
must  unbosom  herself  to  some  one ;  why  not  to  me  ?  In 
half  an  hour  I  must  be  at  the  palace,"  and  she  rang  and 
ordered  her  coach. 

The  Duchesse  de  Chevreuse  was  never  again  called  to 
the  side  of  Anne  of  Austria.  Her  hatred  of  Cardinal 
Mazarin  forbade  it.  She  became  one  of  the  principal 
leaders  of  that  "  Ladies'  Battle,"  the  Fronde. 

Nor  was  Mademoiselle  de  Hautefort  ever  forgiven  her 
bluntness  on  the  Queen's  very  equivocal  behaviour.  As 
Marechale  de  Schomberg,  however,  she  re-appeared  at 
Court,  but  foimd  Anne  of  Austria  lost  to  her  for  ever. 

The  Duchesse  de  Noailles  wore  dresses  cut  in  accord- 
ance with  her  Majesty's  taste.  Although  she  never  became 
the  Queen's  confidante,  for  many  years  she  held  a  high 
station  at  Court. 
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Louise  de  Montpensier — only  daughter  of  Gaston,  Due 
d' Orleans,  second  son  of  Henry  IV.  and.  of  Marie  de 
Bourbon-Montpensier — ^was,  as  has  been  said,  the  greatest 
heiress  in  Europe.  Her  girlhood  was  passed  with  Anne 
of  Austria.  When  Louis  XIV.  was  born  the  Queen  called 
her  ma  fille.  When  Mademoiselle  romped  with  the  boy- 
king,  she  addressed  him  as  mon  mari. 

In  spite  of  the  long  nose  of  the  Bourbons,  la  Grande 
Mademoiselle^  as  she  was  called,  was  fairly  good  looking. 
She  was  tall  and  shapely,  with  regular  features,  a  good 
skin,  finely  cut  blue  eyes,  pencilled  eyebrows,  a  large, 
though  well-formed  mouth,  and  good  teeth.  Flowing 
ringlets  of  light  hair  framed  her  face  and  fell  over  her 
rounded  shoulders.  She  had,  moreover,  an  unmistakable 
air  of  command. 

Her  character  may  be  best  described  in  negatives.  She 
was  not  a  hercmie,  although  circumstances  made  her  appear 
one.  She  understood  politics,  but  had  little  capaci^  for 
a  ruler.  She  had  no  fortitude,  although  possessing  a  cer- 
tain elevation  of  character  that  lifted  her  above  common- 
place. She  was  selfish  and  cold-hearted,  yet  capable  of 
warm  feelings.  She  was  ostentatious  in  the  use  of  her 
great  wealth,  but  not  charitable.  She  was  blinded  by  con- 
ceit, yet  was  not  wanting  in  shrewdness  and  judgment. 
She  was  haughty,  yet  loved  to  condescend  to  the  popu- 
lace. She  was  exceedingly  ridiculous,  yet  affected  extreme 
dignity.  Whatever  advantages  she  possessed  were  but  too 
well  known  to  herself.  Of  her  faults — and  they  were 
many — she  was   entirely   ignorant.     Placed  between  two 
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parties,  the  Queen  and  the  Fronde,  she  was  courted  by  both, 
,  and  became  headstrong  and  ambitious  in  consequence. 
Although  she  ardently  desired  to  marry  her  cousin 
Louis  XIV.,  she  went  out  of  her  way  to  offend,  nay,  even 
to  outrage  him.  Yet  unconscious  of  all  her  follies,  to  the 
day  of  her  death  she  firmly  believed  she  was  by  wealth, 
position,  and  genius  raised  upon  a  pedestal  *  which  all 
Europe  contemplated  with  admiring  curiosity.  Every 
crowned  bachelor  within  the  civilised  world,  according  to 
her,  sought  her  hand  in  marriage. 

After  the  defeat  at  Worcester,  Charles  Stuart  escaped  to 
the  Continent,  ffis  mother  had  abeady  fled  to  France. 
Poor  Henrietta  Maria  (wrinl^ed,  and  prematurely  old,  with 
tear-furrowed  cheeks,  and  dull,  hollow  eyes,  her  fragrant 
curls,  so  often  painted  by  Vandyke,  grown  grey,  her 
royal  carriage  bowed  by  the  weight  of  adversity)  lived 
with  her  young  daughter  Henrietta,  afterwards  Duchesse 
d'Orleans,  sister-in-law  of  Louis  XIV.,  at  the  Louvre, 
in  right  of  her  birth  as  a  Fille  de  France.  For  a  time  this 
Queen  of  Shadows,  the  relict  of  a  defunct  monarchy,  bore 
the  splendour  of  her  former  state.  But  one  by  one  her 
ladies  in  waiting,  grooms  of  the  chamber,  maids  of  honour, 
footmen,  chamberlains,  and  pages  disappeared.  At  last  she 
grew  too  poor  even  to  procure  sufficient  fuel  to  keep  out 
the  winter  cold.  Though  living  in  a  palace,  she  was  glad, 
with  the  yoimg  princess  her  daughter,  to  lie  in  bed  for  the 
sake  of  warmth. 

Mademoiselle  patronised  this  afflicted  relative,  and  fre- 
quently visited  her.  But  she  does  not  appear  to  have 
ministered  to  her  necessities.  Henrietta  was  resigned, 
even  humble  to  the  exalted  princess,  her  niece  ;  and  dwelt 
often  on  the  personal  charms  of  her  eldest  son,  Charles 
Stuart. 

She  painted  him  with  a  brush  dipped  in  the  roseate 
colours  of  a  mother's  fancy.  He  was,  she  said,  brave, 
gallant,  handsome,  witty,  accomplished.  He  had  splendid 
black  hair,  a  rich  complexion,  as  of  one  much  exposed  to 
battles  and  an  adventurous  life,  and  the  bearing  of  a  Pala- 
din.    He  would  be  certain  to  crush   his    enemies,   and 
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sit  upon  his  father's  throne,  she  told  her  niece.  But  the 
wily  heiress,  while  she  listened  to  the  eager  gossip  of  the 
broken-hearted  Queen,  was  pre- occupied  by  a  matrimonial 
intrigue  carried  on  by  a  certain  Abb6  de  la  Kiviere,  to 
make  her  Empress  of  Germany. 

''I  perfectly  understood  my  aunt's  drift,"  she  says; 
''  but  I  liked  the  Emperor  better." 

When  Charles  Stuart,  having  escaped  almost  by  a 
miracle  frbm  England,  arrived  at  Fontainebleau,  where  the 
Court  was  staying,  he  was  presented  to  Mademoiselle  by 
his  mother.  Charles  saluted  her  as  a  cousin  and  a  friend, 
saluted  her  in  dumb  show,  however,  for  he  could  speak 
no  French.  The  exiled  Queen,  therefore  (already  grasp- 
ing in  anticipation  the  revenues  of  the  principalities,  duke- 
doms, forests,  and  castles  of  her  wealthy  niece),  set  herself 
to  act  interpreter. 

Charles  Stuart  had  a  melting  eye  and  a  manly  presence, 
lie  dallied  with  his  cousin,  sat  beside  her  when  she 
played,  led  her  to  her  coach,  held  the  flambeau  while  she 
adjusted  her  dress,  was  again  found  at  her  door — ^having 
run  on  in  front — to  assist  her  to  descend,  and  generally 
ogled,  languished,  gazed,  and  sighed,  to  the  very  utmost  of 
his  power.  But  a  dumb  lover  is  dull,  and  love-making 
by  proxy  never  answers.  La  Grande  Mademoiselle^  abeady 
in  imagination  invested  with  the  diadem  of  an  Empress, 
did  not  fancy  a  prince  who  was  only  an  exile,  and  who 
could  not  even  plead  his  own  cause.  She  looked  on  him  as 
a  bore — ^indeed,  worse  than  a  bore,  an  object  of  pity. 

The  Queen  of  England  tried  hard  to  melt  her  heart. 
She  even  coaxed  her ;  with  her  own  hands  she  decked  her 
soft  hair  with  jewels  for  her  Majesty's  ballet.  She  flat- 
tered her  into  a  belief  that  ishe  was  as  beautiful  as  Venus. 
She  declared  ^that  Charles  Stuart's  heart  was  breaking, 
that  his  health  suffered,  that  he  would  die.  No  mother 
ever  served  a  son  better  than  did  this  poor  distracted 
lady.  But  there  was  her  son,  with  his  swarthy,  hard  face, 
as  strong  and  hale  as  an  oak  sapling,  his  wanton  black 
eye  wandering  over  the  belles  of  the  French  Court, — a 
living  conti-adiction  to  all  she  said !  At  last,  Charles  Stuart, 


CHABLES   STUART.  355 

who  cared  less  for  the  well-filled  purse  and  boundless 
dominions  of  his  cousin  than  his  mother,  who  knew  what 
it  was  to  be  pinched  with  cold  and  hunger,  grew  impa- 
tient, and  insisted  on  an  answer.  He  sent  Lord  St.  Ger- 
mains  to  Mademoiselle  to  say  that  he  was  so  passionately 
in  love  with  her,  he  could  no  longer  bear  suspense.  Made- 
moiselle replied  with  the  discretion  of  a  maiden,  and  the . 
judgment  of  an  heiress,  conscious  that  she  was  dealing 
with  a  royal  fortune-hunter — 

"  The  Prince  of  Wales  did  her  great  honour,  but  as 
she  understood  that  he  required  much  pecuniary  assistance 
to  recover  the  Crown  of  England,  his  birthright,  she  feared 
she  might  find  herself  overwhelmed  with  expenses  incom- 
patible with  the  wants  of  a  person  of  her  exalted  rank. 
That  she  must,  in  consequence,  make  sacrifices  and  adopt 
resolutions  difficult  to  contemplate.  That  she  might  risk 
the  loss  of  her  entire  possessions  on  the  chance  of  Charles's 
re-conquering  his  kingdom ;  and  that,  having  been  edu- 
cated in  splendour  as  one  of  the  greatest  princesses  in  the 
world,  the  prospect  alarmed  her." 

Yet  there  must  have  been  some  charm  about  the  hard- 
featured,  stalwart ,  youth  that  attracted  her  ;  she  would 
not  say,  "  No."  In  order  to  throw  down  a  bait,  she  hinted 
that  she  desired  him  to  change  his  religion. 

"  Impossible,  madame,"  was  the  reply  of  Lord  St.  Ger- 
mains.  "A  king  of  England  cannot  change  his  religion. 
He  would  exclude  himself  for  ever  from  the  throne  !  " 

Again,  however,  Charles  was  permitted  to  approach  her, 
and  to  make  a  last  attempt.  She  relished  a  little  mild 
flirtation  with  an  exiled  King,  although  she  vastly  pre- 
ferred marriage  with  an  Emperor.  Nevertheless,  she  curled 
her  hair  in  honour  of  the  occasion,  a  thing  not  usual  with 
her. 

"Ah,  look  at  her!"  said  the  Queen-Kegent,  when  she 
appeared  in  the  evening  :  "it  is  easy  to  see  she  is  expect- 
ing a  lover.     See  !■— Jiow  she  is  decked  out !  " 

Mademoiselle  blushed,  but  was  too  discreet  to  commit 
herself  by  a  single  word. 

When   Charles  Stuart  entered  the  Queen's  saloon  he 
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looked  provokingly  well.  His  mother,  nervously  alive  to 
every  trifle,  felt  this.  A  man  with  such  a  constitution  was 
not  adapted  to  play  the  part  of  a  despairing  lover.  When 
questioned  by  the  Queen  about  his  affairs  in  England,  he 
replied  that  he  knew  nothing.  Mademoiselle  instantly 
formed  a,  bad  opinion  of  him.  She  turned  to  her  lady  in 
waiting,  Madame  de  Fiesque,  and  whispered — 

^^He  is  too  much  of  a  Bourbon  for  me.  Quite  en- 
grossed by  trifles  "  [the  race  has  not  changed).  "  He  can 
talk  about  dogs  and  horses  and  the  chase  to  her  Majesty, 
but  he  has  nothing  to  say  about  the  revolution  in  Eng- 
land.'^ 

Later  in  the  evening,  at  the  royal  table.  Mademoiselle 
was  shocked  at  Charles's  coarse  appetite.  He  despised 
orlotans  and  Italian  pastry,  and  threw  himself  upon  a  joint 
of  beef.  Not  satisfied  with  that,  he  ended  by  a  shoulder 
of  mutton.  "  A  despairing  lover  ought  not  to  have  such 
a  monstrous  appetite,  or  he  should  satisfy  the  cravings  of 
hunger  beforehand,"  thought  Mademoiselle.  He  stared 
fixedly  at  her,  with  his  big  black  eyes  shaded  by  heavy 
eyebrows,  even  while  he  was  shovelling  huge  pieces  of 
meat  down  his  throat,  but  he  never  spoke.  Truly  this  was 
not  a  fashion  of  pushing  his  suit  with  a  fastidious  princess 
who  desired  to  be  an  empress ! 

Mademoiselle  yawned,  looked  at  him  under  her  eyelids, 
shrugged  her  shapely  shoulders,  and  called  her  lady  in 
waiting  to  her  side  to  amuse  her.  Thus  passed  the  precious 
moments  which  were  to  decide  the  momentous  question — 
would  she,  or  would  she  not  ? 

At  length,  having  gorged  in  a  prodigious  manner, 
Charles  Stuart  rose.  He  made  Mademoiselle  a  formal  bow, 
and  opened  his  mouth  to  speak  for  the  first  time.  "I 
hope,"  he  said,  in  very  bad  French,  "  my  Lord  St.  Ger- 
mains  has  explained  to  your  Highness  the  sentiments  with 
which  you  have  inspired  me.  I  am,  madame,  your  very 
humble  servant." 

Mademoiselle  rose  to  her  feet,  made  him  a  formal  curtsey, 
and  replied,  "  Sir,  I  am  your  very  humble  servant." 

So  ended  this  wooing ;  but  poor  Henrietta  Maria,  figu- 
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ratively  rending  her  clothes  and  sprinkling  ashes  on  her 
head  at  such  a  conclusion,  could  not  let  Mademoiselle  oflf 
without  one  Parthian  shot.  '*  I  see,"  said  she,  "  my  son 
is  too  poor  and  too  unfortunate  for  you,  my  niece.  It 
is  quite  possible,  however,  that  a  king  of  eighteen  may  be 
better  worth  having  than  an  elderly  emperor  with  four 
children."  This  little  ebullition  of  spite  is  pardonable  in 
an  unfortunate  Queen  whose  heart  was  broken.  Let  it  not 
Ue  heavy  on  her  memory  ! 

Meanwhile,  the  struggle  between  the  Queen-Kegent 
and  her  ministers  on  one  side,  and  the  parliament  and 
Gondi  on  the  other,  had  become  more  and  more  envenomed. 
At  length  the  Queen-Kegent,  under  advice  of  Mazarin, 
resolved  by  a  coup  d*Stat  to  restore  the  royal  authority. 

It  is  Twelfth-night.  Anne  of  Austria  is  spending  the 
evening  in  her  closet,  watching  the  King  and  his  brpther, 
the  Due  d'Anjou — ^both  dressed  in  character — struggle  on 
the  floor  over  the  remains  of  the  cake  from  which  they  had 
dug  the  "bean"  and  the  "ring."  Louis  XIV.  is  a  hand- 
some boy,  docile  yet  spirited ;  Philip  of  Anjou  is  puny, 
peevish,  and  cowardly. 

Anne  of  Austria  leans  against  the  back  of  a  chair,  and 
watches  the  t^v'o  boys.  Her  ladies  watch  her.  There  is 
a  strange  rumour  that  her  Majesty  is  to  leave  Paris  that 
very  night.  To  look  into  her  placid  face,  such  an  idea 
seems  absurd.  By-and-by,  Mazarin  and  some  of  the 
princes  of  the  blood  come  in  to  ask  her  pleasure  for  the 
morrow.  They  do  not  remain,  as  there  is  a  supper  at  the 
Marechal  de  Grammont's  in  honour  of  the  day.  .  When 
they  arc  gone,  the  Queen  turns  to  Madame  de  la  Tremouille. 

"  I  shall  go  to-morrow  to  the  Val  de  GrS^ce.  Give 
orders  that  everything  may  be  ready  for  nie.  Call  Be- 
ringhen ;  it  is  time  for  his  Majesty  and  the  Duke  to  go  to 
bed." 

The  King  at  once  comes  forward  to  bid  his  mother 
good  night.     The  Duke  begins  to  cry. 

^'  What  is  it,  my  son  ?  "  says  the  Queen. 

"  I  want,  Madame,  to  go  with  you  to  the  Val  de  Grfice 
to-morrow — do  let  me ! "  and  he  kneels  and  kisses  her  hand. 
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"  If  I  go,  my  son,  I  promise  to  take  you.  Now,  good 
night,  Philip,"  and  she  raises  him  in  her  arms,  and  kisses 
him ;  ^'  do  not  keep  his  Majesty  waiting." 

She  retires  early.  Those  ladies  who  do  not  sleep  at  the 
Palais  Royal  leave,  and  the  gates  are  closed. 

At  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  Mademoiselle  de  Mont- 
pensier,  at  the  Palace  of  the  Luxembourg,  is  awakened  by 
a  violent  knocking.  She  rouses  her  women,  and  orders 
them  to  see  who  is  there.   It  is  a  messenger  from  the  Queen. 

"  Lot  him  enter,"  says  Mademoiselle,  speaking  from  her 
bed.  It  is  well  to  say  that  Mademoiselle  was  entirely  con- 
cealed by  heavy  curtains,  and  that  the  bed  stood  in  a  deep 
alcove. 

"  The  Captain  of  the  Queen's  Guard  awaits  your  high- 
ness's  pleasure,"  calls  out  Monsieur  de  Oomminges,  from 
tlie  door. 

''  What  has  brought  you  here  at  this  time  of  night, 
Comminges  ?"  asks  Mademoiselle  from  her  bed. 

''Tour  highness,  the  Court  is  leaving  Paris  secretly. 
Her  Majesty  commands  your  attendance.  Here  is  a  letter 
which  will  explain  the  Queen's  wishes." 

"  Monsieur  de  Comminges,"  replies  Mademoiselle — ^who 
at  that  time  had  not  conceived  the  possibility  of  being  one 
of  the  a  la  mode  leaders  of  the  Fronde,  and  pointing 
the  guns  of  the  Bastille  against  her  cousin,  the  King — 
putting  the  letter  under  her  pillow,  "  the  commands  of  her 
Majesty  are  sufficient  for  me.  I  need  no  letter  to  en- 
force them.  Retire,  Monsieur  le  Capitaine,  into  the  ante- 
room. I  will  rise  instantly,  and  accompany  you.  But 
tell  me.  Monsieur  de  Comminges" — calling  after  him — 
''  where  are  we  to  go  to  ?  " 

''  To  Saint-Germain  en  Laye,  your  highness." 

In  a  short  time  Mademoiselle  is  ready.  Without  wait- 
ing for  her  women,  or  what  she  calls  her  "equipage" 
(which  she  desired  to  have  sent  after  her),  she  goes  out 
into  the  night  accompanied  by  Monsieur  de  Comminges, 
whose  coach  waits  without.  It  was  pitch  dark,  but  with 
the  help  of  a  flambeau  they  traverse  the  unpaved  and. 
ill-lit  streets,  and  reach  the  garden  entrance  of  the  Palais 
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Eoyal  without  accident.  There  they  find  another  coach 
drawn  up  under  some  trees.  Within  sits  Anne  of  Aus- 
tria ;  the  two  princes  are  each  in  a  corner — Louis  XIV. 
very  sleepy  and  cross,  the  Due  d'Anjou  crying.  Made- 
moiselle is  instantly  transferred  into  the  royal  coach. 

"  Are  you  frightened,  my  cousin  ? "  asks  the  Queen, 
speaking  out  of  the  darkness  to  Mademoiselle. 

"  Not  in  the  least,  Madame,"  is  her  reply.  "  I  will 
follow  your  Majesty  anywhere,"  and  she  takes  her  place 
opposite  to  her  in  the  coach. 

It  is  a  long  and  weary  drive  to  Saint-Germain.  When 
they  arrive  it  is  breakfast-time.  But  the  Queen  com- 
mands every  creature,  including  her  children,  into  the 
chapel  to  hear  mass.  As  soon  as  they  had  time  to  look 
round,  they  find  the  palace  (a  dreary, .  gaunt  edifice  at  all 
times)  cold  and  wretched  beyond  description  in  a  dark 
January  morning.  The  rooms  are  entirely  empty — Mazarin 
having  made  no  provision  for  the  Queen's  arrival,  out  of 
fear,  perhaps,  that  her  flight  might  become  known.  There 
are  neither  beds,  furniture,  nor  linen.  There  is  not  a 
servant  or  attendant  of  any  kind  but  such  as  have  ac- 
companied them.  When  it  is  night  the  Queen  lies  down 
to  rest  on  a  little  camp  bedstead.  The  King  and  his 
brother  fare  no  better.  Mademoiselle  is  accommodated 
with  a  straw  mattress  in  a  magnificent  saloon  on  the  third 
floor.  There  were  plenty  of  mirrors  and  much  gilding, 
and  the  windows  were  lofty,  and  commanded  an  exten- 
sive view,  but  there  is  not  a  single  pane  of  glass  in  one 
of  them  !  No  one  has  a  change  of  linen.  What  was  worn 
by  night  was  washed  by  day.  The  Queen  laughs  at  every- 
thing. She  says — "  It  is  an  escapade  which  will  last  three 
days  at  the  very  utmost ;  when  the  citizens  find  that  the 
Court  has  left  the  Palais  Eoyal  they  will  speedily  come 
to  their  senses." 


CHAPTEE  LI. 


THE     ladies'     WAB. 


When  the  citizens  of  Paris  found  that  the  Court  had  left 
the  Palais  Eoyal,  instead  of  coming  to  their  senses,  they 
were  furious.  The  Coadjutor,  who  had  broken  with  the 
Eegent,  ruled  supreme.  He  skilfully  availed  himself  of 
the  crisis,  and  caused  the  parliament  to  pass  the  act 
against  aliens.  This  measure  outlawed  Mazarin  as  an 
enemy  of  the  King  and  of  the  State,  a  conspirator,  a  per- 
jurer, and  a  thief;  confiscated  his  possessions,  and  enjoined 
all  faithful  subjects  to  shoot  him  without  trial. 

Civil  war  breaks  out.  The  troops  of  the  Queen-Eegent 
were  but  feebly  attacked.  It  was  the  hearts  of  her  generals 
that  were  vigorously  assailed  by  the  lady  commandants  of 
the  Fronde,  whose  artillery  was  blandishments  and  entice- 
ments. 

Every  soul  in  Paris  armed  himself,  and  took  the  field  in 
whatever  costume  he  usually  wore.  The  nobles  led  the 
way  in  feathered  hats,  satin  doublets,  silk  stockings,  and 
high-heeled  boots.  No  one  knew  what  they  were  fighting 
for.    The  cry  was,  "  Vive  la  Fronde!  "  "  Mort  a  Mazarin .'" 

The  Duchesse  de  Longueville,  supported  by  her  brother, 
the  great  Conde,  took  possession  of  the  executive  govern- 
ment at  the  H6tel  de  Ville.  She  was  quickly  joined  by 
the  Duchesses  de  Chevreuse  and  De  Montbazon.  The  Due 
de  Beaufort  was  set  at  liberty.  But  as  it  was  quite  a 
"Ladies'  War,"  he  acted  only  as  subordinate.  The 
Duchesses  distributed  all  the  military  posts  and  honours 
among  themselves — they  created  themselves  generals, 
lieutenants,  and  colonels,  all  so  many  BcUonas  of  revolt. 
War   was  waged   on   quito   a  new   principle :    Marechal 
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d'Hocquincourt,  defending  Peronne  for  the  Queen-Eegent, 
assured  the  Duchesse  de  Montbazon,  who  invested  it  for 
the  Fronde,  "  That  Peronne  was  at  the  service  of  the 
fairest  of  the  fair." 

Not  so  la  Grande  Mademoiselle.  She  ranged  herself 
on  the  popular  side  against  the  Court,  and  commanded  at 
the  BastiUe.  She  fought  in  good  earnest,  and  pointed 
the  well-loaded  guns  of  that  fortress  against  her  Kmg  and 
cousin,  who,  with  his  army,  lay  encamped  without  the 
walls  of  Paris.  Louis  retreated  precipitately  to  Saint- 
Denis. 

We  are  in  the  Hotel  de  Ville,  within  the  apartment  of 
one  of  the  very  prettiest  aides-de-camp  attached  to  the 
Duchesse  de  Longueville.  This  fair  lady,  Mademoiselle 
de  Eosny,  has  just  finished  a  most  elaborate  toilette,  and 
having  arranged  the  innumerable  little  curls  (then  so 
much  in  vogue)  round  her  face,  and  fastened  the  proper 
quantity  of  ribbon  in  her  dark  locks,  takes  a  last  fond 
look  in  the  glass,  and  then  seats  herself  in  the  happiest 
possible  state  of  expectation.  Now  there  is  a  certain  all- 
conquering  beau — Monsieur  d'Aumale  by  name — ^who  has 
more  than  half  achieved  the  conquest  of  her  heart ;  and 
she  has  a  kind  of  presentiment  that  the  morning  will  not 
pass  without  a  visit  from  this  pearl  of  cavaliers.  Nor 
is  she  mistaken :  a  soft  knock  at  the  door  announces  the 
approach  of  some  one.  How  her  heart  beats !  It  must 
be  M.  d'Aumale,  so  she  says,  ''  Entrez!^'  in  a  trembling 
voice,  and  d'Aumale  stands  before  her. 

''  Mademoiselle  de  Eosny,"  he  exclaims,  "  I  am  in  the 
utmost  haste,  I  am  come  to  beg  you  to  be  present  at  the 
most  singular  spectacle  you  ever  beheld." 

•  "What  may  it  be?"  replies  she,  rather  chagrined  that 
instead  of  a  tender  love-scene,  such  as  she  anticipated, 
M.  d'Aumale  seems  so  preoccupied. 

"It  is  a  review,  mademoiselle,  ordered  by  the  council ; 
but,  ha !  ha !  such  a  review !  Morbleu,  you  will  never 
guess  of  whom — ^the  oddest  idea !  It  is  no  other  than  a 
review  of  priests,  monks,  and  seminarists,  sword  in  hand, 
and  ready  to  charge  the  enemy.     It  is  the  strangest  idea 
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of  defence  that  ever  was  conceived ;  but  as  we  have  lady- 
generals,  and  the  Grande  Mademoiselle  for  chief,  we  are 
now  to  have  an  army  of  priests  for  them  to  command. 
These  recruits  are  actually  now  all  assembling  on  the 
bridge  near  Notre-Dame.     You  must  be  quick." 

^^  Was  ever  anything  so  ridiculous  !  "  and  Mademoiselle 
de  Eosny  laughs.  .  "  But  I  shall  be  terrified  at  their  awk- 
wardness ;  they  will  be  sure  to  fire  too  low  and  hit  us." 

^'  Oh,  but  you  must  come.  I  will  be  your  guard ;  I 
pledge  myself  that  you  shall  return  uninjured,"  and 
d'Aumale  gives  the  lady  a  tender  glance.  "  Besides, 
to  reassure  you,  I  •believe  that  these  monk-warriors  arc 
not  even  to  be  trusted  with  matches ;  the  arquebuses  and 
cannon  are  as  empty  and  as  innocent  as  when  in  the 
arsenal;  so  there  is  nothing  to  fear.  If  you  will  come, 
I  will  conduct  you  in  my  new  coach — the  very  model  of 
elegance — I  will  answer  for  it  there  is  not  such  another 
in  all  Paris." 

"  That  will  be  delightful !  "  cries  the  lady.  ''  I  do 
admire  those  new  coaches  so  much,  if  it  were  not  for  this 
abominable  war,  I  suppose  they  would  become  universal. 
Well,  Monsieur  d'Aumale,  I  am  ready !  let  us  see  thbse 
monks ;  it  will  be  a  good  story  with  which  to  entertain 
Madame  la  Duchesse  de  Longueville  this  evening  at  her 
reception.     How  the  Due  de  Beaufort  will  laugh !  " 

In  high  glee  Mademoiselle  de  Eosny  departed,  accom- 
panied by  her  admirer,  her  pleasure  not  a  little  height- 
ened by  the  idea  of  appearing  in  a  coach,  then  by  no 
means  common  in  Paris,  and  reserved  generally  for 
royalty,  or  for  grand  occasions,  or  state  processions — 
heavy  lumbering  vehicles,  such  as  figure  in  the  old  prints 
of  that  period,  with  a  sloping  roof  like  a  house,  and  drawn 
by  Flemish  horses  of  huge  dimensions.  On  arriving  near 
the  bridge,  they  stop  under  the  shadow  of  the  cathedral, 
and  there  behold  the  most  extraordinary  spectacle.  All 
the  young  monks  in  Paris  are  crowded  near  Notre-Dame, 
with  the  exception  of  the  Benedictines  and  some  other 
orders,  who  refuscid  to  take  any  part  in  this  mummery. 
At  least  fifteen  hundred  ecclesiastics,  drawn  up  in  excel- 
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lent  order,  are  executing  the  various  manoeuvres  of  march, 
halt,  right-about  face,  &c.,  with  tolerable  precision.  The 
greater  number  have  fastened  up  their  black  robes,  and 
invested  their  lower  limbs  with  most  uncanonical  gar- 
ments. The  reverend  fathers,  with  their  hoods  hanging 
over  their  shoulders,  are  booted  and  spurred,  many  wear 
helmets  and  cuirasses,  and  all  carry  such  halberts,  lances, 
swords,  and  bucklers  as  they  had  been  able  to  lay  hands 
on.  Others  grasp  a  crucifix  in  one  hand,  and  in  the  other 
a  pistol,  a  scythe,  an  old  dagger  or  a  knife,  with  which 
each  intends  to  perform  prodigies  of  valour  against  the 
enemies  of  the  Fronde.  As  they  advance  and  retreat  on 
the  dusty  soil  in  lines  and  columns,  they  present  the 
appearance  of  an  immense  flight  of  crows  hovering  over  a 
field  of  newly  cut  wheat. 

To  this  martial  array  is  added  the  clamour  of  drums, 
trumpets,  and  warlike  instruments,  accompanied  with  no 
end  of  benedictions,  OremtiSj  and  chanted  psalms.  At 
the  head  of  the  troops  is  a  bishop,  metamorphosed  into 
a  commandant.  He  moves  very  slowly,  by  reason  of  his 
corpulence  and  the  weight  of  the  armour  he  wears,  and 
looks  like  a  dilapidated  St.  George,  minus  the  dragon. 
Then  come  Carthusians,  Begging  Friars,  Capuchins,  and 
Seminarists,  each  different  order  commanded  by  their 
abbot  or  prior,  advancing  gravely  in  the  orthodox  goose- 
step.  Cries  of  "  Down  with  the  Eegent ! "  "  Death  to 
Mazarin  !  "  '^  A  hcis  the  Italian  beggar ! "  "  Long  live 
the  Union!"  ^'Vive  la  Ducliesse P^  '^  Vive  la  Fronde  I ^^ 
add  to  the  clamour  of  the  martial  music.  Mademoiselle 
de  Eosny  is  fain  to  hold  her  ears,  notwithstanding  all  the 
sweet  things  her  companion  is  whispering.  The  mob  of 
Paris  en  masse  is  assembled  to  witness  this  extraordinary 
review,  and  to  rejoice  in  the  unexpected  aid  contributed 
by  the  Church  in  the  general  emergency.  Nor  is  M. 
d'Aumale's  the  only  coach  on  the  Quai  Notre-Dame  that 
day;  many  other  possessors  of  such  vehicles  have  been 
attracted  by  the  scene.  The  Legate  is  among  the  number. 
The  crowd  is  immense,  the  applause  enthusiastic. 

"  Ciel !  "  calls  out  Mademoiselle  do  Eosny,  on  a  sudden. 
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"  Look — do  look !     Monsieur  d'Aumale,  you  have  deceived 
me,  I  am  sure.     They  are  going  to  fire !  ^' 

"  No,  no,"  replies  d'Aumale,  "believe  me,  you  are  mis- 
taken. ^  Give  the  monk  his  rosary,  the  soldier  his  sword/ 
says  the  motto.  Messieurs  Us  moines  will  not  venture  to 
bum  their  hands  in  attempting  to  handle  firearms." 

"  But  I  tell  you,"  cries  the  lady,  "  they  are  going  to 
fire !  Good  heavens,  the  guns  are  all  turned  this  way ! 
Oh,  d'Aumale,  we  shall  be  murdered.  Help  !  help  !  I 
implore  you  !  "  And  she  catches  hold  of  him,  and  begins 
to  scream  after  the  most  approved  fashion  preparatory  to  a 
fit  of  hysterics. 

D'Aumale  looks  out  of  the  window.  "  In  the  name  of 
heaven,  beware — ^beware !  "  he  shouts  to  the  priests.  But 
in  the  confusion  his  voice  is  inaudible.  The  ecclesiastical 
artillerymen,  awkward  and  inexperienced,  have  already 
lighted  the  matclies,  and  the  cannon,  which  were  loaded, 
explode  right  and  left  in  the  crowd.  A  fearful  cry  arises 
from  the  Legate's  coach. 

"  Thank  Heaven,  d'Aumalc,  we  have  escaped, — this 
time  at  least,"  gasps  Mademoiselle  de  Rosny  in  a  low 
voice,  for  she  is  now  calmed  by  excessive  fear. 

"  Yes,  but  I  fancy  some  one  has  been  seriously  wounded. 
I  will  alight  and  see,"  says  d'Aumale,  unfastening  the  door. 

A  dense  crowd  surrounds  the  coach  belonging  to  the 
Legate.  The  secretary  of  his  eminence  had  been  shot 
dead  by  a  bullet  through  the  chest,  the  Legate's  confessor 
is  wounded  in  the  head,  and  his  two  valets  also  mucli 
injured.  Never  was  there  such  confusion.  M.  d'Aumalo 
hastens  back  to  secure  the  safe  retreat  of  the  fair  De  Rosny. 
They  are  soon  disengaged  from  the  crowd,  and  rolling 
back  over  the  muddy  ground  to  the  Hotel  de  Ville.  Here 
we  must  bid  them  farewell,  assuming  that  mademoiselle 
soon  secured  the  possession  of  the  much-admired  coach 
by  a  speedy  marriage  with  its  handsome  owner. 


CHAPTEE  LII. 

MAZARIN   PLAYEB   OUT. 

TirE  marriage  bells  peal  merrily  for  the  august  espousals 
of  Louis  XIV.  with  the  Infanta  Maria  Theresa,  daughter 
of  the  King  of  Spain.  The  troubles  of  the  Fronde  are 
over.  Gondi,  the  Coadjutor,  now  Cardinal  de  Eetz,  is  im- 
prisoned. Cardinal  Mazaxin  has  cemented  a  peace  between 
France  and  Spain.     He  has  triumphed. 

Mazarin  left  Paris  with  a  great  retinue  of  coaches,  litters, 
and  mules,  attended  by  bishops,  secretaries,  lawyers,  and 
priests,  to  meet  the  Spanish  ambassador,  Don  Luis  da  Haro, 
on  the  frontier,  there  to  arrange  the  preliminaries  of  the 
treaty  and  the  marriage.  Don  Luis  had  already  arrived, 
attended  with  equal  splendour.  A  whole  month  was  lost 
in  the  all-important  question  of  precedency.  Should 
Mazarin  call  on  Da  Haro,  or  Da  Haro  "  drop  in "  on 
Mazarin?  This  momentous  point  was  never  settled. 
Mazarin,  the  wily  Italian — //  Signor  Faquino^  as  the  Prince 
de  Conde  calls  him — ^took  to  his  bed,  hoping  that  the 
anxiety  felt  for  his  health  by  Da  Haro  would  induce 
him  to  pocket  his  Castilian  dignity  and  make  the  first 
advance.  But  Da  Haro  was  not  to  be  caught,  and  obsti- 
nately shut  himself  up,  eat,  drank,  and  made  merry  with 
the  most  dogged  patience,  and  the  most  entire  want 
of  sympathy.  So  it  ended  in  this  wise— no  visit  was 
made  at  aU.  The  great  plenipotentiaries  met,  quite 
unoificially,  on  the  Island  of  Pheasants,  in  the  middle 
of  the  Eiver  Bidassoa,  dividing  France  and  Spain.  There 
the  real  business  was  very  soon  dispatched.  In  process  of 
time,  the  King  and  the  Infanta  were  married. 

The  Infanta  was  very  small,  fair,  and  plump.     There 
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was  an  utter  absence  of  expression  in  her  freshly  com- 
plexioned  face ;  her  eyes  were  large  and  gentle,  but  said 
absolutely  nothing  of  any  soul  within.  Her  mouth  was 
large,  her  teeth  were  irregular.  Her  dress  horrified  the 
French  ladies.  It  was  unanimously  voted  tawdry,  ill- 
made,  and  imbecoming.  As  to  the  ladies  in  attendance 
on  her,  it  was  not  possible  to  find  words .  to  paint  their 
grotesqueness.  They  were  black-skinned,  scraggy,  and 
awkward.  They  had  hideous  lace,  and  wore  enormous 
farthingales.  One  of  them,  the  "  governess  of  the  In- 
fanta," is  gibbeted  in  the  pages  of  history  as  "  a  monster." 
She  unhappily  wore  what  are  designated  as  "  barrels  "  under 
her  dress.  Such  was  the  first  effect  of  crinoline  on  the 
ladies  of  the  French  nation. 

The  Duchesse  de  Noailles  was  appointed  lady  of  the  bed 
chamber  to  the  new  Queen.  She  was  recommended  to 
this  office  by  the  Queen-dowager,  Anne  of  Austria,  her 
aunt. 

Cardinal  Mazarin  has  now  reached  the  summit  of  power. 
He  has  imprisoned  his  rival  Cardinal  De  Eetz,  and  has 
tranquillised  a  great  nation.  He  has  even  received  the 
solemn  thanks  of  the  once  turbulent  parliament.  He  has 
equalled,  if  not  exceeded,  the  renown  of  Eichelieu.  After 
the  sounding  of  those  marriage  bells  he  returns  to  Paris, 
to  repose  upon  his  laurels.  See  him !  the  artistic  egotist, 
who  all  his  life  has  fed  on  the  choicest  grapes  from 
his  neighbour's  vine,  and  sipped  the  most  fragrant  honey 
from  flowers  not  his  own.  See  him  within  his  magnifi- 
cent palace,  the  outward  and  visible  evidence  of  the 
enormous  wealth  which  he  no  longer  fears  to  display. 
Louis  XIV.  looks  on  him  as  a  father.  Anne  of  Austria 
trembles  when  he  frowns.  All  France  is  subservient  to 
his  rule.  The  walls  of  his  chamber  are  lined  with  artistic 
plunder : — ^pictures  set  in  gorgeous  frames  of  Florentine 
carving  ;  statues,  mirrors,  and  glittering  chandeliers ; 
tables  and  consoles,,  bearing  ornaments  of  inestimable 
value,  in  marble,  bronze,  porcelain,  pottery,  enamel,  and 
gems.  Eichest  hangings  of  tapestry,  and  brocaded  satin 
and  velvet,  more  costly  than  the  gold  which  surrounds 
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them,  shade  the  intrusive  sunshine,  and  tone  all  down  to 
that  delicious  half  light  so  dear  to  the  artistic  sense. 
Everything  has  been  arranged  by  the  hand  of  a  master ; 
and  there  he  sits,  this  master,  dying.  The  seeds  of  disease, 
sown  on  the  frontier  where  he  was  detained  by  Da  Haro, 
have  developed  into  a  mortal  malady. 

He  has  just  risen  from  his  bed.  He  sits  in  a  chair 
on  wheels,  in  which  he  is  rolled  from  frescoed  gallery  to 
marble  vestibule ;  from  corridors  of  pictures  to  precious 
libraries ;  from  dainty  retiring-rooms  to  painted  pavilions, 
from  guard-room  to  saloon — those  superb  saloons  where 
he  received  the  Court. 

He  even  penetrates  to  the  stables,  and  surveys  his 
priceless  stud;  he  ventures  into  the  magnificent  gardens 
which  surround  his  palace,  to  feast  his  eyes  on  all  his 
vast  possessions.  Eetuming  again,  greatly  fatigued,  to 
the  picture-gallery,  he  bids  his  attendants  pause.  He 
rests,  absorbed  in  thought,  under  a  Holy  Family,  by 
Raphael,  a  work  beyond  price,  now  in  the  Louvre.  Here 
he  desires  his  attendants  to  leave  him ;  his  secretary, 
who  is  never  beyond  call,  he  commands  to  wait  his  pleasure 
in  the  ante-room,  behind  the  thick  silken  hangings  that 
veil  the  door.  Inadvertently  this  door  is  left  ajar,  and 
the  secretary,  curious  to  know  what  his  master  is  doing, 
looks  through  a  chink  in  the  curtain,  and  watches  him. 
The  Cardinal,  when  he  has  glanced  round  carefally — to 
be  sure  he  is  alone — ^lays  hold  of  a  crutch  placed  ready 
to  his  hand,  and  with  the  utmost  difficulty  struggles  to  his 
feet,  for  they  are  swollen,  and  almost  useless  irom  gout. 
After  many  efforts  he  disengages  himself  from  the  chair, 
and  reaches  the  ground,  then,  balancing  himself  upon 
the  crutch  and  any  object  near  at  hand,  he  moves  a  few 
steps,  stopping  for  lack  of  breath.  ('The  secretary  doubts 
if  he  should  not  rush  in  before  he  rails,  so  imcertain  and 
tottering  are  Mazarin's  movements  ;  but  he  forbears,  fearful 
of  angering  the  Cardinal,  whom  suffering  has  made  irri- 
table. ) 

Mazarin  sighs  deeply  as  he  limps  on  from  picture  to 
picture,  and  surveys  his  favourite  works. 
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"  I  feel  better,"  he  says,  speaking  aloud.  "  If  I  could 
only  get  my  breath,  I  should  recover.  Diamine  !  I  shall 
— I  will  recover.  I  cannot  leave  my  pictures — such  a 
collection," — ^and  he  turns  round  with  difficulty,  and 
surveys  the  galleries — "not  yet  complete — to  pass  into 
other  hands.  No,  no — ^it  cannot  be  ;  I  feel  stronger 
already.  I — alone  in  my  gallery — ^without  those  sjpies 
always  about  me  to  see  my  weakness — I  can  breathe." 
And  he  draws  a  long  breath.  The  long  breath  ends  in  a 
groan.  ^'  That  divine  Baffaello ! "  and  again  he  sighs,  and 
turns  to  the  gem  of  his  collection,  a  Nativity,  "  Raflfaello 
is  my  religion.  Credo  in  Raffaelh !  What  anima  !  That 
exquisite  Virgin !  and  the  Christ  nestling  in  her  arms ! 
I  wonder  who  sat  for  that  virgin  ?  She  must  have  been 
a  perfect  creature !  I  salute  her  di  cuore.  That  picture 
came  to  me  from  the  King  of  Spain — a  bribe.  Who 
cares  ?  I  never  refuse  a  present.  The  King  knows  my 
taste.  He  sent  me  word  there  were  many  more  to 
come  if  I  concluded  a  peace.  I  did  conclude  a  peace ;  I 
took  that  picture-  and  others ;  but,  Sangm  di  Dw^  I  was 
faithful  to  France.  Ah,  ha !  I  was  too  sharp  for  him — a 
dull  king !  That  torso  there,  dug  up  at  Portici — ^what 
stalwart  limbs !  what  grand  proportions  !  How  finely 
the  shadows  fall  upon  the  thigh  from  that  passing  cloud. 
Ahi !  my  foot !  "  (and  he  shakes  on  his  crutches  so  violently, 
the  secretary's  head  and  shoulders  are  inside  the  room, 
only  the  Cardinal  does  not  see  him).  "I  am  better 
now,"  falters  Mazarin,  "  much  better ; "  then,  taking  a 
few  steps  onwards,  he  pauses  before  a  Titian.  "  Venus, 
my  Goddess ! — Laus  Veneri.  Oh,  the  warmth  of  the  flesh 
tints,  the  turn  of  that  head  and  neck — divine !  I  gave  a 
great  price  for  that  picture  ;  but,  Cospetto  !  it  was  not  my 
own  money,''  and  he  laughs  feebly,  '^It  will  sell  for 
double !  That  Paolo  Veronese  and  that  Tintoretto  yonder 
came  from  the  sale  of  Charles  I.  of  England,  after  his 
execution — those  English  ruffians  !  What  supple  forms, 
what  classic  features ! — like  my  native  Eomans  in  the 
Imperial  city,  where  the  very  beggars  think  themselves 
equal  to  kings  ;  and  so  they  are,  per  Dio.     Glorious  Italy  ! 
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Ah  J  cielo  !  "  and  he  creeps  on  to  a  favourite  landscape  by 
Caracci,  lit,  as  it  were,  by  the  living  sunshine  of  the  south. 
"  Ah,  that  sun — I  feel  it — wonderful !  wonderful ! — a  gem 
of  the  eclectic  school  of  Bologna,  given  to  me  by  the 
Archbishop.  Poor  man,  he  was  not,  like  me,  satisfied  with 
art — ^ha,  ha ! " — his  laugh  ends  in  a  severe  fit  of  coughing. 
"  He  liked  nature.  He  could  not  stand  inquiry. — I  helped 
him.  Oh,  my  foot !  "  (And  he  totters  so  helplessly,  that 
the  secretary,  watching  him  with  curious  eyes,  again 
nearly  rushes  in  ;  for  if  Mazarin  dies  his  salary  ceases.) 
Recovering,  however,  he  steadies  himself  against  the 
pedestal  of  a  marble  group  just  arrived  from  Eome, 
"  Leda  and  the  Swan.'.'  He  drags  himself  with  difficulty 
into  the  recess  where  it  is  placed,  shifting  his  position, 
in  order  to  catch  the  precise  light  in  which  to  view  the 
rounded  limbs  of  the  figure.  "What  grace,  what  abandon^ 
in  that  "female  form! — ^a  trifle  teste  for  the  gallery  of  a 
prelate — presented,  too,  by  a  lady — a  woman  of  taste, 
above  prejudices.  No  one  has  seen  it.  I  must  invite 
the  Court— the  Queen-mother  will  be  scandalised.  Ha, 
ha !  the  Queen-mother ! "  and  he  feebly  winks,  his  laugh 
bringing  on  another  fit  of  convulsive  coughing.  (The 
secretary  is  on  the  threshold.)  "  I  must  not  die  before  I 
have  disposed  of  my  pictures,"  Marazin  mutters,  breathing 
again;  ''I  cannot  bear  to  die! — now,  too,  that  I  have 
triumphed  over  all  my  enemies."  The  Cardinal  sighs 
heavily,  shakes  his  head,  and  casts  a  longing  glance  round 
the  painted  walls.  He  tries  to  move  onwards ;  but  his 
strength  fails  him,  suddenly  his  hands  are  cramped,  the 
crutch  falls  on  the  floor,  he  groans,  sinks  into  a  chair, 
and  faintly  calls  for  assistance. 

The  secretary  is  with  him  in  an  instant,  and  summons 
the  attendants.  Weary,  and  utterly  exhausted,  they  lay 
him  on  his  bed,  where  he  sighs  and  groans,  as  much 
from  anguish  of  mind  as  from  bodily  pain.  He  feels 
that  nothing  can  amuse  or  delight  him  more,  neither 
singing  men  nor  singing  women,  the.  wonders  of  art  or 
the  flattery  of  Courts.  From  henceforth  to  him  the  world 
must  evermore  be  mute;  the  flowers  in  the  gardens  he 
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has  created  shall  no  longer  fling  their  scented  blossoms  at 
his  feet ;  to  him  the  birds  are  dumb  in  the  groves  he  has 
planted,  the  fruits  cease  to  be  luscious,  and  the  sun  is 
already  darkened  by  the  shadow  of  death.  His  face  turns 
of  an  ashy  hue,  and  he  feebly  calls  for  his  physician. 

One  of  the  many  attendants  that  hover  about  his  bed, 
each  one  hoping  to  be  remembered  in  that  will  of  his, 
of  which  all  Paris  has  heard,  flies  to  fetch  him.  He 
appears  in  the  person  of  Guenaud,  the  Court  doctor  of 
that  day. 

Ma^sarin  has  revived  a  little.  He  is  propped  up  on 
pillows,  to  relieve  his  breathing,  which,  by  reason  of 
the  oppression  on  his  chest,  is  laboured  and  difficult.  At 
the  sight  of  Guenaud  he  trembles ;  his  teeth  chatter. 
He  has  summoned  the  leech,  and  now  he  dares  not  hear 
what  he  has  to  say.  Mazarin,  with  his  sensuous  Italian 
temperament,  clings  wildly  to  life.  He  shrinks  from  the 
dark  horrors  of  the  grave — he,  who  adores  sunshine, 
warmth,  open  air,  and  beauty. 

"  Well,  Guenaud,  well.  You  are  in  haste  to  come  to 
me." 

"Your  eminence  sent  for  me,"  replies  the  physician 
gravely,  bowing  to  the  ground ;  then  he  contemplates  the 
Cardinal  with  that  all-seeing  eye  for  obvious  symptoms 
and  for  remote  details,  that  makes  the  glance  of  a  doctor 
so  awful  to  the  sick. 

''  I — I  am  better,  Guenaud — much  better,  now  ;  I  had 
fatigued  myself  among  my  pictures.  But  I  did  much, 
Guenaud — I  did  too  much.  I  even  crawled  to  my  stables 
— to  my  garden ;  I  am  gaining  strength.   To-morrow " 

Mazarin  stops  ;  a  severe  fit  of  coughing  almost  suffocates 
him.  Again  the  ashy  hue — grey  as  the  shadows  of  depart- 
ing day  when  the  sun  has  set — overcasts  his  features. 
Guenaud  does  not  reply,  but  still  contemplates  his  patient 
attentively.  The  Cardinal  looks  up ;  a  hectic  colour  flushes 
his  cheeks. 

"  Come,"  says  he,  "  speak ;  be  honest  with  me.  I  am 
better  ?"     Guenaud  bows. 

^*  I  trust  so,"  replies  he. 


MAZARIN   PLAYED   OUT.  371 

^^Sangm  di  Dio  /" — and  the  Cardinal  grows  crimson,  and 
clenches  his  thin,  fingers  with  nervous  agony—''  speak. 
Your  silence  agitates  me.  What  have  you  to  tell  me  ? 
How  long  have  I  to  live  ?    Shall  I  recover  ?" 

Gu6naud  shakes  his  head.  Mazarin's  face  agam  becomes 
suddenly  deadly  pale.  He  leans  back  on  his  pillows,  and 
sniffs  a  strong  essence  in  a  filigree  bottle  lying  by  his  side. 
"  Guenaud,"  says  he,  "I  dread  death,  but  I  am  no  coward. 
I  am  prepared  for  the  worst." 

"  I  rejoice  to  hear  it,"  answers  the  physician  solemnly, 
feeling  his  pulse.  "You  will  have  need  of  all  your 
fortitude." 

"  Is  it  so  ?    Well,  then,  let  me  hear  my  fate  ?" 

"  Your  eminence  cannot  live  long.  Nothing  can  save 
you." 

A  strange  look  of  determination  comes  into  the  CardinaPs 
eyes  as  Guenaud  speaks.  Mazarin  was,  as  he  said,  no 
coward;  but  the  flesh  was  weaker  than  the  spirit,  and 
shrank  from  suffering  and  disease.  Now  that  he  has 
heard  the.  truth,  he  bears  it  better  than  would  appear 
possible  in  one  so  slight,  nervous,  and  attenuated. 

"  I  cannot  flatter  your  eminence,"  continues  Guenaud, 
"your  disease  is  incurable;  but  I  admit  that  remedies 
may  prolong  your  life,  though  they  cannot  preserve  it. 
Remedies,  ably  administered,  can  do  much,  even  in  fatal 
cases." 

"  I  respect  your  jfrankness,  doctor,"  says  the  Cardinal 
calmly.     " Speak  out ;  how  long  can  I  last?" 

"Your  eminence  may  hope  to  live  for  two  months, 
perhaps,  by  following  the  rules  I  shall  prescribe." 

"Well,  well — ^two  months!  Ah,  it  is  a  short  time," 
— and  a  nervous  spasm  passes  over  his  face,  and  his 
hands  twitch  with  a  convulsive  spasm.  "  I  do  not  die 
of  old  age ;  I  have  sacrificed  my  life  to  France  and  to  the 
King.  I  never  got  over  that  negotiation  at  the  Pyrenees. 
Well,  well — so  be&t.  At  least,  I  know  my  fate.  This 
interval  must  be  consecrated  to  the  care  of  my  soul.  Two 
months !  I  shall  do  my  best.  All  my  brother  prelates 
will  assist  me " 
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"  To  live,  your  eminence  ?  " 

"  No,  no,  Guenaud," — and  the  shadow  of  a  smile  passes 
over  his  thin  white  lips, — "  no,  no,  not  to  live,  but  to 
die ;  to  die  for  the  sake  of  the  abbeys,  bishoprics,  and 
canonries  my  death  will  leave  vacant.  In  two  months 
one  may  have  a  world  of  indulgences ;  that  is  some- 
thing. The  Holy  Father  will  rejoice  at  having  my 
patronage;  he  is  sure  to  give  me  a  helping  hand;  and 
plenty  of  indulgences.  I  stand  well  with  the  Pope, 
Guenaud.  But — but  my  pictures,  my  statues — a  collec- 
tion I  have  been  making  all  my  life,  at  such  a  vast 
expense.  Who  knows,  Gueuaud  ?  you  may  be  mistaken, 
he  added,"  brightening  up,  his  mercurial  nature  rushing 
back  into  its  accustomed  channel  at  the  recollection  of 
what  had  been  the  passion  of  his  life.  "Who  knows, 
I  may  get  better!"  and  his  eye  turns  sharply  upon 
the  physician,  with  a  sparkle  of  its  accustomed  fire ; 
"eh,  Guenaud — who  knows?"  Guenaud  bows,  but  is 
silent.  "  You  may  be  mistaken.  Non  importa^  I  must 
think  of  my  soul.  It  is  indeed  a  great  trial — a  sore  trial 
— a  man  of  my  age,  too,  with  so  many  years  to  live ! 
and  such  a  collection  !  You  know  my  collection,  Guenaud?" 

"  Yes,  your  eminence,"  answers  he,  bowing. 

"The  finest  in  Europe,"  sighs  Mazarin,  "and  not  yet 
finished ;  fresh  works  coming  in  daily.  A  great  trial — 
but  I  must  think  of  my  soul.  Go  now,  Guenaud ;  come 
again  to-morrow.  Perhaps — who  knows? — you  may  see 
some  change,  some  improvement — ^who  knows  ?" 

Gu6naud  shakes  his  head  silently,  and  withdraws. 

Meanwhile  the  Queen-mother,  Anne  of  Austria,  in- 
formed of  Mazarin's  desperate  condition,  hastens  to  visit 
him.  She  is  attended  by  her  gossiping  ladies,  eager  to 
catch  every  word,  and — amidst  nods  and  winks,  and  sighs 
of  affected  sympathy — to  comment  on  her  sorrowftd  ex- 
pression. 

Her  Majesty  is  pale  and  sad ;  tears  gather  in  her  eyes 
as  she  advances  towards  the  bed  on  which  Mazarin  lies, 
and  she  asks  with  a  timid  yet  tender  voice  after  his  health. 
He  replies  that  he  is  very  ill,  and  repeats  to  her  what 
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Guenaud  had  told  him.  If  I  were  to  add  that  he  displayed 
to  the  Queen  and  her  ladies  one  of  his  bare  legs,  to  aiford 
ocular  demonstration  of  his  reduced  condition,  I  fear  I 
should  be  accused  of  imitating  the  mauvaise  langue  of 
Madame  de  Noailles.  But  he  really  did  so,  to  the  great 
grief  of  Anne  of  Austria,  and  to  the  utter  discomfiture  and 
horror  of  her  less  sympathizing  ladies  in  waiting,  who 
rapidly  retreat  into  the  recesses  of  the  windows,  or  behind 
the  draperies  of  the  apartment,  to  escape .  so  unpleasant  a 
spectacle. 

''  Look!"  exclaims  Mazarin,  thrusting  forward  his  leg — 
"look,  Madame,  at  the  deplorable  condition  to  which  I  am 
reduced  by  my  incessant  anxiety  for  the  welfare  of  France  ! 
And  to  leave  my  pictures  too, — ^my  statues.  Ah,  Madame, 
it  is  a  bitter  trial ! " 

Soon  after  this  extraordinary  interview,  and  when  all 
the  world  believed  Mazarin  to  be  dead  or  dying,  the  cunning 
Italian,  determined  once  more  to  take  in  the  whole  Court, 
and  deceitful  in  his  death  as  he  had  been  in  his  life,  gaye 
orders  that  his  convalescence  should  be  announced.  He 
caused  himself  to  be  painted  white  and  red,  dressed  in  his 
ecclesiastical  robes,  and  placed  in  a  sedan  chair  with  all 
the  glasses  down.  In  this  disguise  he  was  wheeled  along 
the  broad  terraces  of  his  garden,  taking  care  to  be  well 
observed  by  the  vast  crowd  collected  by  the  news  of  his 
recovery.  For  a  moment  he  presented  the  appearance  of 
health  and  vigour.  But  the  effort  he  had  forced  himself 
to  make,  in  order  to  enact  this  ghastly  comedy,  was  too 
much  for  his  remaining  strength.  He  swooned  in  his 
sedan  chair,  and  was  brought  back  and  placed  on  his  bed, 
never  to  rise  again.  Thus  died  as  he  had  lived.  Cardinal 
Mazarin,  a  dissembler  and  a  hypocrite ;  but  a  great  minister. 
Not  cruel  or  bloodthirsty,  like  Eichelieu,  yet  equally  un- 
scrupulous, Mazarin  gained  the  end  he  had  in  view  by 
patience,  cunning,  and  intrigue.  .  At  his  death  he  left 
France,  already  exhausted  by  the  wars  of  the  Fronde, 
completely  subdued;  and  in  such  a  state  of  abject  sub- 
mission to  the  Government,  as  paved  the  way  to  the  extra- 
vagance and  oppression  of  Louis  XIV.'s  reign. 


CHAPTER  LIII. 

LOUISE   DE   LA   VALLIEBE. 

The  young  King  Louis  XIV.  was  active,  vigorous,  and 
graceful.  He  excelled  in  outward  accomplishments,  in 
riding,  dancing,  and  fencing;  but  intellectually  he  was 
both  idle  and  ignorant.  His  education  had  been  purposely 
neglected  by  Cardinal  Mazarin ;  and  he  was  so  fully  aware 
of  it,  that  he  carefully  avoided  displaying  his  ignorance 
by  a  too  facile  or  rapid  address.  Even  in  youth  he  was 
grave  and  ceremonious ;  in  later  years  he  became  pompous 
and  overbearing.  On  the  other  hand,  the  refinement  of 
his  mother's  nature  was  reproduced  in  the  son  of  her  love. 
He  was  brought  up  by  her  side  in  a  circle  as  elegant 
and  refined  as  the  Hotel  de  Bambouillet  in  its  palmiest 
days.  He  never  forgot  the  lesson  he  then  learnt,  that  the 
outward  proprieties  of  life  must  be  studiously  observed, 
whatever  freedoms  may  be  permitted  in  p^vate.  He 
desired  all  his  life  to  be  considered  pious,  just,  and  moral. 
He  failed  in  each,  for  his  passions  were  strong  and  his 
temper  was  imperious.  The  vicissitudes  of  his  early  life 
during  the  civil  wars  of  the  Fronde,  when  he  was  often 
obliged  to  fly  at  a  moment's  notice  from  place  to  place, 
gave  him,  however,  a  power  of  assuming  calmness  and 
dignity  under  all  circumstances,  which  he  could  never 
have  acquired  in  less  eventful  times. 

Above  all  sovereigns  Louis  understood  the  art  of  reigning, 
of  appearing  to  be  a  great  king  when  he  was  really  but 
a  shallow,  vain,  irresolute  man,  extraordinarily  accessible 
to  flattery.  Yet  that  a  son  of  Louis  XIII.  should  say 
with  truth,  ^'  JOitat  c^est  moi^'^  and  dare  to  drive  out  the 
national  Parliament  solemnly  assembled  in  the  legislative 
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chamber,  whip  in  hand^  is  one  of  the  most  striking  anomaKes 
in  history. 

In  person  Louis  resembled  his  father.  He  was  dark, 
broad  shouldered,  and  rather  short,  with  regular  features 
and  a  prominent  nose.  But  he  had  all  the  fire  of  his 
mother's  Spanish  eyes,  and  withal  the  grandest  manners 
and  the  most  royal  presence  ever  seen.  From  a  boy  he 
was  an  ardent  admirer  of  the  fair,  and  continued  to  be 
secretly  ruled,  all  his  life,  by  female  influence.  Indeed,, 
his  long  reign  may  be  divided  into  three  periods,  corres- 
ponding with  the  characteristics  of  the  three  women  who 
successively  possessed  all  the  love  he  could  spare  from 
himself.  He  was  gentle,  humane,  and  domestic  with  La 
Valliere ;  arrogant,  heartless,  and  warlike  with  De  Monte- 
span  ;  selfish,  bigoted,  and  cruel,  with  De  Maintenon. 

His  boyish  philandering  with  the  handsome  nieces 
of  Cardinal  Mazarin  has  been  already  noticed.  What 
subtle  plans  developed  themselves  in  the  brain  of  that 
unscrupulous  schemer  never  can  be  known ;  but  he  could 
not  have  arranged  matters  better  to  place  one  of  his  nieces 
on  the  throne  of  France.  Nor  to  his  Italian  notions  would 
this  have  been  extraordinary.  Mazarin  would  have  argued 
that  a  Mancini  was  as  well  bom  as  a  Medici,  whose  arms 
were  a  pill-box,  and  that  Martinozzi  was  as  ancient  a  name 
as  Bourbon. 

Anne  of  Austria  looked  on  with  displeasure.  Mazarin 
wore  an  imperturbable  front,  a  sphinx-look,  ready  to  answer 
either  way,  as  circumstances  might  prompt.  By  the  time 
that  Maria  Mancini  came  from  Eome,  Louis's  passions 
were  thoroughly  roused.  The  young  lion  had  tasted 
blood,  and  found  it  pleasant  to  his  palate.  Maria  was  far 
less  beautiful  than  her  sisters, — indeed,  that  bitter-tongued 
chronicler,  Bussy  Eabutin,  calls  her  "  ugly,  fat,  and  short, 
with  the  air  of  a  soubretfe;  "  but  she  had  the  temper  of  an 
angel-,  and  seemed  to  the  boyish  Louis  a  soft,  plaintive, 
clinging  creature,  who  appealed  to  his  pity.  In  reality 
she  had  a  force  of ^  character  ten  times  greater  than  his 
own,  and  the  courage  of  a  heroine. 

In  Maria  Mancini,  Mazarin  made  his  great  move  in  the 
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matrimonial  game.  Louis  gave  signs  of  a  serious  attach- 
ment. Anne  of  Austria  set  a  watch  upon  him.  It  was 
needful.  Louis  had  a  temperament  of  fire,  Maria  was  bom 
under  an  Italian  sky.  Notwithstanding  the  watch  set 
Louis  found  opportunity  to  promise  marriage  to  Maria. 
He  repeated  this  promise  with  protestations  and  oaths,  but, 
cautious  even  in  his  youth,  he  did  not,  like  his  grand- 
father Henry  IV.,  commit  it  to  writing. 

Mazarm,  informed  by  his  niece  of  what  had  passed, 
opined  that  the  time  to  speak  had  come.  He  ventured  to 
sound  the  Queen-mother.  He  spoke  of  the  charms  of 
genuine  attachment,  the  happiness  of  domestic  life  on  a 
throne;  he  hinted  at  the  Queen's  own  unhappy  career, 
sacrificed  as  she  had  been  to  a  political  alliance.  He 
enlarged  on  the  antiquity  of  the  Latin  races,  specially  those 
of  Eome  and  Sicily,  '^aU  of  them,"  he  said,  ''once  reign- 
ing houses,,  and  poverty,"  he  added,  "  did  not  make  blue 
blood  red." 

The  Queen,  however  subservient  to  the  Cardinal  on  all 
other  matters,  flared  out — "  If  ever  my  son  condescends  to 
maiTy  your  niece,"  cried  she,  ''  I  will  disown  him.  I  will 
place  myself,  with  his  brother,  Philip  of  Orleans,  at  the 
head  of  the  nation,  and  fight  against  him  and  you.  Cardi- 
nal Mazarin." 

The  Cardinal  had  many  consolations ;  he  was  fain  to  yield. 
Maria  was  sent  to  a  convent.  Poor  Maria — to  go  to 
Brouage  instead  of  sitting  on  a  throne !  It  was  very 
hard.  Louis  was  in  despair.  When  they  met  to  say  adieu, 
he  wept. 

"What,  Sire!"  she  exclaimed;  ''you  love  me — you 
weep — ^and  wc  part  ?  "  and  she  turned  her  liquid  eyes 
upon  him  with  a  look  of  passionate  entreaty. 

Perhaps  the  tears  in  the  King's  eyes  blinded  him,  or  ho 
did  not  hear  her ;  at  all  events,  he  heeded  neither  her  look 
nor  her  inucndo,  and  she  went. 

Then  those  marriage  bells  sounded  fi-om  over  the  frontier 
of  which  we  have  spoken.  The  King  espoused  the  Infanta 
of  Spain,  and  Maria  Mancini  became  La  Principessa 
ColonDa,  and  lived  at  Naples. 
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The  Court  is  at  Saint-Germain.  Louis  XIV.  was  bom 
there,  and  until  Versailles  and  Marly  were  built,  he  made 
it  his  principal  residence.  In  one  of  the  principal  saloons, 
on  the  first  floor,  lying  midway  between  the  turreted 
angles  of  the  fa9ade,  looking  over  the  plain  towards  Paris, 
Louis  XIII.  ended  his  miserable  existence,  his  private 
band  playing  a  "  De  Profundis,"  of  his  own  composition, 
during  his  death  throes.  His  morbid  nature — reproduced 
in  his  descendant,  Louis  XV.,  who  said  he  loved  "the 
scent  of  newly  made  graves " — ^made  him  await  the 
approach  of  death  with  a  sort  of  grim  curiosity.  As  he 
lay  on  his  bed,  opposite  the  windows,  his  dim  eyes  resting 
on  the  wide  expanse  that  stretched  out  below,  he  called 
Laporte  to  him.  He  was  so  near  his  end  that  he 
articulated  with  difficulty.  "Eemember,  my  good  La- 
porte," he  gasped,  "  that  place,  below  there  where  the  road 
turns  under  that  rise,"— and  he  raised  his  bony  finger,  aad 
pointed  to  a  particular  spot,  on  the  road  to  Saint-Denis, 
along  which  his  funeral  procession  must  pass  to  reach  the 
tombs  of  his  ancestors — "  that  place  there.  It  has  been 
newly  mended,  Laporte.  It  is  rough,  and  will  shake  me. 
Let  the  driver  go  gently  over  the  stones.  Be  sure  to  tell 
him  I  said  so." 

This  was  not  like  his  son,  Louis  XIV.,  who  came  to 
detest  Saint-Germain  because  this  very  Cathedral  of  Saint- 
Denis,  where  he  must  be  buried,  was  visible  on  the  horizon 
line.  Such  an  object  did  not  suit  a  monarch  who  desired 
to  be  thought  immortal. 

The  Court  is  at  Saint-Germain.  It  is  a  cool,  delicious 
evening,  after  a  day  of  unusual  heat.  The  summer  evenings 
are  always  charming  at  Saint-Germain,  by  reason  of  the 
bowery  freshness  of  the  adjacent  forest,  frqm  which  cool 
breezes  come  rippling  through  the  air,  that  fan  the  heated 
atmosphere.  The  sombre  cMteau  is  now  a  mass  of  deep 
shadow,  save  where  the  setting  sun  lights  up  some  detail 
of  its  outline — an  arched  window,  a  rich  cornice,  a 
pillared  portico,  or  a  pointed  tower,  which  stand  out 
against  the  western  sky  with  fugitive  brightness.     The 
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parterre  blazes  with  summer  flowers,  the  perfume  of  which 
creeps  upwards  in  the  rising  dews  of  evening.  The  formal 
gravel  walks  are  bordered  by  statues  and  orange-trees,  and 
file  splashing  of  many  fountains  stirs  the  air.  A  flock  of 
peacocks  strut  on  the  greensward,  their  long  tails  catching 
the  last  rays  of  the  sunset.  The  simimer  birds  make  delicate 
music  among  the  shrubberies ;  and  the  giant  elms,  in  the 
outer  park,'  divided  from  the  garden  by  an  open  iron 
railing,  bow  their  rounded  heads  to  the  breeze. 

When  the  sun  has  set,  a  merry  party,  consisting  of  four 
of  the  maids  of  honour,  leave  the  chateau  by  a  side  door. 
They  run  swiftly  along  the  terrace,- frightening  the 
peacocks,  who  drop  their  tails  and  fly  screeching  into  the 
trees, — and  ensconce  themselves  in  a  trellised  arbour,  gar- 
landed with  honeysuckles  and  roses,  hid  in  a  thicket  of 
flowery  shrubs  sldrting  one  side  of  the  parterre.  Once 
there,  their  tongues  are  let  loose  like  so  many  cherry- 
clappers. 

It  was  so  nearly  dark  that  the  maids  of  honour  did  not 
notice  the  King  as  they  scudded  along  the  garden,  who, 
attended  by  the  mischief-loving  Comte  de  Lauzun,  had  also 
stolen  out  to  enjoy  the  evening.  Louis  watched  them  as 
they  ran,  and  then,  hearing  their  voices  in  such  eager  talk, 
was  •  seized  with  intense  desire  to  know  who  they  were, 
and  what  they  were  saying.  He  dare  not  speak,  for  they 
would  hear  him,  and  perhaps  recognise  his  voice.  Signing 
to  his  confidant  Lauzun  to  follow  him,  he  softly  approached 
the  arbour  in  which  the  four  girls  are  hid. 

lie  finds  that  they  are  all  talking  about  a  fancy  ball 
given  the  night  before  by  Madame  Henrietta,  Duchessc 
d'Orleans,  his  brother's  wife ;  and  particularly  about  a  ballet 
in  which  he  himself  had  danced.  The  King  and  Lauzun, 
favoured  by  the  increasing  darkness  of  the  night,  and  well 
entrenched  behind  the  shrubs,  lose  not  a  syllable. 

The  question  is,  which  dancer  was  the  handsomest  and 
the  most  graceful  ?  Each  pretty  lady  has,  of  course,  her 
own  predilection.  One  declares  for  the  Marquis  d'Alen- 
9on,  another  will  not  hear  of  any  comparison  with  M.  de 
Vardes,   a  third  stoutly   maintains    that   the    Comte   de 
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Quiche  was  by  far  the  handsomest  man  there  and  every- 
where else'  (an  opinion  which,  par  parerdhese^  Madame 
herself  takes  every  opportunity  of  showing  she  endorses, 
displaying,  moreover,  this  opinion  somewhat  too  openly, 
notwithstanding  her  designs  on  the  heart  of  the  King 
himself,  whom  she  fancies,  and  others  declare,  is,  or  has 
been,  her  admirer).  The  fourth  damsel  is  silent.  Called 
upon  to  give  her  opinion,  she  speaks,  and  in  the  sweetest 
and  gentlest  of  voices  she  thus  expresses  herself: — 

''  I  cannot  imagine  how  any  one  could  have  been  even 
noticed  when  the  King  was  present.  He  is  quite  fascinating." 

"Ah,  then,  mademoiselle,  you  declare  for  the  King. 
What  will  Madame  say  to  you  ?  " 

"No,  it  is  not  the  King  nor  the  crown  he  wears  that  I 
admire ;  it  is  not  his  rank  that  makes  him  so  charming :  on 
the  contrary,  to  me  it  is  rather  a  defect,  for  if  he  were 
not  the  King  I  should  positively  dread  him.     His  position 

is  my  best  safeguard.     However "     And  La  Valliere 

drops  her  head  on  her  bosom  and  falls  into  a  deep  reverie. 

On  hearing  these  words  the  King  is  strangely  affected, 
he  whispers  to  Lauzun  not  to  mention  their  adventure ;  they 
retire  silently  as  they  came,  and  re-enter  the  chateau. 
The  King  is  in  a  dilemma.  If  he  could  only  discover  who 
this  fair  damsel  is  who  prefers  him  to  all  others  with  such 
naivete — ^who  admires  him  for  himself  alone,  and  not  for 
his  rank — 2l  preference  as  flattering  as  it  is  rarely  the  lot 
of  a  monarch  to  discover !  All  he  knows  is  that  it  must 
be  one  of  the  maids  of  honour  attached  to  the  service  of 
Madame  Henrietta,  his  sister-in-law,  and  he  cannot  sleep 
all  night,  he  is  so  haunted  with  the  melting  tones  of  her 
voice,  and  so  anxious  to  discover  to  whom  it  belongs. 

In  the  morning,  as  soon  as  etiquette  allowed  of  his 
appearing,  Louis  hurries  off  to  the  toilette  of  Madame, 
whom  he  finds  seated  before  a  mirror  of  the  rarest  Dresden 
china,  looped  up  with  l^ce  and  ribbons,  her  face  and 
shoulders  covered  with  her  long  hair. 

"  Your  Majesty  honours  me  with  an  early  visit,"  says  she, 
colouring  with  pleasure  as  he  enters.  "What  plans  have 
you  arranged  for  the  hunt  to-day  ?  When  ai-e  we  to  start  ?  " 


«880  OLD  COURT  LIFE  IX  FRANCE. 

Louis,  with  his  usual  politeness —  shown,  be  it  recorded 
to  his  credit,  towards  any  woman,  whatever  might  be  hcT 
degree — gallantly  replies  that  it  is  for  her  to  command  and 
for  him  to  obey.  But  there  the  conversation  drops,  and 
the  Duchess  observes  that  he  is  absent  and  preoccupied. 
This  both  chagrins  and  disappoints  her.  Piqued  at  his 
want  of  enipressement^  she  turns  from  him  abruptly  and 
begins  conversing  with  the  Comtc  de  Guiche,  who  with  ill- 
disguised  uneasiness  had  stood  aloof  watching  her  warm 
reception  of  his  Majesty. 

Henriette,  the  royal  daughter  of  the  Stuarts  and  the 
Bourbons,  without  being  positively  handsome,  has  the  air 
of  a  great  princess.  The  freshness  of  her  complexion  is, 
however,  all  that  is  English  about  her.  Her  forehead, 
high  and  broad,  but  too  much  developed  for  beauty,  gives 
a  certain  grandeur  to  her  expression;  her  eyes  are 
sparkling,  but  placed  too  near  together.  Still  her  face 
is  intelligent  and  lively.  She  is  tall,  slim,  and  very  grace- 
ful. Around  her  long  neck,  on  which  her  small  head  is 
admirably  set,  is  bound  a  single  string  of  fine  orient  pearls, 
and  a  mantle  and  train  of  turquoise  faille  fall  back  from  a 
flounced  petticoat  of  yellow  satin. 

While  Madame  Hemietta  talks  with  the  Comte  de 
Guiche,  Louis  is  at  liberty  to  use  his  eyes  as  he  chooses, 
and  he  hastily  surveys  the  group  of  lovely  girls  that  stand 
behind  the  Princess's  chair.  One  i)laced  a  little  apart 
from  the  rest  rivets  his  attention,  ller  pale  and  somewhat 
melancholy  countenance  imparts  an  indescribable  air  of 
interest  to  her  appearance,  and  the  graceful  tourniire  of  her 
head  and  neck  add  to  her  charms. 

''  Can  this  be  she  ?  "  he  asks  himself.  lie  hopes — he 
fears  (he  was  young  then,  Louis,  and  not  the  hlasc  debanche 
he  afterwards  became) — he  actually  trembles  with  emotion, 
suspense,  and  impatience.  But  determined  to  ascertain 
the  truth,  and  regardless  of  the  furious  glances  cast  at 
him  by  Madame, — who  evidently  neither  likes  nor  under- 
stands his  wandering  looks,  directed  evidently  to  her  ladies, 
and  his  total  want  of  empressement  towards  herself, — ho 
aj[)proaehcs  the  fail'  group  and  begms  conversing  with  them, 
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certain  that  if  that  same  soft  voice  is  heard  that  had  never 
ceased  to  echo  in  his  ears,  he  shall  at  once  recognise  it. 
He  speaks  to  Mademoiselle  de  Saint- Aignan,  but  his  eyes 
are  fixed  on  the  pale  face  of  La  Valliere,  for  she  it  was 
whom  he  so  much  admired.  La  Vallifcre  casts  down  her 
eyes  and  blushes. 

The  King  advances  towards  her  and  addresses  her.  He 
awaits  her  reply  with  indescribable  anxiety.  She  trembles, 
grows  still  more  pale,  then  blushes  crimson,  and  finally 
answers  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  timidity  ;  but  it  was  the 
voice  !  He  has  found  her.  This,  then,  is  the  unknown, 
and  she  loves  him ;  her  own  lips  confessed  it.  Delightful ! 
He  leaves  the  apartments  of  Madame  abruptly  in  speechless 
ecstasy. 

From  that  day  he  sees,  he  lives  only  for  La  Vallidre. 
Ever  in  the  apartments  of  his  sister-in-law,  it  was  evident 
even  to  her  that  he  did  not  come  to  seek  her,  and  her 
rage  knew  no  bounds.  She  had  hitherto  had  ample  reason 
to  believe  that  the  attachment  the  King  felt  for  her  some- 
what exceeded  that  of  a  brother.  With  the  spiteftd  pene- 
tration of  a  jealous  woman,  she  now  discovers  how  often 
the  eyes  of  Louis  are  fixed  with  admiration  on  the  timid, 
downcast  La  Valliere.  She  is  not,  therefore,  long  in  guess- 
ing the  object  of  his  preference,  and  the  cause  of  his 
frequent  visits  to  her  apartments.  From  this  moment  she 
hates  poor  Louise,  and  determines,  if  possible,  to  ruin  her. 

The  King  on  his  part,  Yinconscious  of  the  storm  he  was 
raising  about  La  Valliere,  is  enchanted  not  only  with  her- 
self, but  with  all  he  has  heard  of  her  character.  She  is 
beloved  by  every  one ;  her  goodness,  sweetness,  and 
sincerity  are  univerbally  acknowledged,  and  the  account  of 
her  various  good  qualities  tend  to  enhance  her  merit. 

When  the  Court  returns  to  Saint-Germain  (now,  can  one 
fancy  romance  within  those  dingy  walls? — but  so  it  was), 
Louis  is  desperately,  head  and  ears  over,  in  love.  A  party 
of  pleasure  is  arranged  to  take  place  in  the  forest  under  a 
tent  formed  of  boughs,  tapestry,  and  flowers.  The  ladies 
invited  to  this  sylvan  retreat  are  habited  as  shepherdesses 
and  peasants.     They  form  charming  groups,  like  Sevres 
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china.  On  their  arrival  the  most  delicious  music  is  heard 
from  the  recesses  of  the  leafy  woods,  which  as  it  plays  at 
intervals,  now  here,  now  there,  among  the  trees,  is  the 
signal  for  the  appearance  of  various  groups  of  satyrs, 
fauns,  and  dryads,  who  after  dancing  grotesque  figure- 
dances,  and  singing  verses  in  honour  of  the  Eng,  disap- 
pear, to  be  quickly  replaced  by  another  troupe,  who  present 
flowers,  and  also  sing  and  dance  as  no  dryads  or  fauns 
had  ever  dreamed  of  in  classic  bowers,  but  in  a  style 
quite  peculiar  to  the  age  and  taste  of  le  Grand  MonarquCy 
who  liked  even  nature  itself  to  appear  as  artificial  and 
formal  as  he  was  himself.  This  agreeable  fete  has  lasted  all 
day,  and  the  company  is  about  to  return,  when,  conceive 
the  alarm — a  violent  storm  comes  on,  thunder  rolls,  the  sky 
is  suddenly  overcast,  and  a  heavy  rain,  enough  to  drench 
the  whole  Court  to  the  skin,  descends  with  remorseless 
violence.  How  every  one  scudds  hither  and  thither !  The 
thickest  trees  are  eagerly  seized  on  as  a  slight  protection 
against  the  storm.  Others  hide  themselves  in  the  bushes, 
some  penetrate  deeper  into  the  cover  of  the  copse  wood. 
Spite  of  the  rain,  and  the  destruction  of  the  dresses,  the 
ladies  come  to  vote  it  rather  an  agreeable  incident  on  the 
whole,  when  they  find  their  favourite  cavaliers  beside  them, 
placed,  perchance,  somewhat  nearer  than  would  have  been 
comme  il  faut  in  the  Court  circle.  For  although  the  ladies 
might  really  at  first  have  been  a  little  terrified,  the  gentle- 
men are  certainly  not  likely  to  be  troubled  with  any 
nervousness  on  account  of  a  thunderstorm,  and  preserve 
sufiieient  sang-froid  each  to  select  his  lady-love  in  order  to 
protect  her  from  the  weather.  Thus  it  chanced  that 
Madame  Henriette  finds  herself  under  the  care  of  the 
Comte  de  Guiche ;  the  fair  Mancini,  once  beloved  by  the 
King,  now  Comtesse  de  Soissons,  is  under  the  protection 
of  her  dear  De  Vardes;  and  MademoiseUe  d'Orleans— /a 
Grande  Mademoiselle — is  completely  happy,  and  forgets  the 
thunder,  rain,  and,  more  wonderful  still,  her  own  dignity, 
at  finding  herself  escorted  by  Lauzun  ! 

The    King,  nowise   behind  his   courtiers  in  gallantry, 
at  once  offers  his  escort  and  his  arm  to  support  La  Valliere, 
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who,  naturally  timid,  is  really  ftightened,  and  clings  to 
him  with  a  confidence  that  enchants  him.  All  the  world 
knows  she  is  a  little  lame,  a  defect  which  was  said  in 
her  to  be  almost  a  grace.  On  the  present  occasion  she 
does  not  perhaps  regret  that  this  infirmity  prevents  her 
escaping  as  quickly  as  the  rest,  and  thus  ,  prolongs  the 
precious  moments  alone  with  the  King.  Lpuis  places  her 
under  a  tree,  where  they  are  both  protected  from  the  rain 
and  shrouded  by  the  thick  boughs  which  hang  low  and 
fringe  the  grass. 

The  King  seizes  on  this  happy  opportunity  to  declare 
his  passion,  and  to  acquaint  La  Valliere  with  the  love  she 
has  inspired  him  ever  since  that  evening,  when  he  had 
overheard  her.  Poor  Louise!  who  had  never  dared  to 
imagine  that  her  love  was  returned,  well-nigh  faints  as 
the  King  proceeds.  Her  heart  beats  so  violently  it  is 
almost  audible.  She  is  actually  on  the  point  of  rushing 
fr'om  under  the  tree,  when  the  King  laying  hold  of  her 
hand,  retains  her. 

"  What !  "  cries  he,  ^^  do  you  fear  me  more  than  the 
storm  ?  What  have  I  done  to  alarm  you  ?  you  whom  I 
love,  whom  I  adore !  Why  do  you  hate  me  ?  Speak,  I 
implore  you,  Louise." 

"  Oh,  Sire  !  do  not  say  hate.  I  revere  you — I  love  you 
— as  my  King,  but " 

''  Sweet  girl,  I  breathe  again.  But  why  only  love  me 
as  your  Sovereign — I,  who  cherish  your  every  look,  who 
seek  only  to  be  your  servant — ^your  slave  ?  " 

Saying  this,  Louis  falls  on  his  knees  before  her;  he 
seizes  her  hands,  which  he  covers  with  kisses ;  he  swears 
he  will  never  rise  until  she  has  promised  to  love  him, 
and  to  pardon  the  terror  his  declaration  has  caused  her. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Valliere  cannot  control  her  emotion. 
She  implores  him  to  rise. 

"  You  are  my  King,"  she  says,  "  the  husband  of  the 
Queen.  My  royal  master,  I  am  your  faithful  subject.  Can 
I  say  more  ?  " 

"  Yes,  dearest,  promise  me  your  love.  Give  me  your 
heart ;  that  is  the  possession  I  desire,"  murmurs  Louis. 
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Pressed  by  the  King  to  grant  him  some  mark  of  her 
favour,  La  Valliere  becomes  so  confused  she  cannot  reply. 
'Louis  grows  more  and  more  pressing,  interpreting  her 
emotion  as  favourable  to  his  suit.  In  the  midst  of  the 
tenderest  entreaties  the  thunder  again  bursts  forth,  and 
poor  Louise,  overcome  at  once  by  fear,  love,  and  remorse, 
swoons  away.  The  King  naturally  receives  the  precious 
burden  in  his  arms.  He  seeks  hastily  to  rejoin  the  other 
fugitives  and  his  attendants,  in  order  to  obtain  assistance. 
Ever  and  anon  he  stops  in  the  openings  of  the  forest  to 
admire  her,  as  she  lies  calm  and  lovely  in  repose,  her  long 
eyelashes  sweeping  her  delicate  cheeks,  her  half-closed  lips 
revealing  the  prettiest,  and  whitest  teeth.  I  leave  my 
readers  to  imagine  if  Louis  did  not  imprint  a  few  kisses  on 
the  fainting  beauty  he  bears  so  carefully  in  his  arms,  and 
if  now  and  then  he  did  not  press  her  beloved  form  closer 
to  his  breast.  If  in  this  he  did  take  advantage  of  the 
situation  chance  had  afforded  him,  he  must  be  forgiven ; 
he  was  young,  and  he  was  deeply  in  love. 

Words  cannot  describe  the  surprise  felt  by  La  VaUi&re 
on  recovering  to  find  herself  alone,  borne  along  in  the 
King's  arms,  in  the  midst  of  a  lonely  forest.  History  does 
not,  however,  record  that  she  died  of  terror,  or  that  she 
even  screamed ;  but  perhaps,  and  indeed  doubtless,  she 
would  have  done  so  had  not  the  respectful  behaviour  of 
the  King  reassured  her. 

The  moment  she  opens  her  sweet  blue  eyes  he  stops, 
places  her  on  the  ground,  and  supports  her  in  the  tenderest 
manner.  He  assures  her  that  being  then  near  the  edge  of 
the  forest,  and  not  far  distant  from  the  chateau^  they  are 
sure  to  meet  some  of  his  attendants.  Louise  blushes,  then 
grows  pale,  then  blushes  again,  as  the  recollection  of  all 
the  King  had  said  to  her  while  under  the  shade  of  the 
greenwood  gradually  returns  to  her  remembrance.  She 
reads  the  confirmation  of  it  in  his  eyes.  Those  eyes  are 
fixed  on  her  with  passionate  ardour.  Disengaging  herself 
from  his  arms,  she  thanks  him,  in  a  faltering  voice,  for  his 
care  a  thousand  times — for  his  condescension.  She  is  so 
soiTy.      It  was  so  foolish  to  faint ;  but  the  thunder — his 
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Majesty's  goodness  to  her .     Here  she  pauses  abruptly ; 

her  conscience  tells  her  she  ought  at  once  to  reject  his 
suit ;  her  lips  caonot  form  the  words. 

While  she  is  speaking,  a  group  of  horsemen  are  visible 
in  the  distance,  at  the  end  of  one  of  those  long  woodland 
glades  which  divide  the  forest.  On  hearing  i£e  voice  of 
the  King,  who  calls  to  them,  they  gallop  rapidly  towards 
them.  The  King  and  La  Valliere  reach  the  chateau  shortly 
after  the  other  ladies,  none  of  whom,  as  it  appeared,  had 
been  in  haste  to  return. 

From  this  moment  La  Valliere's  fate  is  sealed.  Long 
she  had  loved  and  admired  the  King  in  secret ;  but  until 
she  learnt  how  warmly  he  returned  this  feeling  she  was 
scarcely  aware  how  completely  he  had  enthralled  her. 
The  ecstasy  this  certainty  gave  her  first  fully  revealed  to 
her  the  real  danger  of  her  situation.  Poor  Louise  !  Is  it 
wonderful  that,  as  the  scene  of  this  first  and  passionate 
declaration,  she  should  love  the  old  Chateau  of  Saint- 
Germain  more  than  any  other  spot  in  the  world  ? — ^that 
when  suffering,  the  air  restored  her  ?  when  unhappy  (and 
she  lived  to  be  so  miserable),  the  sight  of  the  forest,  of 
the  terrace,  revived  her  by  tender  reminiscences  of  the 
past? 

When  the  secret  of  Louis's  attachment  to  La  Valliere 
transpired  (which,  after  the  scene  in  the  forest  was  very 
speecfily),  nothing  could  exceed  the  indignation  of  the 
whole  circle,  who  each  conceived  that  they  had  some 
especial  cause  of  complaint. 

Louis's  old  love,  the  Comtesse  de  Soissons  (Mancini), 
with  the  thirst  for  practical  revenge,  bred  in  her  hot 
Italian  blood,  held  council  with  De  Vardes  and  De  Guiche, 
how  to  crush  her,  whom  she  styled  "  the  common  enemy." 
A  letter  was  planned  and  written  by  her  in  Spanish,  ad- 
dressed to  the  Queen,  purporting  to  come  from  the  King 
of  Spain.  This  letter  detailed  every  particular  of  her 
husband's  liaison  with  La  Valliere.  The  bad  spelling  and 
foreign  idioms,  however,  betrayed  it  to  be  a  forgery. 

The  letter  was  placed  on  the  Queen's  bed  by  the 
Comtesse  de  Soissons  herself.     Instead  of  falling  into  the 
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Queen's  hands,  as  was  intended,  it  was  found  by  De 
Molena,  Maria  Theresa's  Spanish  nurse.  She  carried  it 
straight  to  the  King.  He  traced  it  to  Madame  de  Soissons. 
She  was  banished. 

Madame*  Henrietta  d'Orleans  was  more  noisy  and  abusive 
than  any  one.  Her  vanity  was  hurt.  Her  feelings  were 
outraged  at  the  notion  that  the  King,  heretofore  her  ad- 
mirer, should  forsake  her  openly  for  one  of  her  own 
women  !     It  was  too  insulting. 

"  What ! "  cried  she  in  her  rage,  "  prefer  an  ugly, 
limping  filleite  to  me^  the  daughter  of  a  king  ?  I  am  as 
superior  in  beauty  to  that  little  minx  as  I  am  in  birth ! 
Dieu  !  quHl  manque  de  goUt  et  de  dSlicatesse  !  "  Without 
even  taking  leave  of  Louis  she  shut  herself  up  at  Saint- 
Cloud,  where  she  made  the  very  walls  ring  with  her 
complaints. 

The  poor,  quiet  little  Queen,  the  only  really  injured 
person,  wept  and  mourned  in  private.  She  was  far  too 
much  afraid  of  that  living  Jupiter  Tonans,  her  husband, 
to  venture  on  any  personal  reproaches.  She  consoled  her- 
self by  soundly  abusing  La  Valliere  in  epithets  much  more 
expressive  than  polite. 

In  this  abuse  she  was  joined  by  Anne  of  Austria,  who, 
in  her  present  austere  frame  of  mind,  was  the  last  person 
in  France  to  spare  La  Valliere. 

An  explanation  was  decidedly  needful. 


CHAPTEE  LIY. 

THE  CONVENT  OP  CHAILLOT. 

Mademoiselle  de  la  Valliree  is  summoned  to  the  pre- 
sence of  the  Queen-mother.  She  is  sitting  in  the  Grey 
Chamber,  adjacent  to  her  oratory.  Louise  is  aware  that 
Anne  of  Austria  never  gives  audiences  in  the  Grey 
Chamber  except  on  the  most  serious  occasions.  The 
Queen-mother  wears  a  dark  dress,  in  cut  and  shape  like 
the  robe  of  a  nun ;  her  grey  hair  is  gathered  into  a  head- 
dress of  white  lace,  and  she  carries  a  rosary  at  her  side. 
She  looks  old  and  sad ;  her  stately  form  is  bent,  her  face 
is  thin,  her  features  are  drawn,  and  wrinkles  obscure  her 
once  brilliant  eyes. 

The  Duchesse  d'0rl6ans  is  seated  by  her  side.  Louise 
enters.  She  dares  not  advance  beyond  the  door.  Standing 
there  she  makes  deep  obeisances  to  the  Queen-mother  and 
to  Madame  Henrietta.  She  blushes  scarlet,  then  turns 
pale.  Her  head  drops  on  her  bosom ;  as  she  stands  before 
them  she  feels  more  dead  than  alive. 

"I  see  you  are  there,  Mademoiselle  de  la  Valli^re," 
says  the  Queen,  frowning.  "  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  in 
the  presence  of  your  late  mistress,  Madame  Henrietta 
de  France,  my  daughter-in-law.  You  are  aware  why  we 
have  sent  for  you  ?  " 

"No,  Madame,"  answers  the  maid  of  honour  faintly, 
"  but  I  humbly  await  your  orders." 

"  What  affected  humility !"  exclaims  Madame  Henrietta 
with  a  sneer.     "  You  act  uncommonly  well,  petite^ 

"  All  the  better  if  she  be  humble,  my  daughter,"  rejoins 
the  Queen-mother,  speaking  of  La  Valli^re  as  if  she  were 
not  present — "all  the  better.     It  is   some  step  towards 
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repentance  that  she  is  conscious  of  her  crime.  It  will  save 
ns  the  trquble  of  insisting  on  it.  Pray  to  God,  made- 
moiselle, to  pardon  you ;  you  have  no  hope  but  in  heaven." 
And  she  casts  a  stem  glance  at  her. 

The  tears  gather  in  La  Valliere's  soft  blue  eyes.  They 
course  each  other  down  h^r  pallid  cheeks,  and  fall,  spot- 
ting her  pale  blue  dress.  Her  head,  covered  with  a  pro- 
fusion of  short  fair  curls,  is  still  bent  down.  She  looks 
like  a  delicate  flower  bowed  before  a  cruel  tempest. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with  those  fine  diamond 
bracelets  the  Kmg  presented  to  you  the  other  day  out  of 
the  Queen's  lottery  ?  "  asks  Madame  Henrietta  taimtingly, 
interrupting  the  Queen. 

Anne  of  Austria  makes  a  sign  to  her  to  be  silent.  Poor 
Louise  for  an  instant  turns  her  eyes  imploringly  upon  her. 
Madame  grows  pale  with  spite  as  she  remembers  those 
superb  diamond  bracelets  that  the  King  drew  as  a  prize 
from  the  lottery, — ^which  she  had  fully  expected  he  would 
present  to  herself, — ^were  given  by  him  to  La  Valliere. 
She  is  so  wrath  she  cannot  leave  Louise  alone ;  again  she 
attacks  her.  "  Tour  vanity  is  insufferable,  mademoiselle. 
Do  you  imagine,  petite  sotte^  that  any  one  cares  for  ^ou  ? 
Mademoiselle  de  Pons  is  the  belle  of  the  Court.  His 
Majesty  says  so." 

At  this  malicious  stab  Louise  shudders. 

"  My  daughter,"  interposes  the  Queen-mother,  "  do  not 
agitate  yourself.  I  understand  your  annoyance  at  having 
introduced  such  a  person  as  Mademoiselle  de  la  Valli^re 
at  Court.  Let  me  address  her.  She  is  unworthy  of  your 
notice.  You  understand,  of  course,  mademoiselle,  that  you 
are  dismissed,"  she  says,  turning  towards  her  and  speaking 
imperiously. 

'^But,  your  Majesty — "  and  La  Valliere's  streaming 
eyes  are  again  lifted  upwards  for  an  instant — "what,  oh 
what  have  I  done  ?  " 

"Ask  yourself,  mademoiselle.  Unless  there  are  to  be 
two  queens  of  France,  you  must  go.  You  cannot  wish  me, 
the  mother  of  his  Majesty,  to  enter  into  details  on  a  subject 
so  painful  to  my  feelings." 
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"  No,  I  should  think  not,"  breaks  in  Madame  Henrietta, 
^^  unless  you  have  no  sense  of  decency.  A  little  unworthy 
chit  like  you  to  dare  to  trouble  royal  princesses ;  you  are 
as  impertinent  as  you  are  disreputable." 

At  these  cruel  words  La  Valliere  staggers  backwards, 
and  almost  falls.  Then  she  again  turns  her  swollen  eyes 
towards  the  royal  ladies  with  absolute  terror. 

Ah,  heaven !  she  thinks,  if  the  King  did  but  know  her 
agony,  her  sufferings  !  Ah,  if  he  were  but  here  to  speak 
for  her !      But  not  a  word  passes  her  lips. 

Madame  Henrietta's  eyes  fix  themselves  on  her  with  a 
look  of  triumph.  She  becomes  i  absolutely  radiant  at  the 
sight  of  the  humiliation  of  her  whom  she  calls  "  her  rival." 

"You  know  our  pleasure,  mademoiselle,"  says  Anne  of 
Austria,  rising  from  her  ai*m-chair.  "You  will  return 
from  whence  you  came — Touraine,  I  believe.  You  will  be 
conducted  by  Madame  de  Choisy ;  but,  indeed,  you  need 
no  escort ;  you  have  nothing  to  fear  now^'^^  and  the  Queen- 
mother  casts  a  look  of  withering  contempt  on  the  wretched 
girl  more  offensive  even  than  her  bitter  l^ords. 

Louise  shrinks  backwards.    She  would  fain  escape. 

"  Do  not  forget,  mademoiselle,  before  you  jgo,  to  thank 
Madame  Henrietta  de  France  for  all  her  goodhess  to  you," 
says  the  Queen,  arresting  her  with  a  motion — "  goodness, 
indeed,  you  have  so  ill  requited." 

"  No,  no  ! "  cries  Henrietta ;  "  I  want  no  thanks.  I  only 
want  to  be  rid  of  her.  Let  her  go,  my  mother ;  I  ask  no 
more." 

The  two  Princesses  rise  together.  They  both  delibe- 
rately turn  their  backs  upon  La  Valliere,  and  leave  the 
room.  For  some  moments  she  stands  as  if  turned  into 
stone.  Then  she  gives  a  wild  scream,  raises  her  small 
hands,  and  clutches  the  delicate  curls  that  hang  about  her 
face,  and  rushes  from  "  the  Grey  Chamber." 

"  Dishonoured — ^banished  !  Ah,  God !  what  will  become 
of  me  ?  "  she  cries  distractedly  when  she  has  locked  her- 
self in  her  own  room.  "  Ah  !  what  will  my  mother  say 
when  she  knows  all  ?    Holy  Virgin,  I  am  lost ! " 

She  paces  up  and  down  the  floor — she  sobs,  she  moans. 
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Everything  about  her  reminds  her  of  the  King.  She 
handles  the  presents  he  has  given  her ;  she  takes  out  his 
letters ;  she  kisses  them ;  she  presses  them  to  her  bosom. 
She  tries  to  collect  her  thoughts,  but  the  murmur  of  the 
night  wind,  sweeping  over  the  trees  in  the  adjacent  forest 
and  whistling  roimd  the  angles  of  the  palace,  catches  her 
ear.  To  her  excited  imagination  it  wails  lamentations  over 
her  fate.  As  she  listens  she  seems  to  hear  her  mother's 
voice  reproaching  her.  Now  as  the  blast  rises  higher  and 
higher  it  is  her  father,  who  curses  her  in  the  tempest  that 
sweeps  by.  Trembling  in  every  limb  she  rises  and  dashes 
the  glittering  baubles  she  still  holds  in  her  hands  to  the 
ground.  Her  head  reels,  her  reason  totters,  until  fresh 
sobs  and  fresh  torrents  of  tears  come  to  her  relief.  Sud- 
denly the  same  idea,  in  the  same  place,  rushes  into  her 
mind  as  had  struck  Louise  de  Lafayette,  yet  under  widely 
different  circumstances.  Louise  de  Lafayette,  a  creature 
so  pure,  so  angelic  as  to  start  back  dismayed  from  the 
faintest  whisper  of  a  too  ardent  love — she,  Louise  de  la 
Valliere,  held  up  to  public  contumely,  dismissed  the  Court ! 
She  must  fly ;  she  must  never  be  heard  of  more.  She  can 
never  return  home.  A  convent  must  hide  her.  "  God 
alone  and  the  blessed  saints  are  left  to  me ! "  she  cries ; 
"  wretch  that  I  am,  let  me  seek  them  where  they  may  be 
found." 

As  soon  as  the  grey  morning  comes  creeping  into  her 
room,  lighting  up  her  white  face  and  crushed  figure,  as 
she  leans  back  in  the  chair  where  she  has  sat  immovable 
all  the  live-long  night,  she  rises,  and  puts  together  a  little 
bundle  of  necessaries.  She  covers  herself  with  a  cloak, 
and  softly  opening  her  door,  makes  her  way  down  the 
nearest  flight  of  stairs.  No  one  sees  her,  for  the  day  is 
only  dawning.  She  glides  swiftly  out  of  the  palace,  passes 
the  gate,  where  the  sentinel  is  sleeping  at  his  post,  and 
finds  herself  in  the  street  of  the  little  town  of  Saint- 
Germain.  Her  heart  beats  so  quickly,  and  her  steps  are 
so  rapid,  that  she  is  soon  obliged  to  stop  for  want  of  breath. 
Not  knowing  where  to  go,  she  leans  against  the  comer  of 
a  house.     She  strains  her  eyes  up  and  down  the  street  in 
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every  direction,  but  sees  no  one  of  whom  she  can  ask 
her  way.  At  last,  at  the  bottom  of  the  grande  rue^  a 
countrywoman  appears,  carrying  a  basket  on  her  arm,  on 
her  way  to  market.  Louise  flies  towards  her.  The  woman 
stares  at  her.  La  Valliere's  lips  move,  but  she  has  no 
breath  to  speak. 

"  God  speed  you,  pretty  lady.  Where  are  you  going  so 
early  ?  "  asks  the  peasant. 

"  jlfa  honnej^^  at  last  answers  La  Valliere,  when  she  has 
recovered  her  breath,  *'  can  you  tell  me  the  way  to  Chail- 
lot  ?    I  want  to  go  to  the  convent." 

Now,  Chaillot  was  a  convent  founded  by  Henrietta 
Maria,  Queen  of  England,  situated  between  Saint-Germain 
and  Paris,  no  vestige  of  which  now  remains. 

"  Surely,  belk  dame^  I  can  tell  you.  Come  with  me,  I 
am  going  liiat  way,*'  and  the  woman  stares  at  her  again. 
''  Why  are  you  out  so  early  ?    Are  you  from  the  palace  ?" 

"  No,  no  ! "  gasps  La  Valliere,  terrified  to  death  lest 
the  woman's  suspicions  should  be  aroused,  and  that  she 
would  refuse  to  let  her  follow  her.  "  I  am  not  from  the 
palace.  Ask  me  nothing.  I  can  only  tell  you  that  a  great 
misfortune  has  happened  to  me,  and  that  I  am  going  to 
consult  the  Superior  of  Saint-Marie,  at  Chaillot,  who  is  my 
friend." 

The  peasant  asks  no  more  questions,  and  La  Valliere, 
who  clings  to  her  side,  arrives  in  due  time  under  the 
walls  of  Chaillot. 

"There,  mademoiselle,  is  the  Church  of  the  Sisters 
of  Saint-Marie.    Good  speed  you." 

Louise  rings  the  bell,  and  asks  the  portress  to  be  per- 
mitted to  speak  with  the  Superior. 

"  She  is  in  retreat,  madamej  and  cannot  be  disturbed," 
the  portress  repUes. 

"  In  the  name  of  God,  my  sister,  tell  her  that  a  person 
in  great  affliction  craves  her  help." 

The  portress  does  not  immediately  answer,  but  leads  her 
into  a  hall  within,  at  one  end  of  which  is  the  latticed 
grille  which  divides  the  professed  nuns  from  the  lay  sisters. 

An  hour  passes,  and  no   one   appears.     La  Valliere, 
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fatigued  by  the  unaeeustomed  exercise,  almost  distracted, 
gazes  wistfully  at  the  bare  walls  that  surround  her.  This 
then  is  to  be  the  living  tomb  of  her  youth,  her  love.  This 
grim  refuge  or  the  grave.  She  turns  to  the  strong  door, 
bound  with  iron  bars,  by  which  she  entered,  and  shud- 
ders. She  watches  the  handle;  no  one  comes,  not  a 
breath  breaks  the  silence.  It  seems  to  her  that  God  and 
man  have  alike  forsaken  her — a  creature  so  vile,  so  un- 
worthy. Her  repentance  has  come  too  late.  Heaven's 
mercy-gates  are  closed  !  A  wild,  unreasoning  terror  seizes 
her— her  brain  beats  as  with  iron  hammers — she  grows 
celd  and  faint — a  mist  gathers  before  her  eyes — a  deadly 
sickness  creeps  over  her — she  falls  senseless  on  the  stone 
floor. 

When  she  opens  her  eyes,  she  is  lying  upon  a  clean  bed, 
shaded  by  snowy  curtains,  in  a  little  white- washed  cell ; 
two  dark-robed  Carmelite  sisters  are  bending  over  her. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  Eling  heard  that  La  Val- 
liere  had  fled.  Not  daring  to  make  too  public  inquiries, 
he  sent  for  the  superintendent  of  police.  La  Regnie. 

"  Find  Mademoiselle  de  la  Valliere,"  he  says,  "dead  or 
alive ;  flnd  her  instantly — instantly,  I  say,  or  I  dismiss  you 
from  my  service." 

This  was  not  difficult ;  the  trembling  steps  of  the  fugi- 
tive were  soon  traced.  La  Eegnie  returns,  and  informs 
his  royal  master  that  La  Valliere  is  within  the  Convent 
of  Chaillot.  Louis  does  not  lose  a  moment  in  following 
her.  He  appears  at  the  convent  gate,  accompanied  by  his 
confldant,  Lauzun,  and  demands  admittance.  Some  of  the 
older  nuns,  scandalized  at  the  idea  of  a  man  entering  the 
cloister,  refuse  to  unlock  the  gate ;  but  the  Mother-Superior, 
wiser  in  her  generation,  herself  descends,  and  key  in  hand 
undoes  the  fastenings,  and  salutes  his  Majesty  with  the 
utmost  deference. 

Meanwhile,  La  Yalliere,  somewhat  recovered  from  her 
swoon,  sits  alone  beside  a  narrow  window  which  overlooks 
the  convent  garden.  She  feels  dull  and  oppressed ;  her 
eyes  are  dazed  ;  her  head  is  heavy. 

The  perfect  silence  around  her,   the  homely  little  cell 
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looking  into  a  peaceful  garden,  full  of  herbs  and  vegeta- 
bles for  the  service  of  the  convent,  in  one  comer  a  grove 
of  cypress-trees,  which  overtops  the  high  walls  that  en- 
circle it,  is  all  so  new  and  strange  to  her,  that  she  seems 
to  have  passed  into  another  world.  She  remembers  but 
indistinctly  all  that  has  happened,  she  has  almost  forgotten 
how  she  came  there.  A  pensive  melancholy  paralyzes  her 
senses.  She  is  very  weak  and  helpless ;  her  brain  is  still 
confused.  It  is  all  very  strange.  She  cannot  collect  her 
thoughts;  but  over  aU  the  mists  of  memory,  plain  and 
distinct,  rise  a  face  and  form  dear  to  her  beyond  life. 

Suddenly  a  sound  of  approaching  footsteps  awakens 
the  echoes  of  the  long  corridor  leading  to  her  cell.  As 
weU  as  steps  there  is  a  confused  hum  of  many  persons 
talking.  At  first  she  listens  vaguely;  then,  as  the  sounds 
approach  nearer,  she  springs  to  her  feet.  A  sound  has 
struck  upon  her  ear — ^a  sound  sweeter  than  music.  It  is 
the  Eling's  voice !  The  door  is  flimg  open,  and  Louis — 
his  handsome  face  flushed  with  excitement,  his  eyes  beam- 
ing with  tenderness— stands  before  her. 

"  Come,"  he  says  softly,  whispering  into  her  ear,  and 
pressing  her  cold  hand  yithin  both  his  own,  "  come,  my 
beloved,  you  have  nothing  in  common  with  this  dreary 
place.  I  am  here  to  carry  you  away.  Fear  no  one ;  I 
will  protect  you — I  will  glory  in  protecting  you.  Kise, 
my  Louise,  and  follow  me." 

The  Carmelite  sisters  stand  peeping  in  at  the  door.  The 
Superior  alone  has  followed  his  Majesty  into  the  cell. 
Some  moments  pass  before  Louise  commands  her  voice  to 
speak ;  at  last,  in  a  scarcely  audible  whisper,  and  trembling 
all  over,  she  says — 

"  Sire ,"  then,  not  daring  to  meet  the  King's  impas- 
sioned glance,  she  pauses;  "Sire,"  she  repeats,  "I  did 
not  come  here  of  my  own  accord.  I  was  obliged  to  leave. 
.My  remaining  at  Saint-Germain  offended  her  Majesty  and 
other  great  personages  " — she  stops  again,  overcome  by  the 
recollection  of  the  scene  with  the  Queen  and  the  Duchesse 
d'0rl6ans — "  personages,  Sire,  whom  I  dare  not — I  could 
not  offend."     Her  soft  face  is  suffused  with  a  blush  of 
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anguish ;  she  hangs  down  her  head.  **  I  was  sent  away,  Sire  ; 
it  was  not  my  wish  to  go— indeed  it  was  not  my  wish  !  " 
she  adds,  in  a  voice  so  low  and  tremulous  that  Louis  could 
not  have  heard  what  she  said  had  he  not  bent  down  his 
ear  close  to  her  white  lips. 

^^  Then  you  shall  return,  dearest,  for  mine.  I  am  master, 
and  my  will  is  law.  I  care  nothing  for  ^  august  person- 
ages ;  ^  they  shall  learn  to  obey  me — the  sooner  the  better." 

"  But,  Sire,  I  cannot  be  the  cause  of  strife.  The  Queen- 
mother  and  Madame  have  dismissed  me ;  and  they  were 
right,"  she  added  in  a  very  faint  voice.    "I  dare  not  offend 

them  by  my  presence,  after "  she  stops,  and  can  say  no 

more. 

"  Think  of  the  future,  Louise,  not  of  the  past ;  it  is 
gone,"  and  Louis  takes  her  trembling  hands  in  his.  "  A 
ftiture  lies  before  you  full  of  joy.  Leave  the  Queen- 
mother  to  me,  Louise.  Come — come  with  me,"  and  with 
gentle  violence  he  tries  to  raise  her  from  her  chair.  "  Fol- 
low me,  and  fear  nothing." 

"  Oh,  Sire,"  whispers  Louise,  the  colour  again  leaving 
her  cheeks,  "  do  not  tempt  me  from  my  vocation." 

"  Do  not  talk  to  me  of  your  vocation,"  returns  Louis 
roughly ;  ^^  what  is  your  vocation  to  me  ?  Can  you  part 
from  me  so  lightly  ?  "  he  adds,  more  gently. 

"Alas,  Sire,  I  dare  not  return  to  Court;  every  look 
would  condemn  me  ! ' ' 

"  Condemn  you  !  Believe  me,  I  will  place  you  so  high 
that  no  one  shall  dare  to  condemn  you.  Am  I  not  the 
master  ?  " 

"Oh,  suffer  me  to  lay  my  sins  upon  the  altar!  Do 
not  seek  to  prevent  it,"  sighs  La  Valliere,  clasping  her 
hands.  "  But,  remember.  Sire,  oh,  remember,  that  in  my 
heart  you  can  have  no  rival  but  heaven."  She  speaks 
with  passion,  but  she  dares  not  look  up  at  him ;  had  she 
done  so,  she  would  have  quailed  before  the  expression  of 
his  eyes  ; — ^they  devour  her. 

All  this  is  said  very  low,  in  order  not  to  be  overheard 
by  the  Superior,  who,  although  she  has  retired  as  far  as 
the  doorway,  is  still  present. 
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"  Louise,  you  do  not  love  me.  You  have  never  loved 
me,"  whispers  Louis,  and  he  turns  away.  He  is  deeply 
ofltended ;  her  resistance  to  his  commands  enrages  him. 

"  Ah,  heaven ! "  La  Valliere  sighs,  and  turns  her  blue 
eyes,  swimming  with  tears,  towards  him,  "would  to  God 
it  were  so ! "  She  speaks  in  so  subdued  a  tone — she  is 
so  crushed,  so  fragile — ^that  the  Eling's  compassion  is 
suddenly  excited ;  he  looks  steadfastly  into  her  face ;  he 
trembles  lest  she  may  die  under  this  trial.  Again  he  takes 
her  hand,  raises  her  from  her  chair,  and  draws  her  towards 
the  door. 

"  If  you  love  me,  Louise,  follow  me.  I  cannot  live 
without  you ! "  he  adds  almost  fiercely.  "  Fear  nothing. 
Her  Majesty  shall  receive  you.  The  Queen-mother  and 
Madame" — at  their  names  La  Yalliere  quivers  all  over 
— "  shall  offend  you  no  longer.  Leave  lids  horrible  cell, 
my  Louise.  Come,  and  let  me  enshrine  you  in  a  temple 
worthy  of  your  beauty,  your  goodness,  and  of  my  love," 
he  adds,  in  a  fervid  whisper,  which  makes  her  heaxt 
beat  with  rapture.     "  Come  1 " 

Louise  returns  to  Saint-Germain.  She  is  created 
Duchesse  de  la  Valliere,  and  is  appointed  Lady  of  the  'Bed- 
chamber to  Queen  Maria  Theresa. 


CHAPTEE  LY. 

FOUQUET,    SUPEKINTENDENT   OF   FINANCE. 

Nicholas  FouaxJET,  Marquis  de  Belle-Isle  and  Yicomte 
de  Melun  et  Yaux,^  held  the  post  of  Superintendent  of 
Finance  under  the  Eegency  of  Anne  of  Austria.  He  was 
continued  in  this  important  office  after  the  accession  of 
Louis  XIY.'  Fouquet  was  insinuating,  specious,  hypo- 
critical, and  sensual;  a  munificent  patron  to  those  about 
him,  and  an  adorer  of  the  beautifiil  in  art  and  nature. 
He  was,  moreover,  one  of  those  courtly  financiers  so 
constantly  met  with  before  the  Kevolution,  who,  however 
the  country  starved,  always  found  funds  "  for  the  service 
of  his  Majesty." 

In  course  of  time,  Louis  grew  alarmed  at  Fouquet's 
reckless  expenditure ;  his  personal  magnificence  was  bound- 
less, but  there  was  not  a  sous  of  state  money  in  reserve. 
Colbert  was  consulted  by  the  King.  Colbert  was  jealous 
of  Fouquet's  position ;  he  examined  his  actjoimte,  and 
found  them  incorrect.  The  King  courteously  pointed 
out  the  errors  to  Fouquet,  who  persisted  in  the  perfect 
accuracy  of  his  figures.  Louis,  convinced  of*  the  Super- 
intendent's dishonesty,  resolved  to  dismiss  him  on  the  first 
opportunity. 

But  this  falsification  of  accounts  was  his  least  cause  of 
offence  to  his  Sovereign.  Fouquet  had  presumed  to  imitate 
the  Olympian  tastes  of  the  Grand  Monarqm.  If  Louis 
was  a  god,  his  Superintendent  was  at  least  a  demi-god, 
and  claimed  a  demi-god's  privilege  of  "  loving  the  daughters 

^  Vaux-Praalin,  near  M61un,  is  still  a  superb  cMteau.  It  was  sold  bj  the  son  of 
the  Superintendent  to  the  Mar^chal  de  Villain,  who,  in  hii  turn,  sold  it  to  Uie  Due 
de  Praalin. 
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of  men."  Unfortunately,  too,  he  dared  to  raise  his  eyes 
to  those  particular  idols  worshipped  by  the  King.  His 
disgrace  was  therefore  certain.  Some  indistinct  rumours 
of  the  danger  that  threatened  him  reached  his  ears;  he 
was  moved,  but  not  alarmed.  He  racked  his  fertile  brain 
how  best  to  recover  favour,  and  he  determined  to  give  so 
magnificent  a  fete  in  honour  of  the  Eling  at  his  country- 
seat,  Yaux,  near  M61un,  as  should  remove  all  suspicion  of 
his  loyalty.  Such  were  the  customs  of  the  age.  Having 
for  years  systematically  robbed  the  State,  Fouquet  was  to 
reinstate^  himself  in  favour  by  a  still  more  public  theft ! 

Before  Versailles  arose  on  the  sand-hills  lying  between 
Saint-Cyr  and  the  wooded  uplands  of  Saint-Cloud,  Vaux 
was  the  most  splendid  palace  in  France.  The  architect 
was  Le  Vau,  celebrated  by  Boileau.  The  corps  de  logis 
was  surmounted  by  a  dome  supported  by  sixteen  marble 
arches,  resting  on  pillars ;  two  immense  pavilions  formed 
the  wings.  The  gardens,  designed  by  Le  Notre,  were 
decorated  with  statues,  and  balustraded  terraces  bordering 
canals,  and  water- works,  in  the  Italian  fashion — "  sur* 
prises,"  as  they  were  called.  All  was  formal  and  sym- 
metrical ;  the  very  plants  and  shrubs  were  only  permitted  to 
grow  to  order.  Nature  was  banished  to  the  distant  woods, 
which  spread  in  verdant  folds  about  the  rising  groimd  be- 
hind the  chateau,  and  decked  the  greensward  of  the  park, 
ere  it  reached  the  waters  of  the  Seine  flowing  below. 

The  fete  was  fixed  for  the  17th  of  August.  It  was  a 
splendid  day  ;  the  sky  was  unclouded,  and  the  golden  sun- 
shine lighted  up  the  deepest  recesses  of  the  forest,  when 
Louis  started  in  the  mormng  from  Fontainebleau,  where 
the  Court '  was  then  staying.  He  was  escorted  by  d' Ar- 
tagnan  and  a  regiment  of  musketeers. 

There  was  a  goodly  company ;  the  King  drove  La  Val- 
liere  and  the  Comtesse  de  Guiche  in  his  caleche ;  the 
Queen-mother  came  in  her  coach ;  other  ladies  were  in 
litters,  but  the  Queen,  who  was  in  an  interesting  state 
of  health,  stayed  at  home.  Fouquet  stood  ready,  at  the 
grand  entrance  of  his  palace.  He  received  the  King  kneel- 
ing, and  presented  to  him  the  keys  of  Vaux.    Louis  touched 
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them  with  his  fingers,  raised  Fouquet  from  the  ground, 
and  in  a  few  gracious  words  assured  him  of  his  fiivour  and 
protection ;  with  what  truth  we  shall  see.  The  same  cere- 
mony was  repeated  by  Madame  Fouquet  to  the  Queen- 
mother,  with  a  like  result. 

On  entering  the  vestibule,  even  the  Gallic  Jupiter  was 
amazed  at  the  magnificence  of  all  he  saw.  The  suite  of 
rooms  were  arranged  in  allegorical  order,  each  named  after 
a  god  or  goddess ;  the  ceilings  and  walls  painted  to  re- 
present their  attributes  and  the  events  of  their  lives.  The 
sun  and  moon,  the  planets  and  fixed  stars,  also  formed  an 
important  feature  in  the  decorations.  The  seasons  added 
their  attributes,  and  together  with  the  winds  lent  them- 
selves gracefully  to  the  necessities  of  the  general  arrange- 
ments, ffis  Majesty  was  invited  to  repose  in  the  billiard- 
room,  dedicated  to  Hercules,  who  by  a  happy  invention 
prefigured  himself.  From  the  billiard-room  he  entered 
the  grand  saloon,  where  the  sun,  in  gorgeous  colours  of 
saflfron,  crimson,  and  scarlet,  covered  the  entire  ceiling. 
Louis  smiled  a  smile  of  gratification ;  the  sun  was  his 
acknowledged  emblem.  Was  it  possible,  he  thought,  that 
Fouquet  might  be  forgiven?  The  Superintendent  ad- 
vanced. He  bowed  to  the  ground,  and  asked  leave  to  ex- 
plain the  legend. 

"The  sun — ^the  centre  of  the  universe,  the  creator  of 
light,  heat,  and  life — ^is  your  Majesty.  Deprived  of  your 
gracious  presence,  we  sink  into  darkness  and  death.  That 
star  beside  the  sun  is  myself.  Sire,  receiving  light  from  your 
Majesty's  benignant  rays." 

Louis  frowned,  and  bit  his  lip.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
the  star  was  too  near  the  sun;  it  displeased  him.  He 
changed  his  mind,  and  now  decided  that  that  too  asser- 
tative  star  must  be  extinguished. 

From  the  saloon,  Louis  passed  into  &  retiring-room, 
dedicated  to  the  Muses  and  the  Virtues,  all  wit£  open 
mouths,  grouped  round  a  figure  of  Fidelity,  whose  praises 
thoy  sang. 

''  Who  is  represented  by  Fidelity?"  asked  Louis,  turning 
to  the  Due  de  Saint- Aignan,  in  attendance  on  him. 
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"  I  have  just  been  told  that  Fidelity  represents  Fouquet 
himself,  your  Majesty.^' 

"  What  on  earth  can  Fidelity  have  to  do  with  a  Super- 
intendent of  Finance?"  muttered  Louis,  shrugging  his 
shoulders.  "And  that  female  figure  conducting  Fidelity 
— ^who  is  that  ?  " 

"  Prud^ce,  I  am  told,"  replied  Saint- Aignan.  "Pru- 
dence ;  and  the  one  on  the  other  side  is  Eeason." 

"Prudence,  Eeason,  and  Fidelity  guiding  Fouquet. 
Ma  foi^  it  is  not  bad,"  and  an  ironical  smile  passed  over 
the  monarch's  face.  "But  we  have  not  done  with  the 
paintings  yet.     Who  are  the  others  ?  " 

"  That  figure.  Sire,  in  a  golden-coloured  robe,  is  Clio,  I 
am  told,  the  Muse  of  History.  With  one  hand  she  assists 
Fidelity  into  heaven,  with  the  other  she  records  the  annals 
of  his  life."      ' 

"  The  annals  of  Aw  life,"  muttered  the  King  (for  Fouquet 
stood  near  at  hand,  to  be  summoned  by  his  Sovereign  when 
wanted).  "  It  will  be  well  for  him  if  history  does  not 
record  his  signal  disgrace.  He  may  prove  another  Phaeton, 
this  M.  Fouquet,  and  fall  from  the  stars  into  eternal  dark- 
ness. Jupiter  still  grasps  his  thunders.  Let  us  leave  this 
room — ^it  stifles  me,"  said  Louis  aloud.  "What  is  the 
meaning  of  the  device  of  the  serpents  I  see  everywhere  ?  " 
again  inquired  Louis  of  the  Duke. 

"  The  serpents  represent  Colbert,  the  rival  of  Fouquet, 
Sire.  Fidelity,  Eeason,  and  Discretion  crush  these  serpents 
as  you  see." 

"Keally,  these  allegories  are  charming,  M.  Fouquet," 
said  Louis,  with  a  covert  sneer,  turning  towards  his  host, 
and  speaking  in  a  loud  voice,  "but  allegories  are  not 
always  truthful."  Fouquet  bowed  to  the  ground,  and 
turned  very  pale. 

After  having  examined  the  interior  of  the  chateau,  and 
partaken  of  a  simiptuous  refection,  the  King  was  invited 
to  pass  into  the  garden  to  see  the  illuminations. 

There  the  whole  horizon  was  aglow.  On  three  broad 
terraces,  of  the  purest  white  marble,  which  extended  along 
the  entire  facade  of  the  building,  rows  of  golden  candelabra 
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bore  myriads  of  wax  lights,  and  borders  of  gigantic  orange- 
trees,  in  full  blossom,  shone  with  orbs  of  variegated  light, 
that  glittered  on  the  dark  surface  of  the  polished  leaves. 
Below,  in  a  vast  square,  fashioned  into  a  sunken  par- 
terre of  flowers,  arranged  in  various  patterns,  cunningly 
concealed  lamps  of  every  hue  were  hidden  among  the 
leaves,  their  innumerable  flamelets  forming  a  carpet  of 
living  fire.  Jets  of  flame  leaped  from  tree  to  tree.  Be- 
yond the  parterre,  the  broad  canal  banks  blazed  and  pal- 
pitated with  fiery  heat.  The  waters,  of  a  ruddy  hue,  now 
reflecting  the  gorgeous  scene,  now  riven  into  jets  d^eau 
and  fountains  which  blaze  upwards  for  an  instant,  throwing 
up  clouds  of  rockets  that  sport  like  comets  among  the 
stars,  to  fall  back  in  cascades  of  golden  sparks.  Beyond, 
in  the  woods,  each  noble  forest-tree,  in  minutest  detail  of 
every  branch  and  twig,  stood  out  in  relief  against  what 
appeared  a  vault  of  fire.  Long  vistas  led  far  away 
among  stalwart  oaks  and  feathery  limes,  growing  out 
of  a  sea  of  flames.  All  around  there  was  nothing  but  fire 
— dazzling,  overwhelming  fire.  Now  it  turned  to  green, 
then  by  some  magic  touch  it  changed  to  blue,  then  flashed 
into  crimson ;  while  feux  de  joie  and  cannon  roared  from 
concealed  batteries,  and  shook  the  very  air.  Behind,  the 
architectural  lines  of  the  chateau  were  marked  by  clusters 
of  golden  lamps.  Every  room  shone  brighter  than  at  noon, 
and  the  central  dome,  with  its  graceful  colonnade,  blazed 
like  a  volcano.  On  the  terrace,  in  front  of  the  chateau, 
military  bands  clashed  with  joyous  symphonies.  When 
these  ceased,  soft  music  sounded  from  out  the  fiery  woods, 
from  violins  and  flutes,  swelling  in  the  cadences  of  some 
tender  melody.  The  crowd  below,  changing  with  the  meta- 
morphose of  the  lights,  formed  a  fitting  fore-ground  to 
this  burning  perspective.  It  was  a  scene  of  artificial  life 
after  Lancret,  backed  by  a  conflagration.  Brocaded  trains 
swept  along  the  fine  gravel  of  the  walks.  Wreaths  of 
diamonds  sparkled  on  voluminous  wigs,  which  fell  in 
heavy  curls  over  neck  and  shoulders.  Long  white  feathers, 
and  finest  Brussels  lace,  fringed  and  decked  tumed-up  hats 
of  velvet.     Glittering  officers  were  side  by  side  with  comely 
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pages,  brighter  than  butterflies.  Gold  embroideries  shone 
on  delicately  coloured  velvets,  satins,  and  watered-silks ; 
priceless  jewels  glittered  on  knee  and  shoe,  on  neck  and 
arm,  on  waist  and  drapery ;  torsades  on  hats,  and  sword- 
hilts  flashed  and  multiplied  the  fiery  marvels  of  the  night. 
•  Even  le  Grand  Monarque^  as  he  paused  upon  the  terrace 
to  observe  the  scene,  deigned  to  express  his  admiration 
and  surprise.  But  his  praise  was  scant,  his  words  cold, 
he  spoke  morosely,  and  his  brows  were  knit. 

The  more  he  investigated  the  magnificence  of  Vaux, 
the  more  he  believed  the  accusations  of  Colbert.  Fouquet 
heard  the  praise  ;  he  did  not  observe  the  frown.  He  was 
radiant.  Louis  looked  round,  anxious  to  escape  from  the 
glare  and  the  company,  and  to  retire  yito  some  shady  grove 
with  La  Valliere.  She  was  very  beautiful  that  evening, 
and  Louis  reproached  himself  for  ever  having  caused  her 
pain.  She  wore  a  dress  of  white  stuff,  worked  with  golden 
leaves ;  a  blue  ribbon,  tied  in  a  knot  in  front,  encircled 
her  small  waist.  Her  light  hair,  untouched  by  powder, 
and  sown  with  fiowers  and  pearls,  fell  over  her  shoulders, 
and  two  enormous  emeralds  hung  in  her  ears.  Her  arms 
were  uncovered,  but  to  conceal  their  thinness,  she  wore 
above  the  elbow  a  broad  circlet  of  gold  set  with  opals. 
Her  gloves  were  of  fine  Brussels  lace,  showing  the  rosy 
skin  beneath.  Her  graceful  yet  dignified  manners,  her 
tender  blue  eyes,  breathing  nothing  but  love  and  gentle- 
ness, her  look  of  patient  goodness,  were  never  more  charm- 
ing than  when  seen  among  the  painted  and  powdered  belles 
of  that  intriguing  Court.  It  was  impossible  for  Louis  to 
have  a  word  with  her  in  private.  Every  feminine  eye  was  . 
bent  upon  him.  All  the  ladies — young,  old,  fair  and 
dark — ^pressed  round  him  as  he  moved  among  the  alleys 
and  terraces  of  the  illuminated  garden.  He  was  the  rose 
that  attracted  alike  the  butterfiies  and  the  grubs — the 
sunshine  and  the  shadow.  Like  royalty  of  all  ages,  Louis 
soon  grew  weary  of  this  espionage,  and  called  for  the  Due 
de  Saint- Aignan.  He  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  At  last, 
after  having  walked  up  and  down  the  three  terraces,  ad- 
mired the  great  cascade  and  the  grotto,  afterwards  to  be 
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repeated  at  Saint-Cloud,  he  sought  out  the  Queen-mother, 
and  found  her  seated  on  the  terrace,  surveying  the  illu- 
mination at  a  distance.  Louis  leaned  over  tibe  marble 
balustrade  near  her. 

"  This  is  magnificent,  my  mother,"  said  he ;  "  so  mag- 
nificent that  I  believe  every  word  Colbert  has  told  me. 
Colbert  showed  me  peculations  on  paper;  I  see  them 
here  with  my  own  eyes.  Think  of  the  millions  he  must 
have  spent !  Look  at  my  palace  of  Saint-Germain — dilapi- 
dated, dismal ;  Fontainebleau  still  unfinished.  It  is  shame- 
ful !  Fouquet  is  a  mushroom,  who  has  nourished  himself 
out  of  my  revenues.  I  can  crush  him — I  will  crush  him 
— destroy  him  ! "  and  the  King  stamped  his  foot  savagely 
on  a  pavement  of  coloured  marbles. 

'^  My  son,  do  not  speak  so  loudly,"  replied  the  Queen. 

At  this  moment  Saint-Aignan  appeared  ascending  the 
steps  from  below. 

"  Where  have  you  been,  Duke  ?  "  asked  Louis  sharply. 

"A  thousand  pardons,  your  Majesty.  They  searched 
for  me  in  the  wrong  place.  You  will  not,  however,  have 
reason  to  regret  my  absence,"  and  he  gave  the  King  a 
look  full  of  meaning,  and  signed  to  him  to  move  farther 
off  from  all  possibility  of  listeners,  "  Sire,"  continued  he, 
"  I  have  made  a  discovery. "♦ 

"  A  discovery !  Where  ?  What  have  you  found  ?  "  and 
Louis  drew  closer  to  him. 

''  Sire,  I  fear  you  have  a  rival,"  and  Saint-Aignan  glanced 
significantly  at  the  Duchesse  de  la  Valliere,  who  sat  on  a 
settee  behind,  not  far  from  the  Queen-mother. 

"  A  rival !  Kidiculous  !  You  have  been  asleep  and 
dreaming,  Duke." 

"  No,  Sire ;  on  the  faith  of  a  peer  of  France,  no.  Your 
Majesty  has  a  rival,  I  repeat."  ^ 

'^  WTiat  do  I  care  for  rivals  !  I  have  her  heart,"  and 
Louis  glanced  tenderly  at  La  Valliere. 

"  But  is  your  Majesty  so  certain  ?  " 

"  Certain  ?  Ask  me  if  I  live  ! "  exclaimed  Louis  with 
warmth.  "  But  tell  me  what  you  mean.  Speak,  Duke, 
and  speak  quickly,  for  we  may  be  interrupted." 
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"  Well,  Sire,  some  fairy,  who  I  suppose  watches  over 
your  interests,  told  me  to  wander  over  the  chateau  and 
examine  the  more  private  chambers.  No  one  was  by. 
Every  one  was  in  the  garden  with  your  Majesty  to  see  the 
illuminations.  At  the  end  of  a  long  gallery,  in  a  distant 
part  of  the  house,  I  came  upon  a  boudoir — such  a  bijou 
of  a  room ! — evidently  belonging  to  Fouquet.  On  the 
walls  hung  the  portraits  of  some  of  the  fairest  ladies  of 
the  Court.     It  is  a  hall  of  beauty,  Sire." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Louis  impatiently ;  "  I  understand." 

^^  Among  these  beauties.  Sire,  was — ^well — ^there  was  the 
lady  you  honour  with  your  special  attentions — Madame  la 
Duchesse" — ^and  Saint- Aignan  stopped,  and  again  indi- 
cated La  Yalliere,  who,  unconscious  of  what  was  going 
on,  sat  near,  her  delicate  cheek  resting  on  her  hand.. 

"  You  need  mention  no  names.  Saint- Aignan.  I  tell  you, 
I  understand,"  replied  the  King  with  evident  irritation. 
^^  And  pray  what  does  it  matter  if  you  did  find  the  portrait 
of  that  lady  there?  I  see  nothing  in  it  at  all  remarkable. 
No  hall  of,  beauty  would  be  complete  without  her  like- 
ness.    Who  were  the  other  portraits  ?  " 

"Ah,  Sire,  that  is  precisely  the  point  I  am  coming 
to.  They  were  all  portraits  of  ladies  who  are  or  have  been 
the  acknowledged  mistresses  of  Fouquet.  If  Madame  la 
Duchesse  de " 

"  I  beg  you  again  not  to  mention  any  names,  Duke," 
broke  in  the  King  haughtily,  a  storm  gathering  on  his  brow. 

"  If  that  lady.  Sire,  had  not  resembled  the  others,  why 
should  she  have  been  there  ?  " 

To  this  somewhat  daring  question  Louis  did  not  vouch- 
safe a  reply.  His  coimtenance  darkened  into  an  expression 
of  silent  rage.  His  eyes  glittered  as  he  passed  his  hand 
over  them.  When  he  spoke  there  was  doubt,  anxiety,  as 
well  as  anger  in  his  voice  and  manner.  "  I  am  astonished, 
I  confess,"  said  he,  speaking  very  deliberately.  "I  am 
quite  at  a  loss  to  explain  it.  Her  portrait  is  there,  you 
say.    It  may  be.  Saint- Aignan.     I  cannot  doubt  your  word, 

but — it  is  impossible  that "     He  paused,  and  his  eyes 

rested  on  her  gmleless  face. 
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"  Sire,  it  is  not  for  me  to  diflter  from  your  Majesty,"  re- 
joined Saint- Aignan,  fearfiil  lest  he  had  injured  self  in 
the  King's  opinion  by  his  over-frankness ;  "your  superior 
intellect  and  far-seeing  judgment  will  unfold  to  you  mys- 
teries impervious  to  my  grosser  comprehension;  but  I 
repeat,  in  the  boudoir  of  M.  Fouquet  I  saw  the  portrait 
of  Madame  La  Duchesse — I  beg  your  Majesty's  pardon 
— ^placed  among  those  of  ladies  whose  relations  with  him 
are  more  than  equivocal." 

"  I  will  speak  to  the  lady  myself.  She  is  ignorant  of 
this,  I  ventiire  my  life,"  said  Louis,  his  eyes  again  fixing 
themselves  wistftdly  upon  La  Yalliere.  "  In  the  mean- 
time, Duke,  I  thank  you  for  your  zeal  in  my  service.  Now, 
remember,  until  our  return  to  Foutainebleau  silence — abso- 
lute silence — or  I  shall  never  forgive  you."  Louis  placed 
his  finger  on  his  lip — Saint- Aignan,  glad  to  end  so  peri- 
lous an  interview,  bowed,  and  immediately  fell  back  among 
the  crowd  of  courtiers  who  hovered  about  the  King. 

Louis's  blood  boiled  within  him.  He  had  controlled 
himself  in  the  presence  of  Saint- Aignan,  but  it  was  with 
the  greatest  difficulty  he  could  any  longer  restrain  his 
passion.  He  longed  then  and  there  to  call  in  the  mus- 
keteers, and  arrest  Fouquet  on  the  spot.  D'Artagnan  and 
his  followers  were  at  hand ;  it  would  have  been  the  work 
of  an  instant.  At  a  loss  what  to  do,  and  feeling  the  neces- 
sity for  some  expression  of  the  violent  rage  he  felt,  he 
approached  his  mother,  Anne  of  Austria,  who  was  leaning 
back  in  her  chair,  absorbed  in  a  deep  roA^erie.  She  was 
only  present  at  that  dazzling  fete  in  body — her  mind  was 
far  away.  To  her  the  pomps  and  vanities  of  the  world  were 
become  a  mockery  and  a  toil ;  she  longed  for  the  seclusion 
of  the  cloister. 

"  It  is  all  over,"  whispered  the  King,  and  his  voice 
grated  huskily  in  her  ear ;  "  Fouquet  will  be  arrested  to- 
night." 

''  What  has  he  done  ?  "  asked  Anne  of  Austria. 

'^  I  have  excellent  reasons,  my  mother ;  besides,  Fouquet 
may  escape  to  Belle  Isle — here  I  have  him,  I  hold  him  !  " 
and  Louis,  in  his  heat,  shook  his  list  in  his  mother's  face. 
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"You  are  strangely  moved,  Louis.  I  do  not  know 
your  reasons,  but  I  advise  you,  for  .the  sake  of  your  own 
dignity,  to  choose  a  more  suitable  moment  than  during 
a  fete  at  which  you  are  present  in  his  own  house." 

"  Every  time  is  good  to  catch  a  traitor." 

"  Yes ;  but,  my  son,  there  is  such  a  thing  as  decorum. 
The  Superintendent  has  given  you  a  superl3  fete,  which 
you  have  accepted.  You  are  under  his  roof ;  you  cannot 
arrest  him  while  you  are  his  guest.  It  is  out  of  the 
question." 

"But,  my  mother,  I  have  reasons  of  state." 

"  Then  they  must  wait.  What  would  the  Court — ^what 
would  France — say  to  such  an  act  ?  Tak^  care,  my  son, 
that  those  who  may  never  know  your  justification  do  not 
condemn  your  act.  Eveny(?t^  are  not  above  public  opinion." 

Louis  did  not  reply,  but  the  Queen-mother  perceived 
that  her  words  had  convinced  him. 
The  Court  returned  to  Fontainebleau  in  the  same  order 

« 

as  it  came. 

A  lettre  de  cachet^  dated  the  day  after  the  fete,  con- 
signed Fouquet  to  the  fortress  of  Pignerol.  Louise  de 
la  Valliere  was  enabled  to  soothe  his  Majesty's  indigna- 
tion, with  regard  to  the  portrait,  by  assuring  him  that  if 
his  indignation  had  been  aroused,  her  feelmgs  had  been 
much  more  grossly  outraged. 


CHAPTEK    LVL 

DEATH  AND  POISON. 

"Anne,  daughter  of  Philip  III.,  King  of  Spain,  and 
Margaret  of  Austria,  his  wife,  married  to  Louis  XIII., 
•  King  of  France,  sumamed  the  Just,  mother  of  Louis  XIV., 
sumamed  Dieudonne,  and  of  PhiKp  of  France,  Due 
d'Orleans,  born  September,  1601,  died  January,  1666." 

These  words  stood  at  the  head  of  a  wiU  which  was 
signed  '^  approved^  Louis."  Anne  of  Austria  has  stood 
before  us,  from  her  fifteenth  year  until  now;  first,  the 
golden-haired  girl,  next  the  persecuted  wife,  then  the 
stately  regent,  finally  the  devoted  and  conscientious  mother. 
And  now  her  time  has  come  ;  she  is  dying  at  the  Louvre. 
Her  malady  is  a  cancer  in  the  breast,  long  concealed,  now 
aggravated  by  the  ignorance  of  quacks.  Latterly  it  has 
become  an  open  woimd,  the  seat  of  intense  suffering.  Her 
daintily  nurtured  body  and  sensitive  skin,  which  could  not 
bear  the  touch  of  any  but  the  finest  and  softest  linen, 
the  delicate  habits  of  her  daily  life,  her  extreme  refine- 
ment of  mind  and  person  (not  common  in  those  days  even 
among  princes),  have  come  to  this  :  ''God  punishes  me  in 
that  body  which  I  have  too  carefully  tended,"  she  said.  But 
the  Queen's  mind  had  long  been  weaned  firom  the  world, 
her  once  lofty  spirit  schooled  to  the  uses  of  adversity, 
and  she  bears  her  protracted  sufferings  with  admirable 
meekness  and  resignation.  Her  face  shrunken,  drawn,  and 
ashen,  her  frame  bowed  with  intense  pain  rather  than  the 
weight  of  years,  have  lost  all  trace  of  their  singular 
beauty ;  but  the  hands  and  arms  are  still  white,  plump 
and  shapely,  and  to  the  last,  her  son  Louis  XIV.  reverently 
kisses  those  taper  fingers  that  had  fondly  entwined  them- 
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selves  among  his  clustering  curls  from  boy  to  man.  As 
long  as  that  silvery  voice  could  make  itself  heard,  it  was 
as  a  peacemaker  and  as  a  friend.  When  Maria  Theresa, 
her  niece,  complained  to  her  of  the  King's  too  apparent 
liaison  with  La  Valliere,  the  dying  Queen  stroked  her 
cheek,  and  comforted  her,  praying  her  to  pardon  the  fire 
of  youthftd  blood,  and  to  remember  that  Louis,  if  erring, 
both  loved  and  respected  her ;  and,  she  reminded  her, 
'^  that  she  (Maria  Theresa)  had  at  least  a  much  happier  lot 
than  her  own."  Overcome  by  suffering  during  the  long 
watches  of  the  night,  when  she  could  not  sleep,  she  weeps ; 
as  the  tears  roll  down  her  wrinkled  cheeks,  Mademoiselle 
de  Beauvais  wipes  them  away  with  her  handkerchief. 

*^  I  do  not  really  weep,  ma  bonne^^^  said  the  dying  Queen ; 
"these  tears  that  I  shed  are  forced  from  me  by  intense 
anguish ;  you  know  I  never  cry."  The  Archbishop  d'Auch, 
seeing  her  condition,  told  her  plainly  that  the  doctor 
despaired  of  her  life. 

"I  thank  God,"  she  answered.  "Do  not  lament," 
added  she,  turning  to  her  ladies,  whose  sobs  caught  her 
ear ;  "we  must  all  die.  I  am  still  among  you ;  when  I 
am  gone,  then  grieve  for  me,  not  yet." 

Her  son,  Philippe  d' Orleans,  sat  constantly'  beside  her 
bed.  While  he  was  present  she  never  allowed  herself  to 
utter  a  complaint,  but  when  he  left  her,  she  turned  to 
Madame  do  Motteville  and  said,  "  I  suffer  horribly.  There 
is  no  single  part  of  my  whole  body  that  is  not  rent  with 
pain."  Then  raising  her  eyes  to  heaven  she  exclaimed, 
"  Praised  be  God,  it  is  his  will,  his  will  be  done — I  submit 
to  it  with  all  my  heart ;  yes,  with  all  my  heart."  Yet  in 
this  condition  she  took  the  liveliest  interest  in  all  that  conr 
cemed  her  sons  and  the  King  of  Spain,  and  caused  every 
letter  to  be  read  aloud  to  her  coming  from  Madrid.  Two 
nights  before  her  death  she  bade  good  night  to  her 
children  with  a  haste  unusual  with  her.  It  was  because 
she  did  not  wish  them  to  witness  sufferings  she  could  no 
longer  conceal.  As  soon  as  they  were  gone  she  desired 
that  the  litany  of  the  Passion  should  be  chanted  throughout 
the  weary  hours  of  the  night.     Now  and  then  her  groans 
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interrupted  the  solemn  office.  When  her  women  strove  to 
mitigate  her  agony,  she  pushed  them  away,  saying, 

"  My  vile  body  is  given  up  to  the  justice  of  God.  I  care 
not  whiat  becomes  of  it." 

In  the  morning  the  King,  of  whom  she  was  ever  de- 
votedly fond,  and  who  warmly  returned  her  love,  remained 
many  hours  with  her.  That  afternoon  she  grew  worse. 
During  the  night  her  son  Monsieur  hid  himself  in  the 
curtains  of  her  bed,  not  to  leave  her,  as  she  had  earnestly 
desired  he  would .  do.  The  next  morning,  it  was  deemed 
advisable  to  administer  extreme  unction.  The  King  and 
Queen,  Monsieur  d'Orleans,  Madame  his  wife,  and  Made- 
moiselle de  Montpensier  were  present.  They  went  out  to 
meet  the  Lord's  body  and  to  bear  it  to  her.  After  she  had 
communicated,  a  heavenly  expression  spread  over  her 
countenance,  her  eyes  shone  with  unnatural  brilliancy,  and 
the  colour  returned  to  her  cheeks. 

"  Observe  my  dear  mother,"  whispered  the  Bang,  who 

was  standing  at  the  foot  of  her  bed,  to  Mademoiselle  de 

Beauvais,  "I  never  saw  her  look  more  beautiful."     Then 

she  called  her  children  round  her,  and  solemnly  blessed 

them.     These  four,  her  two  sons  and  their  wives,  knelt 

by  her  bedside.    They  kissed  her  hands  and  shed  tears  of 

a  common  grief.     The  curtains  were  then  closed,  that  the 

Queen  might  take  a  little  rest.     When  they  were  undrawn, 

the  film  of  death  had  gathered  on  her  eyes. 

♦  «  «  «  «  «  « 

Beautiful  Saint-Cloud,  enfolded  in  softly  undulating  hills, 
its  sheeny  lawns  and  majestic  avenues  descending  U>  the 
Seine,  whose  clear  waters  dance  and  ripple  below  in  the 
soft  spring  light ;— Saint-Cloud,  with  its  dimpling  uplands 
and  lofty  summits,  on  whose  topmost  verge  stands  what 
was  once  a  Eoman  watch-tower,  looking  towards  Lutetia, 
the  ancient  Paris,  now  a  Grecian  temple  called  the  Lanteme 
de  Diogene ; — Saint-Cloud,  dense,  leafy,  forest-like ;  yonder 
a  deep  glen,  in  which  the  morning  shadows  lie;  above, 
grassy  meads  of  finest  greensward,  where  the  primrose  and 
the  cowslip,  the  anemone  and  the  foxglove  blossom  under 
scattered  groups  of  noble  trees,  gay  with  every  shade  of 
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green ;  oaks  yellow  with  new  leaves ;  delicate  beech  and 
the  soft  foliage  of  the  tufted  elm ;  all  rising  out  of  a  sea 
of  paler-tinted  copsewood.  Midway  on  the  hill-side,  the 
ground  suddenly  falls ;  and  the  woods  melt  into  sculptured 
terraces,  on  which  the  spray  of  many  fountains  catch  and 
reflect  the  morning  sim.  These  terraces  are  again  broken 
by  a  magnificent  cascade,  which  dashes  downwards,  to  be 
presently  ingulfed  by  the  overhanging  trees,  before  it  falls 
into  the  river. 

It  is  early  summer.  The  air  is  full  of  perfume.  The 
scent  of  new-made  hay  and  the  odour  of  dew-laden  flowers 
are  wafted  from  the  terraces  towards  the  palace,  lying  in 
the  lowest  lap  of  the  hills,  shut  in  by  hangmg  gardens,  its 
pillared  portico  basking  in  the  sunshine. 

From  the  days  of  Gondi,  the  Italian  banker,  the  friend 
of  Zamettij  who  was  more  than  suspected  of  poisoning  la 
belle  Gabrielle — for  both  Gondi  and  Zametti  had  country 
houses  there — Saint-Cloud  was  a  fair  and  pleasant  place. 
Hither  came  Catherine  de  Medici  to  give  great  fetes  and 
banquets,  and  to  visit  such  of  her  countrymen  as  lived  near 
the  palace,  all  of  them  skilful  Italian  Jews,  dealing  largely 
in  money,  with  which  they  were  ready  to  supply  the  royal 
coffers — on  exorbitant  interest,  be  it  well  understood — 
who  received  her  with  oriental  magnificence,  and  dressed 
out  the  heights,  the  terraces,  and  the  gardens  with  silken 
flags  and  embroidered  banners,  in  the  Italian  style,  to 
do  her  honour.  Within  this  palace  was  struck  down 
Henry  III.,  the  last  of  Catherine's  sons,  the  last  prince  of 
the  royal  house  of  Valois,  by  the  hand  of  Jacques  Clement, 
the  Dominican.  Here  Henri  Quatre  was*  proclaimed  king, 
and  here,  in  due  process  of  time,  came  to  live  the  Due 
d' Orleans,  brother  of  Louis  XIV. — Philippe  d' Orleans,  once 
a  peevish  child,  is  now  a  soft,  effeminate  gentleman.  In 
person  he  is  the  replica  of  the  King,  only  in  fainter  colours ; 
a  water-colour  sketch  of  an  original  design  in  oils.  He 
lives  among  his  favourites,  whom  the  world  stigmatizes  as 
gamblers  and  scoundrels,  especially  the  Chevalier  de  Lor- 
raine, who  governs  Monsieur  despoticaUy. 

All  the  world  (except  her  husband)  adores  the  brilliant 
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Henrietta,  Duchesse  d'Orieans,  his  wife  and  cousin-german, 
who,  with  her  mother,  Henrietta  Maria,  suffered  so  much  at 
the  Louvre  from  poverty,  that  they  lay  in  bed  for  the  sake 
of  warmth.  Now,  her  brother,  Charles  II.,  sits  on  the 
throne  of  England,  and  she  loves  not  to  have  the  days  of 
her  adversity  recalled.  Henrietta  d'Orieans  is  not  an 
absolute  beauty.  Like  her  mother,  her  features  are  irregu- 
lar, and  her  mouth  large,  but  her  fresh  English  colouring 
tells  well  among  the  olive-complexioned  ladies  of  the  Court. 
She  is  tall,  and  eminently  graceful.  Her  sunny  smile, 
her  ready  wit,  her  joyous  manners,  win  every  heart  she 
cares  to  gain.  But,  as  we  have  seen,  she  can  be  both 
haughty  and  cruel.  Once  she  had  hoped  to  marry  her 
elder  cousin,  the  King ;  but  the  Mancini  girls  stepped  in, 
and  she  was  forced  to  content  herself  with  his  younger 
brother,  Philip,  whom  she  despises  and  dislikes. 

Now  matters  have  grown  worse  than  ever  between  them^ 
for  the  Duke  of  Monmouth — ^illegitimate  son  of  Charies  II. 
by  Lucy  Waters — ^has  come  to  Court,  and  does  not  conceal 
his  admiration  for  his  English  relative,  nor  observe  those 
precise  rules  of  etiquette  needful  at  the  French  Court. 
What  makes  matters  worse  is,  that  Madame,  exasperated 
by  her  husband,  is  defiant,  and  publicly  encourages  his 
attentions.  Monsieur,  we.ak-headed  and  irritable,  complains 
to  everybody.  He  says  he  shall  leave  the  Court,  unless 
Madame  conducts  herself  better.  Madame  rejoins  that  he 
only  persecutes  her  because  she  happens  to  be  aunt  to  the 
Duke  of  Monmouth.  To  spite  Monsieur,  she  uses  her  influ- 
ence with  the  King,  and  Monsieur's  favourite,  the  Chevalier 
de  Lorraine, — who  whispers  these  tales  about  her  into  her 
husband's  car, — is  packed  off  to  the  sea-girt  fortress  of  the 
Chateau  d'lf,  near  Marseilles.  This  aggravates  Monsieur, 
who  treats  Madame  worse  than  ever.  They  have  fresh 
quarrels  every  day,  during  one  of  which  Monsieur  calls 
Madame  a  ''vaurienne.^^  Even  when  they  ride  together  in 
the  King's  coach.  Monsieur  must  insult  and  taunt  his  wife. 
"  He  believes  in  astrology,"  he  says,  "  and  as  his  horoscope 
foretells  he  shall  be  the  husband  of  many  wives,  and 
Madame  looks  ill,  he  hopes  he  shall  soon  have  a  change." 
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At  this  rude  speech  Madame  weeps,  but  says  nothing. 
All  this  is  very  bad,  and  creates  such  a  scandal  that  Louis 
interferes ;  he  expostulates  with  his  brother. 

The  King,  to  give  Madame  a  little  respite,  appointed 
her  at  this  time  his  ambassadress  into  England,  to  treat 
with  her  brother,  Charles  II.  In  her  suite  she  carried 
the  beautiftd  Bretonne,  Louise  de  la  Querouaille,  who 
became  afterwards  so  well  known  in  this  country  as  the 
Duchess  of  Portsmouth. 

After  a  time  Madame  returns  from  England,  blooming  in 
health  and  joyous  in  spirits.  She  cannot  bring  herself 
even  to  aflfect  common  concern  for  the  death  of  her  mother, 
— ^poor  broken-down  Henrietta  Maria, — ^who  has  just  died 
from  taking  an  overdose  of  opium.  Monsieur  refuses  to 
meet  his  wife  at  Amiens,  a  public  slight  which  nettled 
her  exceedingly,  especially  as  the  Chevalier  de  Lorraine 
has  returned  from  banishment,  and  is  again  at  Saint- 
Cloud. 

Madame  is  now  twenty-six,  and  as  strong  and  healthy 
as  any  young  woman  can  be.  Very  early  on  a  certain 
morning,  in  the  first  days  of  June,  a  page  rides  out  of  the 
park  gates  of  Saint-Cloud  in  furious  haste.  He  bears  a 
message  of  life  and  death  to  the  King,  who  is  at  Saint- 
Germain:  He  spurs  his  steed  along  the  paved  roads  which 
lead  from  palace  to  palace,  along  the  heights.  The 
word  he  carries  is — that  Madame  is  dying.  Never  did 
messenger  of  evil  cause  such  consternation.  The  King 
flies  to  Saint-Cloud ;  he  loved  the  sweet  princess.  He  is 
followed  by  the  Queen,  accompanied  by  la  Grande  Made- 
moiselle.  When  the  royal  coach  draws  up  under  the  grand 
portico,  Valtot,  the  Court  doctor,  is  there  to  receive  them. 
He  says  the  illness  of  Madame  is  nothing  but  a  violent 
attack  of  colic,  and  is  of  no  consequence  whatever.  But 
this  attack  of  colic  had  seized  Madame  so  suddenly  she 
could  not  bear  to  be  carried  to  her  own  bed,  but  lay  on  a 
little  couch  in  a  recess  of  one  of  the  reception-rooms.  A 
very  serious  attack  of  colic,  truly.  When  Maria  Theresa 
enters,  she  finds  Madame  in  convulsions ;  her  long  hair 
streaming  over  her  face  and  pillow,  her  limbs  cramped,  her 
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body  contorted,  her  nightgown  unfastened  to  relieve  her 
breathing,  her  arms  bare  and  hanging  out  of  the  sleeves, 
•her  face  bearing  every  appearance  of  approaching  death. 

^^  You  see  what  a  state  I  am  in,''  she  whispers  to  the 
Queen  between  the  paroxysms.  ^^  Save  me,  oh  save  me — 
my  suflterings  are  horrible ! " 

The  Queen  kisses  her  hand.  Every  one  was  affected. 
The  King  leans  over  her  with  the  utmost  affection. 

"  Surely,"  cries  the  King  to  Valtot,  "  you  will  not  let 
her  die  without  help  ?  " 

Except  the  royal  party  no  one  seems  to  care  about 
her.  Monsieur  is  quite  indifferent.  He  laughs  and  talks  in 
the  very  room  where  she  is  lying. 

The  end  came  soon.    In  a  few  hours,  Madame  died  in 

horrible  agony.    Her  corpse  immediately  turned  black. 
«♦♦♦««« 

Louis  XIV.  is  in  his  private  closet  at  Saint-Germain. 
He  is  in  his  robe  de  chambre,  and  he  has  been  weeping ; 
three  extraordinary  events  for  the  King,  not  to  hold  his 
usual  lever,  to  wear  his  robe  de  chambre,  and  to  weep. 

A  dreadful  rumour  has  just  reached  him — ^the  words 
poison  and  murder  have  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth  about 
the  Court.  At  last  he  has  heard  them.  What! — ^his 
beloved  sister-in-law,  she  who  but  two  days  before  had 
danced  with  him  in  a  ballet,  dressed  as  Aurora ;  she — the 
pride  of  his  Court,  the  cynosure  of  all  eyes — ^poisoned  ! 
Oh,  horrible  !  By  whom  was  this  poison  given  ?  By  his 
brother  ?  Impossible.  By  one  of  his  disgraceful  favourites 
whom  Madame  hated?  The  Chevalier  de  Lorraine,  per- 
haps ?  Was  he  the  murderer  ?  The  King  cannot  brook 
suspense  or  delay.  He  sends  privately  for  Morel,  the  niaitre 
d^hotel  of  his  brother.  Morel  comes  trembling ;  he  guesses 
the  reason  of  the  summons. 

"Morel,"  says  the  King  in  an  unsteady  voice,  "I  have 
sent  for  you  to  tell  me  the  truth.  Now,  on  pain  of  instant 
death,  answer  me.  Who  murdered  my  sister-in-law  ? 
Presume  not  to  equivocate  or  to  deceive  me.  Did  the 
Duchess  die  by  poison  ?  " 

"  She  did,  your  Majesty." 
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Louis  shudders.  "  By  whose  order  was  it  admin- 
istered ?  " 

"  By  the  order  of  the  Chevalier  de  Lorraine,"  answers 
Morel.  "  Poison  was  put  into  a  cup  of  chicoree- water, 
the  Duchess's  usual  beverage,  by  the  hands  of  the  Marquis 
d'Effiat.  Before  God,  your  Majesty,  I  am  innocent  of  all 
save  the  knowledge  of  this  crime." 

Louis,  seeing  that  Morel  is  about  to  cast  himself  on  his 
knees  before  him,  by  a  stem  gesture  forbade  it.  He  then 
motions  him  to  proceed. 

"The  Duchess,  Sire,  complained  of  thirst;  soon  after  a 
cup  of  chicor6e-wat«r — ^the  cup  of  porcelain,  which  her 
Highness  always  used — was  presented;  she  drank  its 
contents  to  the  last  drop.  Soon  after  she  was  seized  with 
convulsions.     Your  Majesty  knows  the  rest." 

There  is  a  pause.  "Tell  me,"  asks  Louis,  speaking 
with  a  great  eflfbrt,  "  tell  mo,  had  my  brother — had  the 
Due  d'Orleans  any  part  in  this  crime  ?  " 

"  I  believe  not.  Sire,"  answers  Morel,  shaking  from 
head  to  foot,  for  the  King's  looks  are  not  reassuring, 
"  They  dared  not  trust  him ;  he  would  have  betrayed 
them.  But  it  was  believed  that  the  death  of  Madame 
would  not  be " 

"Answer  as  I  desire  you,  sir.  Answer  the  questions  I 
address  to  you,  nothing  more,"  interrupts  the  King,  scowl- 
ing at  him,  at  the  same  time  greatly  relieved  by  hearing 
that  his  brother  was  not  an  accomplice.  "  I  have  heard 
what  I  want  to  know.  I  am  satisfied.  T  will  spare  your 
life,  wretched  man,"  and  he  turns  from  Morel  with  disgust, 
"  because  you  have  spoken  the  truth  ;  but  you  must  leave 
France  for  ever.  Eemember,  the  honour  of  princes  is  in 
your  hand,  and  that  wherever  you  fly,  their  vengeance 
can  pursue  you.  Therefore,  be  silent,  if  you  value  your 
life." 

The  King  dared  investigate  no  further ;  too  foul  a  picture 
of  his  brother's  life  would  have  been  revealed  to  public 
curiosity.  The  death  of  this  charming,  though  frivolous 
princess,  remained  unavenged,  her  murderers  unpunished, 
and  she  was  soon  forgotten  in  the  dissipation  of  a  Court 
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where  the  Sovereign  set  an  example  of  the  most  heartless 
egotism. 

As  for  Monsieur,  nothing  daunted  by  the  suspicions 
attached  to  his  name,  and  although  believed  by  many  to 
have  been  a  direct  accomplice  in  Henrietta's  death,  he 
determined  to  bring  home  a  fresh  wife  to  Saint-Cloud  and 
the  Palais  Eoyal.  This  he  did  in  the  person  of  a  Oerman 
princess  (ever  the  refuge  of  unfortunate  royalty  in  search 
of  wives),  a  formidable  she-dragon  rather,  by  name  Char- 
lotte de  Baviere,  a  lady  certainly  well  able  to  defend  her- 
self in  case  of  need.  What  a  contrast  to  the  feminine, 
fascinating  Henrietta !  Charlotte's  autobiography  remains 
to  us,  a  lasting  evidence  of  her  coarseness  of  mind  and  of 
body.     This  is  the  opening  page  :— 

"I  am  naturally  rather  melancholy.  When  anything 
annoys  me,  I  have  always  an  inflammation  in  my  left  side, 
as  if  I  had  a  dropsy.  Lying  in  bed  is  not  at  all  my  habit. 
As  soon  as  I  wake  I  must  get  up.  I  seldom  take  break- 
fast. If  I  do,  I  only  eat  bread  and  butter.  I  neither  like 
chocolate,  coffee,  nor  tea.  Foreign  drugs  are  my  horror. 
I  am  entirely  German  in  my  habits,  and  relish  nothing  in 
the  way  of  food  but  the  cuisine  of  my  own  country.  I  can 
only  eat  soup  made  with  milk,  beer,  or  wine.  As  to  bouil- 
lon^ I  detest  it.  If  I  eat  any  dish  that  contains  it,  I  am 
ill  directly,  my  body  sweUs,  and  I  am  fearfully  sick. 
Nothing  but  sausages  and  ham  restore  the  tone  of  my 
stomach.  I  always  wanted  to  be  a  boy,"  this  extraordi- 
nary "Princess"  continues,  "and  having  heard  that  Marie 
Germain  became  one  by  continually  jumping,  I  used  to 
take  such  fearful  leaps,  that  it  is  a  miracle  I  did  not  break 
my  neck  a  thousand  times." 

This  was  the  mother  of  the  Kegent  Orleans. 

Charlotte  de  Baviere  was  walking  one  evening  alone  in 
the  dusk  through  the  almost  interminable  suite  of  rooms 
which  encircled  the  four  garden  fronts  of  the  Palais  Koyal. 
Many  of  these  rooms  had  been  constantly  inhabited  by  her 
predecessor,  Madame  Henrietta.  It  was  stormy  weather, 
and  the  gathering  clouds  were  rapidly  darkening  what  little 
daylight  was  left.     The  wind  moaned  among  the  branches 
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of  the  trees  without ;  it  whistled  through  the  rooms  within, 
swaying  the  rich  curtains  to  and  fro.  The  shutters  were 
not  yet  closed.  The  Duchess  wandered  on  from  room  to 
room  until  she  reached  a  remote  apartment  on  the  ground- 
floor,  which  had  been  much  frequented  by  Madame  Hen- 
rietta— a  garden  pavilion  opening  by  large  windows  and  a 
flight  of  steps  to  a  parterre.  At  this  window  Charlotte 
stood  watching  the  clouds  passing  over  the  moon  which 
had  just  risen,  as  they  were  drifted  rapidly  onwards,  driven 
by  the  wind.  How  long  she  remained  there  she  could 
not  tell.  All  at  once  a  slight  sound  behind  her,  like  the 
rustling  of  drapery  along  the  floor,  caught  her  ear.  She 
turned,  and  saw  advancing  from  the  door  towards  the  spot 
where  she  stood  a  white  figure,  wearing  the  form  of  the 
late  Duchess,  her  predecessor,  Henrietta  of  England.  She 
knew  her  instantly  from  her  portraits.  Wliat  passed 
between  these  two — ^the  dead  and  the  living  wife — ^never 
was  told.  Charlotte,  all  her  life  long,  insisted  on  the 
perfect  truth  of  this  story,  but  would  say  nothing  more. 
In  time  it  came  to  be  understood  that  some  awful  secret 
connected  with  the  Orleans  family,  only  to  be  known  to 
the  head  of  the  house,  was  revealed  by  the  phantom. 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

AT   VERSAILLES. 

The  Duchesse  Louise  de  la  Vallifere,  after  her  return  from 
Chaillot,  lived  much  at  the  Hotel  Biron,  a  residence  at 
Versailles  presented  to  her  by  the  King.  Her  two  chil- 
dren, the  Comte  de  Vermandois  and  Mademoiselle  de  Blois, 
were  with  her.  The  Hotel  Biron,  a  sumptuous  abode, 
situated  between  "  court  and  garden,"  lay  in  a  hollow  close 
to  the  yet  unfinished  Palace  of  Versailles,  on  the  same 
side  as  the  reservoir.  Adjoining  were  the  royal  gardens, 
already  planned  and  partially  completed  by  Le  N6tre. 
These  gardens,  with  the  formal  groves  and  symmetrical 
thickets  which  enclose  them,  sloped  downwards  from  the 
grand  terrace  of  the  southern  front,  and  overshadowed  the 
hotel,  giving  it  a  sequestered,  not  to  say,  melancholy  aspect. 
On  the  other  side  a  wooded  park  stretched  away  in  the 
direction  of  what  was  in  time  to  become  the  site  of  the 
two  Trianons.  The  new  Palace  of  Versailles  was  as  yet 
covered  with  scafiblding;  innumerable  workmen  laboured 
night  and  day  on  the  north  and  south  wings.  The  corps 
de  logis^  of  brick  and  stone,  was  alone  completed,  and 
though  greatly  enlarged  and  beautified,  still  retained  those 
suites  of  small  rooms — Us  petits  appartements — ^portions 
of  the  original  hunting-lodge  which  was  so  often  visited  by 
Louis  XIIL  in  his  hunting  expeditions. 

La  Valli^re  lived  a  life  of  extreme  retirement.  She 
rarely  appeared  at  Court,  except  upon  occasions  of  state, 
and  received  only  such  visits  as  etiquette  rendered  neces- 
sary. Save  the  King,  her  confessor,  and  a  few  intimate 
friends,  she  avoided  every  one.  The  splendour  of  the 
retreat  assigned  her  by  the  King  pained  and  humiliated 
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her.  She  was  but  too  conscious  that  in  permitting  herself 
to  be  dowered  and  ennobled  by  him,  she  was  exposing 
Ijerself  to  the  charge  of  ambition,  arrogance,  and  avarice — 
she,  who  only  loved  the  man,  and  who  shrank  abashed 
from  the  sovereign' ! 

•  The  very  letters  patent  by  which  Louis  created  her 
Duchesse  de  la  Valliere  infinitely  wounded  her.  It  was 
intolerable  to  her  to  be  publicly  addressed  as  "his  sin- 
gularly and  entirely  beloved  Louise  Fran^oise  de  la  Val- 
liere, possessed  of  His  Majesty's  special  and  particular 
afilection."  Vainly  had  she  endeavoured  to  combat  his 
resolution  thus  to  distinguish  her ;  vainly  had  she  entreated 
him  to  allow  her  to  sink  into  oblivion,  forgotten  by  all  save 
himself.  Louis  had  declared,  and  with  truth,  that  after  her 
flight  to  Chaillot  and  her  return  to  Saint-Germain,  all 
mystery  was  impossible.  He  could  not  bear,  he  told  her, 
to  see  her  continually  suffering  afl5•o^ts  and  mortifications 
in  his  own  Court,  to  which  her  sensitive  nature  specially 
exposed  her,  and  'from  which  even  he  could  not  screen 
her. 

Vainly  did  he  invoke  all  his  authority  as  a  sovereign, 
all  his  devotion  as  a  man,  to  raise  the  object  of  his  love 
beyond  the  reach  of  calumny.  Vainly  did  he  surround  her 
with  all  that  the  luxury  of  kings,  the  treasures  of  the 
state,  and  the  refinements  of  love  could  devise  to  reconcile 
her  to  her  position.  He  could  not  stifle  her  conscience. 
Louise  could  not  bring  herself  to  leave  him,  but  she  sank 
under  the  consciousness  of  her  sin. 

When,  by  a  formal  declaration  of  the  parliament,  her 
children  were  legitimatized  and  created  princes  9f  the  blood 
royal,  she  was  in  absolute  despair.  Again  she  conjured 
the  King  never  more  to  let  her  name  be  heard.  But,  sel- 
fish even  to  her,  Louis  commanded  that  she  should  appear 
in  the  Queen's  circle,  and  receive  the  congratulations  of 
the  Court.  A  prey  to  anxiety  and  remorse,  silent,  yearn- 
ing, solitary,  her  health  gave  way.  Her  lovely  figure  lost 
its  roundness,  her  violet  eyes  their  lustre.  She  grew  dull, 
oppressed,  and  tearful,  and  her  lameness  increased. 

The  Comtesse  du  Roule,  formerly  maid  of  honour  to 

E  E 
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Madame  Henrietta  d'Orleans  at  the  same  time  as  La  Val- 
liere,  was  one  of  the  few  frienda  she  still  received. 

They  had  not  met  for  some  time  when  Madame  du 
Eoule  called  on  her.  Madame  du  Roule  found  Louise 
seated  alone  in  a  pavilion  overlooking  the  palace  of  Ver- 
sailles. She  was  so  lost  in  thought  she  did  not  hear  her 
friend's  footsteps.  When  she  rose  to  receive  her  she 
looked  more  delicate  and  dejected  than  usual. 

"  Dear  Louise,"  said  the  Comtesse  after  having  saluted 
her,  "  how  I  grieve  to  see  you  so  unhappy.  Can  nothing 
be  done  to  console  you  ?  Eemember  you  are  ruining  your 
looks.  Do  you  imagine  that  his  Majesty  wiU  care  for  you 
when  you  have  made  yourself  wrinkled  and  ugly  ?  " 

"  Alas,  Celestine,  I  cannot  help  it !  I  ought  not  to  be 
here,"  and  Louise  kissed  her  tenderly,  and  placed  her  on 
a  seat  beside  her.  "  This  magnificent  hotel,  these  royal 
servants,  my  luxurious  life — daily  remind  me  of  my  degra- 
dation. While  I  was  unknown  and  poor,  lost  among  the 
crowd  of  a  great  Court,  I  was  mistress  of  my  own  feelings. 
My  heart  was  my  own  to  bestow.  Now  " — and  she  placed 
her  hand  on  her  heart  as  if  she  suffered — "  a  price  seems 
put  upon  me.  I  cannot  bear  it !  Ah,  why  did  I  leave 
Chaillot  ?  "  and  her  head,  covered  with  light  baby  curls, 
sank  upon  her  bosom  ;  and  she  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

^'  But,  Louise,  if  you  love  the  King,"  said  the  Comtesse, 
laying  her  hand  gently  on  that  of  La  Vallifere,  "  you  must 
accept  the  inevitable  position,  else  some  one  less  scrupulous 
and  more  mercenary  than  yourself  will  certainly  take  it." 

"  Ah,  Celestine,  that  fear  is  ever  present  to  me.  It  is 
agony  to  me ;  it  keeps  me  here.  Do  not  imagine  that  I 
misunderstand  my  position.  I  suffer  because  it  is  too 
painfully  evident.  Yet  I  love  the  King  too  much  to  resign 
him.  Love  !  ah,  more — I  worship  him  ! "  and  she  raised 
her  head,  and  an  inner  light  shone  from  her  soft,  grey 
eyes,  that  made  them  glow  with  passion.  ^^Is  he  not  my 
master-^ my  sovereign  ?  "  she  continued ;  "am  I  not  bound 
to  obey  him?  Could  I  exist  without  him?  Who  else 
but  Louis  could  have  brought  me  back  from  Chaillot? 
Who  else  could  have  torn  me  from  the  altar  to  which  my 
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heart  still  clings  ?  Celestine,  I  know  I  shall  return  to  that 
convent." — The  Comtesse  smiled  incredulously. — ^^But," 
continued  La  Valliere,  "  when  I  see  my  faded  face  in  the 
glass,  and  I  know  I  am  faded  and  changed  " — ^Madame  du.. 
Roule  shook  her  head  deprecatingly — "I  tremble — oh,  I 
tremble  lest  I  should  lose  him  !  I  know  I  ought  to  re- 
joice at  his  loss,"  added  she  in  a  broken  voice ;  *^  yet  I 
cannot — I  cannot ! "  and  the  tears  streamed  from  her  eyes, 
and  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 

"Have  you  perceived  any  diflterence  in  the  behaviour 
of  his  Majesty  of  late  ?  "  asked  Madame  du  Eoule,  when 
La  Valliere  became  more  composed. 

"  Oh,  what  a  question,  Celestine  !  Such  an  idea  never 
crossed  my  mind — changed  now,  at  this  time — could  it  be 
possible?  When  I  spoke  of  losing  him,  I  meant  in  the 
course  of  years — long,  long  years.  Surely  he  would  not 
change  now?"  An  agonized  expression  came  into  her 
face  as » she  spoke,  and  she  turned  appealingly  towards 
her  friend  for  reassurance  against  what  pres^  itself  to 
her  as  some  horrible  dream. 

"  I  only  ask  you  this  question  for  your  good,  dear 
Louise,"  answered  the  Comtesse  soothingly,  imprinting  a 
kiss  on  her  pallid  cheek. — ^La  Valliere  threw  her  arms 
round  her  neck,  and  made  no  reply. — "I  see  you  are 
incapable  of  judging  for  yourself.  If  I  ask  a  painful  ques- 
tion, it  is  to  spare  you,  not  to  wound  you.  Answer  me 
honestly,  Louise — ^is  his  Majesty  changed  ?  " 

A  shudder  passed  over  the  slender  frame:  of  La  Valliere. 
For  a  time  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  repdy  j  then  hesi- 
tatingly she  answered :  "  I  have  fancied — ^but,  oh  heavens ! 
may  it  be  only  a  fancy — that  his  Majesty  finds  his  visits 
to  me  more  dull  than  formerly.  I  am  so  depressed  myself, 
that  must  be  the  reason,"  and  she  bent  her  eyes  upon  her 
friend,  hoping  that  she  would  assent;  but  Madame  du 
Eoule  only  listened  with  grave  attention.  "  He  has  sat," 
continued  Louise,  evidently  forcing  herself  to  a  painful 
confession,  ^'  he  has  sat  for  half  an  hour  at  a  time  quite 
silent,  a  thing  unusual  with  him.  He  has  remarked,  too, 
repeatedly,  on  my  altered  looks ;  he  has  often  legretted 
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my  low  spirits.  He  is  most  considerate,  most  tender; 
but " — and  she  faltered  more  than  ever — "  I  fear  that  I 
depress  him ;  and  I  have  tried — "  here  her  voice  dropped, 
and  her  eyes  fixed  themselves  upon  a  medallion  portrait  of 
Louis  that  hung  round  her  neck  by  a  chain  of  gold.  She 
contemplated  it  earnestly. 

^'  That  is  just  what  I  feared,  Louise,"  and  the  Comtesse 
laid  her  hand  softly  on  her  shoulder  to  rouse  her  from  the 
deep  reverie  into  which  she  had  fallen ;  "  that  is  precisely 
what  I  feared.  If  you  cease  tp  amuse  the  King,  others 
will ;  he  will  leave  you." 

"  Holy  Virgin !  "  cried  Louise,  starting  from  her  chair 
and  clasping  her  hands  ;  '^  do  not  say  so ;  such  an  idea  is 
death  to  me  !  " 

''  Louise,  be  calm ;  reseat  yourself,  and  listen  to  me. 
You  rarely  go  to  Court;  but  you  well  know  that  his 
Majesty  is  surrounded  from  morning  tiU  night  with  crowds 
of  most  fascinating,  most  unscrupulous  women.  They  fol- 
low him  like  his  shadow;  he  cannot  shake  them  off — 
even  if  he  would.  The  poor  Queen,  who  is  as  stupid 
as  an  owl,  sits  in  a  comer,  sighs  and  sulks,  or  plays 
at  cards,  and  loses  thousands  to  pass  away  the  time.  But 
she  says  nothing,  and  has  no  influence  whatever  over  her 
husband.  By-the-way,  she  is  very  jealous  of  you,  Louise, 
and  calls  you  ^  the  lady  with  the  diamond  ear-rings.'  " 

La  Valliere  blushed,  then  sighed;  and  again  her  dreamy 
eyes  sought  the  medallion  portrait  of  the  King,  which  she 
still  held  within  the  palm  of  her  hand. 

^'Eouse  yourself,  Louise;  believe  me  there  is  need," 
urged  the  Comtesse.  ''  When  the  King  visits  you  next, 
throw  off  these  gloomy  vapours  ;  or,  if  you  cannot,  invite 
some  friend  to  be  present  and  assist  you  in  entertaining 
him." 

The  tears  gathered  in  La  Valliere's  eyes,  and  slowly 
coursed  each  other  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Alas !  has  it  come  to  this,  then  ?  Do  you  indeed, 
Celestine,  counsel  me  to  call  on  another  to  do  that  which 
was  once  my  privilege  ?  How  he  once  loved  my  com- 
pany !    how  he  praised    my  gentleness  and  my  timidity, 
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which  charmed  him  inexpressibly,  he  said,  after  the  bold- 
ness of  the  ladies  of  the  Court.'' 

^' All  this  is  folly,"  said  Madame  de  Koule  impatiently. 
"  The  King  is  robust,  happy,  and  fond  of  pleasure.  He 
delights  in  the  society  of  women.  You  must,  Louise, 
either  return  to  Chaillot,  as  you  say  you  desire  to  do  (ex- 
cuse my  frankness,  dear,  it  is  for  your  good),  or  you  must 
change.  His  Majesty  is  neither  a  penitent,^ nor  ill,  nor 
sad.  Do  you  know  any  one  you  can  invite  here  when  he 
comes  ?  " 

"  No,"  replied  La  Valliere  with  a  look  of  infinite  distress 
upon  her  plaintive  face.  "  No  one  I  could  trust.  Besides, 
the  King  might  resent  it  as  a  liberty.  It  is  a  matter 
needing  the  nicest  judgment." 

"  The  person,  whoever  she  is,"  said  Madame  du  Koule, 
"must  be  sincerely  attached  to  you,  polished,  agreeable, 
and  sympathetic.  She  must  be  good-looking,  and  not  too 
old  either ;  for  the  King  loves  youth  and  bea^uty.  There 
is  the  new  lady-in-waiting,  the  Marquise  de  Montespan.  • 
You  have  seen  her.  She  is  a  mere  girl,  just  come  to  Court, 
and  belongs  to  no  clique.  She  is  as  witty  as  a  Mortemart 
ought  to  be,  and  gloriously  handsome.  Such  eyes,  dear 
Louise,  such  colour  !  and  there  is  plenty  of  fun,  not  to  say 
malice,  about  her.  I  would  not  h^ve  her  for  an  enemy  ! 
When  she  was  presented  to  the  Queen,  there  was  the  most 
extraordinary  sensation  at  Court — ^people  stood  on  chairs 
to  look  at  her." 

"But,  dear  Celestine,  what  a  hag  I  shall  look  beside 
this  fresh  young  beauty?"  cried  La  Valliere  in  alarm. 

"  You  need  have  no  fear  of  that.  The  King  is  perhaps 
the  only  man  in  the  whole  circle  who  does  not  admire  her. 
You  would  be  quite  safe  to  invite  her.  She  is  full  of 
badinage,  positively  a  child  in  her  love  of  amusement ;  her 
lively  sallies  will  help  to  pass  the  time.  She  desires,  too, 
greatly  to  be  presented  to  you,  and  has  already  conceived 
a  romantic  friendship  for  you." 

^^  Ah,  Celestine,  are  you  sure  that  this  girl,  this  Morte- 
mart— ^they  are  a  dangerous  family — seeks  me  for  myself 
alone  ?     Are  you   sure   that   she  has  no  deeper  motive 
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for  all  these  professions?      I   confess  I  have  my  mis- 
givings." 

"  You  are  quite  mistaken,  Louise.  She  is  a  n^ve  crea- 
ture, clever  "indeed,  but  guileless.  You  could  not  make  a 
better  choice.  Take  my  advice,  ask  his  Majesty's  permis- 
sion to  invite  the  Marquise  next  time  he  comes.  Believe 
me,  he  is  perfectly  indifferent  to  her.  He  will  be  grateful 
to  you  for  the  attention;  he  will  be  amused.  You  will 
f&id  him  return  to  his  first  ardour,  he  will  be  as  devoted 
as  at  first.  You  wiU  recover  your  spirits ;  you  will  return 
to  Court "  (La  Valliere  shook  her  head  sadly),  "  and  all 
will  be  well ! " 


CHAPTEK  LVIII. 

MADAME    DE     MONTESPAN. 

Athanase  DE  Mort£mart,  Marquise  de  Montespan,  the 
most  beautiful  woman  of  her  age,  was,  at  this  time,  twenty- 
two  years  old.  She  was  fair,  but  not  so  fair  as  La  Val- 
liere.  Her  features  were  faultless,  and  there  was  an 
aureole  of  youth  and  freshness  about  her  that  made  her 
irresistible.  She  afltected  to  be  careless,  impulsive,  even 
infantine ;  but  she  was  in  reality  profoundly  false,  and 
could  be  insolent,  cruel,  and  domineering ;  a  syren  or  a 
fury,  as  suited  her  humour  or  her  purpose.  There  was  no 
mercy  in  those  voluptuous  eyes  that  entranced  while 
they 'deceived;  no  Ixuth  in  tho'se  coral  Ups  that  snnled 
only  to  betray. 

No  sooner  was  she  informed  that  the  Duchesse  de  la 
Vallifere  would  receive  her,  than  she  flew  to  the  H6tel 
Biron.  Louise  was  astounded  at  her  extraordinary 
beauty. 

"How  much  I  thank  you.  Marquise,  for  your  good- 
ness in  sparing  a  few  hours  from  the  gaieties  of  the  Court 
to  visit  a  poor  recluse  like  me." 

"  On  the  contrary,  Madame  la  Duchesse,  it  is  I  who  am 
grateful ; "  and  the  Marquise  kissed  her  on  both  cheeks. 
"  Ever  since  I  came  to  Court,  I  have  longed  to  become 
acquainted  with  you.  No  words  can  express  the  love  and 
respect  I  entertain  for  you." 

"Alas!  madame,  I  fear  that  you  csomot  know  me.  I 
deserve  no  respect,"  replied  La  Vallifere  sadly.  "  If  you 
can  love  me,  I  shall  be  satisfied." 

"  Loye  you,  dear  Duchess !  I  will  devote  my  life  to  you, 
if  you  will  permit  me  such  an  honour,"  cried  Madame 
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de  Montespan,  her  eyes  flashing  with  eagerness.     '^Will 
you  permit  me  to  look  on  you  as  an  old  friend  ?  " 

"  I  shall  consider  it  a  privilege,"  replied  La  Vallifere. 

"  I  have  so  often  talked  about  you  with  the  Comtesse 
du  Eoule,  that  I  feel  already  as  though  w^e  were  long 
acquainted,"  continued  Madame  de  Montespan;  and  she 
seized  La  Valliere's  small  hand  and  pressed  it.  La  Vallifere 
returned  her  caress  more  quietly.  "  Dear  Duchess," 
exclaimed  De  Montespan  impiilsively,  "  I  am  so  young,  so 
inexperienced." 

"  And  so  beautiful,"  added  La  Vallifere,  smiling. 

^^Well,  I  am  told  so,  madame.  Your  counsel  will  be 
invaluable  to  me.     I  am  yet  but  a  novice  at  Court." 

"I  will  be  a  mother  to  you,"  replied  Louise  meekly. 
But,  in  her  inmost  heart,  she  asked  herself,  ''  Am  I  indeed 
so  old,  so  changed,  that  she  can  accept  this  offer  from  me  ? 
It  seems  but  yesterday  I  was  as  young  and  as  light-hearted 
as  herself! " 

"  I  know  little  of  the  Court  now,"  replied  La  Vallifere, 
speaking  in  a  very  subdued  voice.  "What  I  do  know,  can 
be  of  little  service  to  you.  Heaven  guard  you  from  my 
experiences ! "  and  a  deep  sigh  escaped  her. 

"  Oh,  Madame  la  Duchesse,  wherever  you  are,  there  is 
the  Court.  Your  modesty  only  adds  to  your  merit.  We 
all  know  i/ou  are  the  dispenser  of  all  favour,  all  power — 
that  your  word  is  law."  This  was  spoken  rapidly  by 
the  Marquise,  who  all  the  while  kept  her  eyes  on  the 
Duchess  to  study  the  effect  of  her  flattery. 

"  God  forbid,"  replied  La  Vallifere  coldly ;  and  a  look  of 
displeasure  contracted  her  brow  for  an  instant.  ''  I  possess 
no  power  of  that  kind,  madame.  I  would  never  permit 
myself  to  exercise  any  such  influence  over  his  Majesty,  I 
assure  you." 

The  crafty  Marquise  saw  she  had  made  a  mistake,  and  in- 
stantly set  about  repairing  it.  She  sighed,  affected  an  air  of 
deep  concern,  and  cast  down  her  magnificent  eyes.  Then  she 
timidly  stretched  out  her  hand  to  clasp  that  of  La  Valliere. 

"  Will  you  teach  me  your  patience,  your  resignation  ? 
Will  you  teach  me  to  bear  sorrow  ?  " 
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"  Gracious  heavens !  what  can  a  creature  so  young 
and  brilliant  know  of  sorrow  ?  " 

"  Much.  Alas  !  too  much  ! "  The  beautiful  Marquise 
raised  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.  "Monsieur  de 
Montespan  never  loved  me.  It  was  a  marriage  arranged 
by  my  sister,  Madame  de  Thiange.  She  sacrificed  me  to 
family  arrangements ;  he  to  his  love  of  play — ^he  is  a 
desperate  gambler.  Worse  ^till,  he  is  a  libertine."  She 
paused,  and  tried  to  blush.  "  Can  I,  dare  I  hope, 
Madame  la  Duchesse,  to  find  a  friend  in  you  ?  Nay, 
more — a  protectress?  May  I  be  permitted  to  ask  your 
counsel ?  " 

"Eeckon  on  me,"  cried  La  Vallifere,  who  was  deeply 
interested  by  this  artful  appeal.  Madame  de  Montespan 
cared  no  more  for  her  husband  than  he  did  for  her.  "  Come 
to  me  whenever  you  need  advice,  whenever  you  want 
sympathy  or  protection.  Come  to  me  freely — at  all  hours, 
at  all  times — this  house  is  yours." 

"  But,  Madame  la  Duchesse,  his  Majesty  may  perhaps 
object  to  my  presence  here.  I  do  not  think  he  likes  me. 
He  has  scarcely  once  addressed  me  during  the  few  times 
I  have  been  at  Court."  > 

"  Ah,  I  will  arrange  that,"  answered  La  Valliere,  her 
face  all  aglow  with  excitement.  ''I  will  manage  that 
you  shall  be  here  when  he  comes.  To  see  you,  dear 
Marquise,  as  I  do  now,  must  be  to  esteem  and  respect 
you.  His  Majesty's  heart  is  so  excellent,  all  his  ideas  so 
great,  so  noble  !  You  shall  help  me  to  entertain  him ;  you 
have  such  charming  spirits,  such  a  sunny  smile." 

Madame  de  Montespan  gave  a  little  start.  She  could 
with  difficulty  conceal  the  delight  this  speech  gave  her,  La 
Valliere  had  so  completely  fallen  into  the  trap  she  had 
laid.  Again  she  kissed  her  thin  white  hand,  and  pressed 
the,  long  delicate  fingers  that  lay  so  confidingly  in  her  own. 

"What  an  honour!"  she  exclaimed.  "How  happy 
I  shall  be  to  serve  you  in  the  smallest  way,  in  return  for 
all  your  goodness ! " 

"To  serve  w^.'"  repeated  La  Vallifere,  gazing  at  her 
vacantly.    "  Not  to  serve  me — that  is  impossible.     Ah,   no 
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one  can  serve  me.  My  life  is  a  long  remorse.  I  love — 
with  my  whole  soul  I  love.  That  love  is  a  crime.  I  can 
neither  leave  the  King,  nor  can  I  bear  to  remain.  God's 
image  rises  up  within  me  to  shut  out  his  dear  form  from 
my  eyes.  Alas,  alas  ! — I  prefer  him  to  God."  La  Vallifere 
melted  into  tears.  She  sank  back  on  her  chair,  lost  to 
all  else  but  the  agony  of  her  own  feelings. 

Madame  de  Montespan  observed  her  with  a  look  of 
sarcastic  scrutiny.  No  shade  of  pity  tempered  her  bold 
stare.  Her  eyes  were  hard  as  steel,  her  full  lips  were 
compressed. 

^'  How  I  admire  your  devotion  to  his  Maiesty,"  she  said, 
in  the  most  insiting  voice.  « It  is  ''ex^kordinary." 
Her  kind  words  singularly  belied  her  cruel  expression, 
but  Louise,  blinded  by  her  tears,  did  not  observe  this. 
"  What  astonishes  me  is  that,  feeling  as  you  do,  you  can 
endure  to  remain  here — so  close  to  the  palace,  almost 
living  in  the  Court,  so  long.  In  such  magnificence  too," — 
and  she  gave  a  spiteful  glance  round  the  superbly  decorated 
saloon.  "You  must  Imve  extraordinary  self-command," 
she  added  artfuUy,  "  immense  self-denial.  I  suppose  you 
see  his  Majesty  often,  Madame  la  Duchesse  ?  "  she  asked 
this  question  with  well-affected  indifference,  fixing  her  eyes 
steadily  on  poor  La  Vallifere,  who  still  lay  back  in  her 
chair  weeping.  "  He  is  always  at  Versailles.  It  must  be 
a  great  tSalfand  with  you/  reUgious  convictions  too." 
As  she  spoke  she  carefully  noted  the  effect  each  word 
produced  upon  La  Vallifere. 

"Alas!"  replied  her  victim,  her  cheeks  now  suffused 
with  a  burning  blush,  "I  see  him  almost  daily.  Those 
hours  are  all  that  render  life  endurable." 

"Do  you  really  mean  this,  dear  Duchess?"  returned 
Madame  de  Montespan,  feigning  extreme  surprise.  "  I 
should  have  imagined  that  t£e  refinement  of  your  nature 
would  have  rendered  the  indulgence  of  a  guilty  passion 
impossible." 

"  Ah  !  I  see  you  despise  me,"  groaned  poor  La  Vallifere, 
overcome  by  shame.  "  I  cannot  wonder.  Young  and  pure 
as  you  are,  I  must  be  to  you  an  object  of  horror." 
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"Oh,  Madame  la  Duchesse,  what  a  word!  On  the 
contrary,  I  admire  the  sacrifice  you  make." 

"  Alas  !  "  interrupted  La  Vallifere,  "it  is  no  sacrifice. 
I  cannot  tear  myself  from  him  because — ^because — "  she 
stopped  for  a  moment,  then  added  hastily,  "  I  fear  to  give 
him  pain.  It  seems  to  me  I  ought  to  bear  anything 
rather  than  hurt  one  whose  love  has  raised  me  so  near 
himself.  I  have  not  the  courage  to  wound  him — perhaps 
to  embitter  his  whole  life.  No, — ^although  conscience, 
duty,  religion  command  it,  I  have  not  the  courage."  La 
Vallifere  turned  aside  and  hid  her  face. 

Madame  de  Montespan  fell  into  a  deep  muse.  Again 
an  expression  of  cruel  determination  passed  9ver  her  fair 
young  face,  and  she  gave  La  Vallifere  a  glance  in  which 
malice,  anger,  and  contempt,  were  mingled.  La  Valliere, 
absorbed  in  her  own  sorrow,  did  not  perceive  it. 

"How  I  grieve  for  you,  dear  friend,"  Madame  de 
Montespan  continued,  speaking  in  her  sweetest  voice. 
"  How  I  respect  your  scruples.  Are  you  sure,"  added  she, 
carefully  noting  the  effect  of  her  words,  "  that  the  King 
would  really  suffer  from  your  absence  as  keenly  as  you 
imagine?" 

"  I  have  never  dared  broach  the  subject,"  answered  La 
Vallifere,  looking  up.  "My  remorse  I  cannot  hide.  He 
knows  I  suffer,  he  sees  I  am  ill.  But  I  would  not  for 
worlds  openly  acknowledge  that  I  wish  to  forsake  him." 

"  Yet,  dear  Duchess,  this  struggle  will  kill  you.  What 
a  balm  to  your  sensitive  feelings  tiie  solitude  of  a  convent 
would  be  !  Among  those  holy  sisters,  in  a  life  of  prayer, 
you  would  find  new  life." 

"  I  know  it — I  know ! "  cried  La  Vallifere  passionately ; 
"  but  how  to  leave  him — ^how  to  go  ?  " 

"Perhaps,  Duchess,  I  may  assist  you,"  and  Madame 
de  Montespan  bent,  with  well  simulated  interest,  over  the 
slight  form  beside  her,  and  gazed  inquiringly  into  the 
trusting  eyes  that  were  turned  so  imploringly  upon  her. 
"  I  might  be  able  to  place  this  dilemma  before  his  Majesty 
as  your  friend,  dear  Duchess.  A  third  party  is  often  able 
to  assist  in  a  matter  so  delicate.     If  his  Majesty  would 
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indeed  suffer  as  poignantly  as  you  imagine,  your  departure 
is  out  of  the  question.  I  could  at  least  learn  this  from 
himself  in  your  interest." 

Louise  sprang  to  her  feet,  she  threw  her  soft  arms 
round  Madmne  de  Montespan,  and  nestled  her  pale  fetee  on 
her  bosom. 

"  At  last  I  have  found  a  real  friend,"  she  cried ;  "  at 
last  I  have  found  one  who  understands  me.  But,"  and 
she  looked  up  quickly  into  the  other's  face,  with  a  con- 
fidence that  was  most  touching,  "you  will  say  nothing 
to  his  Majesty.  Not  a  word.  Be  here  when  he  next 
comes.  (I  will  ask  his  permission.)  You  will  then  be 
able  to  jndge  for  yourself — to  counsel  me.  I  would  rather 
suffer  torture,  I  would  rather  die,  than  give  him  a  moment's 
pain — ^remember  that,"  and  La  Vallifere  put  out  her  little 
hand  and  pressed  that  of  Madame  de  Montespao,  whose 
face  was  wreathed  with  smiles. 

"  Do  you  think  that  his  Majesty  will  consent  to  my 
presence  here  ?  "  asked  Madame  de  Montespan,  carefully 
concealing  her  feelings  of  exultation,  for  she  foresaw  what 
the  reply  must  be. 

"  I  will  make  him,"  cried  La  Vallifere.  ["  I  will  teach 
you  exactly  how  to  please  him — ^what  to  say — never  to 
contradict  him — to  watch  the  turn  of  his  eye,  as  I  do. 
The  ice  once  broken,  your  tact,  your  winning  manners,  will 
make  all  easy." 

Madame  de  Montespan  acquiesced.  She  strove  to  appear 
careless,  but  she  knew  that  her  fate  was  on  the  balance. 
If  she  met  the  King  there,  she  was  resolved  her  rival  should 
not  long  trouble  her. 

"Then  you  will  tell  me  what  I  ought  to  do,"  con- 
tinued La  Vallifere.  "  I  shall  be  for  ever  grateful  to  you 
— you  will  reconcile  me  to  myself! " 

When  next  the  King  visited  La  Vallifere,  Madame  de 
Montespan  was  present.  She  was  as  plainly  dressed  as 
was  consistent  with  etiquette.  At  first  she  said  little, 
sat  apart,  and  only  spoke  when  the  King  addressed  her. 
But  afterwards,  gradually  feeling  her  way,  she  threw  in 
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the  most  adroit  flattery,  agreed  with  all  he  said,  yet 
appeared  to  defer  in  everything  to  La  Vallifere.  Some- 
times she  amused  him  by  her  follies,  and  brought  with 
her  a  team  of  mice  she  had  tamed  and  harnessed  to  a  little 
car  of  filigree,  to  run  upon  a .  table ;  sometimes  she 
astonished  both  La  Valliere  and  the  King  by  her  acute 
observation,  her  daring  remarks  and  pungent  satire.  The 
King's  visits  to  the  H6tel  Biron  became  longer  and  more 
frequent.  If  Madame  de  Montespan  was  not  there  he 
asked  for  her,  and  expressed  regret  at  her  absence.  The 
Comtesse  du  Eoule  inquired  anxiously  of  La  Vallifere  if 
Madame  de  Montespan  was  useful  to  her.  Eeports  had 
reached  her  which  made  her  uneasy.  It  was  said  that 
this  beautiful  young  friend,  whom  she  had  so  unwittingly 
introduced  to  La  Vallifere,  had  designs  of  her  own  upon 
the  King;  and  that  she  openly  boasted  that  she  would 
speedily  supplant  the  Duchess. 

Madame  du  Eoule  had  also  heard  that  Monsieur  de 
Montespan  had  appeared  at  the  Queen's  circle  dressed 
entirely  in  bliack,  and  that  on  being  asked  by  the  King 
for  what  relative  he  wore  such  deep  mourning,  had  replied — 

"  For  my  wife.  Sire." 

La  Valliere  laughed  at  this  story,  and  would  not  listen 
to  a  syllable  against  her  new  friend. 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

BROKEN-HEABTBD. 

It  was  evening.  The  day  had  been  intensely  hot.  Now, 
stormy  clouds  scud  across  the  western  skies,  and  the 
sun  sets  in  a  yellow  haze,  which  lights  up  the  surrounding 
woods.  Groups  of  stately  elms  that  tuft  the  park  cast 
deep  shadows  upon  the  grass ;  their  huge  branches  sway 
to  and  fro  in  the  rising  wind,  which  moans  among  the 
thickets  of  laurels  and  lilacs  separating  the  grounds  of  the 
H6tel  Biron  from  the  royal  gardens  of  Versailles. 

Louise  La  Vallifere  sat  alone  in  a  gorgeous  boudoir  lined 
with  mirrors  and  gilding.  She  was  engaged  on  some 
embroidery.  As  she  stooped  over  the  frame  on  which  her 
work  was  strained,  her  countenance  bore  that  resigned  and 
plaintive  expression  habitual  to  it.  She  was  still  graceful 
and  pretty,  and  her  simple  attire  gave  her  the  appearance 
of  a  girl. 

As  the  failing  light  warned  her  that  night  was  approaching, 
she  put  aside  her  work,  seated  herself  beside  an  alcoved 
window  which  opened  upon  a  terrace,  -and  listened  to  the 
wind,  each  moment  growing  more  boisterous  among  the 
neighbouring  forests  that  topped  the  hills  towards  Saint- 
Cloud. 

Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  Madame  de  Montespan 
appeared.  After  saluting  La  Vallifere,  she  seated  herself 
in  an  easy-chair  opposite  to  her.  Her  bearing  was  greatly 
changed.  No  longer  subservient  and  flattering,  she  was 
now  confident,  familiar,  and  domineering.  Her  eyes 
wandered  round  the  room  with  a  defiant  expression.  The 
very  tone  of  her  voice  showed  how  much  she  assumed 
upon  the  consciousness  of  favour.    She  was  more  beautiful 
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than  ever ;  many  jewels  adorned  her  neck  and  hair  which 
she  had  never  worn  before. 

"  Louise,"  said  she,  with  an  air  which,  if  intended  to  be 
gracious,  was  only  patronising,  "  I  can  only  stay  for  an 
instant.    How  dismal  you  look  !  what  is  the  matter  ?  " 

Louise  Bhook  her  head  despondingly.  "  Nothing  more 
than  usual." 

"  The  Queen  is  just  arrived  from  Saint-Germain ;  I  am 
in  attendance.  I  escaped  for  a  few  minutes,  accompanied 
by  the  Comte  de  Lauzun.  We  came  through  the  gardens 
and  the  thicket  by  the  private  alley.  You  must  not  ask 
me  to.  stay ;  her  Majesty  may  inquire  for  me.  Lauzun  is 
waiting  outside  on  tiie  terrace  by  the  new  fountain." 

".Will  he  not  come  in  ?  "  asked  La  Vallifere. 

«  No,  he  is  in  attendance  on  his  Majesty,  who  is  engaged 
at  this  moment  with  the  architect.  He  may  call  for  him  at 
any  moment." 

''Do  you  think  I  shall  see  his  Majesty  this  evening?  " 
asked  La  Yallifere  timidly,  looking  up  and  meeting  the 
haughty  stare  of  the  Marquise.  '  • 

"  I  imagine  not.  It  is  late,  and  his  Majesty  has  said 
nothing  of  such  an  intention." 

"  Yet  he  is  so  near,"  murmured  Louise  sadly. 

'*  Monsieur  de  Lauzun  tells  me  that  the  flotilla  of  boats 
is  ordered  for  this  evening.  There  is  to  be  a  water  party 
on  the  canal ;  the  shores  are  to  be  illuminated.  I  trust  it 
will  not  rain." 

"  How  I  envy  you — not  the  water  party,  but  that  you 
will  see  the  King,"  and  La  Yallifere's  eyes  glistened. 

"  Adieu,  adieu,  ma  belle  !  I  can't  keep  Lauzun  waiting," 
and  Madame  de  Montespan  rose  and  left  the  boudoir  as 
hastily  as  she  had  entered  it. 

Louise  had  also  risen  to  attend  her  to  the  door.  She 
did  not  reseat  herself,  t)ut  stood  gazing  wistfully  after 
her.  She  anxiously  bent  her  ear  to  catch  every  sound. 
Louis  was  close  at  hand ;  he  might  still  come.  A  thrill  of 
joy  shot  through  her  at  the  thought.  Once  the  sound  of 
footsteps  was  audible,  and  a  flush  of  delight  overspread  her 
face.    The  sound  died  away,  and  again  the  night  wind, 
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sighing  without,  alone  broke  the  silence.  Her  heart  sank 
within  her.  She  rebuked  herself,  but  in  vain ;  spite  of 
remorse,  spite  of  self-conflicts,  Louis  was  dearer  to'  her 
than  life. 

It  was  rapidly  growing  dusk ;  only  a  little  light  still 
lingered  in  the  room.     A  feeling  of  utter  loneliness,  a 
foreboding  of  coining  misfortune,  suddenly  overcame  her. 
The  shadows  of  approaching  night  seemed  to  strike  into 
her  very  soul.     She  started  at  her  own  footstep  as  she 
crossed  the  parquet  floor  towards  a  taper  which   stood 
upon  a  marble  table,  covered  with  costly  trifles  given  to  her 
by  the  King.      She  stretched  out  her  hand  to  light  it. 
When  she  had  done  so,  something  sparkled  on  the  floor 
close  to  the  chair  on  which  Madame  de  Montespan  had 
been  seated.     Louise  stooped  down  to  see  what  it  was. 
She  at  once  recognised   some  golden   tablets  which  she 
had  often  noticed  in  the  hands  of  Madame  de  Montespan. 
The  diamonds,  set  in  the  rich  gold  chasing,  and  the  initials, 
had  caught  the  light.      The  snap  was  open.     It  was  so 
dark  that  La  Vallifere  held  it  close  to  the  taper  in  order 
to  close  the  spring.     In  doing  so  the  tablets  fell  open— 
her  eyes  fixed  themselves  on  the  pages.     An  expression  of 
horror  came  into  them  as  she   gazed.      Could  it  be,  or 
was  she  dreaming?     All  the  blood  in  her  body  rushed 
to  her  heart.     She  put  down   the  light  which   she  had 
held,  and,  with  the  tablets  in  her  hand,  sat  down  to  collect 
her  senses,  for  her  head  was  dizzy.     Could  it  be  ?    Yes ; 
it  was  the  handwriting  of  the  King.     How  weU  she  knew 
it — each  stroke,  every  little  turn  of  the  pen,  how  she  had 
studied  it !    As  she  passed  page  after  page  through  her 
quivering  fingers,  each  bore  the  same  well-known  characters. 
She  tried  to  read ;  a  film  gathered  over  her  eyes,  yet  she 
must   read  on.      She  pressed  her  hand  upon  her  brow; 
her  brain  seemed  on  fire.     At  length  a  desperate  resolution 
gave  her  power — she  read.     There  were  verses  of  passionate 
fondness,  signed    "  Louis."     The  first  dated  three  months 
back  ;  the  last  only  yesterday. 

She  would  have  wept,  but   the   tears    froze    ere  they 
reached  her  eyes.     With  a  great  eflfort  she  collected  her 
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scattered  senses  and  began  to  think.  Madame  de  Montespan 
must  have  dropped  these  tablets  on  purpose.  She  saw 
it  all.  They  fell  from  her  hand  upon  the  floor.  Lying 
there  she  gazed  at  them  in  silence.  Then  she  glanced 
round  the  room.  It  was  now  quite  dark ;  the  burning 
taper  only  served  to  deepen  the  gloom — Louise  knew  she 
was  alone  in  the  world ;  the  King  loved,  another. 

With  the  composure  of  despair  she  took  up  a  pen  to 
address  him  before  she  fled,  for  fly  she  intuitively  felt  she 
must.  She  was  not  capable  of  reflection,  but  it  came  to 
her  quite  naturally  as  the  only  thing  that  remained  for  her 
to  do,  to  fly ;  and  where  could  she  go  but  to  Chaillot,  to  the 
dear  sisterhood  ? 

"  You  have  ceased  to  love  me,"  she  wrote ;  "  the  proofs 
are  in  my  hand,  written  by  yourself.  The  last  time  we 
met  you  told  me  how  dear  I  was  to  you ;  let  me  never 
hear  your  beloved  voice  speak  another  language.  I  do 
not  reproach  you;  you  have  treated  me  as  I  deserved. 
But  I  still  love  you  as  when  we  first  met  among  the 
woods  of  Fontainebleau.  If  ever  you  waste  a  thought 
upon  me,  remember  that  death  alone  can  quench  that 
love." 

Alas  for  the  weakness  of  human  nature  !  La  Valliere, 
once  within  the  walls  of  Chaillot,  shut  herself  into  the  same 
cell  she  had  before  occupied,  and  repented  that  she  had 
come.  "  I  ought  to  have  seen  the  King,  and  to  have 
questioned  him  myself.  Madame  de  Montespan  may  have 
purposely  deceived  me.  That  she  must  be  false  I  know 
too  well.  Who  can  tell  if  it  is  not  all  a  device  to  rob  me 
of  Louis?  I  may  myself  be  but  a  tool  in  her  hands. 
If  I  had  seen  him  all  might  have  been  explained.  He 
is  my  master ;  I  had  no  right  to  leave  him.  Oh  !  I  wish 
I  had  not  come  !  " 

Thus  she  reasoned.  Her  soul  was  not  yet  wholly  given 
to  God.  Further  trials  await  her.  Breathlessly  she  waited 
for  what  might  happen  ;  the  creak  of  a  door  made  her  heart 
beat ;  every  footstep  made  her  tremble. 

At  the  end  of  some  hours  the  door  opened  and  the  Prince 
de  Conde  was  announced. 
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"  What,  alone  !  Once  he  would  have  come  himself/'  she 
murmured. 

Composing  herself  as  best  she  could,  she  rose  to  meet 
him.  The  Prince  placed  in  her  hands  a  letter  from  the 
King ;  he  desired  her  to  return  immediately  to  Versailles 
with  the  bearer. ' 

La  Vallifere  meekly  bowed  her  head  and  obeyed. 

No  sooner  had  La  Vallifere  returned  to  the  Hdtel 
Biron  than  the  King  arrived.  He  was  ruddy  with  health ; 
his  eyes  flashed  with  the  vigour  of  life.  His  bearing  was 
proud,  yet  dignified.  On  his  head  was  a  hat  trimmed 
with  point  lace  and  jewels,  from  which  hung  a  fringe  of 
white  ostrich  feathers,  which  mixing  with  the  dark  curls 
of  his  peruke,  covered  his  shoulders. 

"  Let  us  live  our  old  life  again,"  said  he,  uncovering, 
and  taking  her  hands  in  his.  "  I  hate  explanations.  Be- 
lieve me,  your  presence  here,  under  all  circumstances ^^^  and 
he  accentuated  these  words,  "  is  necessary  to  my  happiness." 

"  But,  Sire,  Madame  de  Montespan?" 

Louis  became  crimson ;  a  momentary  frown  knit  his  dark 
eyebrows. 

"  I  desire  you  to  receive  her  as  heretofore,"  he  replied 
hurriedly.  "  Louise,  it  is  a  sacrifice  you  must  make  for 
my  sake.  You  will  not  refuse.  It  will  endear  you  to  me 
more  than  ever." 

As  he  spoke  he  looked  at  her  tenderly. 

"  Sire,  I  cannot,"  she  replied  firmly,  casting  her  eyes  on 
the  ground. 

"How!  You  dare  to  refuse  me?  Louise,  I  command 
you."  The  King  drew  himself  up;  he  laid  his  hand 
heavily  on  her  shoulder.  Then,  seeing  how  wasted  and 
fmil  she  was,  and  how  her  slight  form  quivered  under 
liis  touch,  he  added  in  a  softened  tone,  "  Louise,  I  entreat 
you." 

A  deep  blush  suffused  her  cheeks.  Some  moments 
passed  before  she  could  command  her  voice.  "Sire," 
she  replied  at  last,  and  her  white  lips  trembled,  "  Sire,  I 
can  never  again  live  the  old  life, — ^but  I  will  obey  you." 

The  King  was  about  to  rush  forward  to  embrace  her. 
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She  stopped  him  by  a  gesture  gentle  yet  determined.  He 
fell  back. 

"  Sire,  you  love  another.  Hitherto  I  have  quieted  my 
conscience  by  the  conviction  that  I  was  needfiil  to  you. 
Now  I  know  it  is  not  so.  Take  back  these  tablets,  Sire. 
Can  you  deny  these  verses,  written  by  your  own  hand  but 
a  few  days  since  ?  " 

Louis  stood  before  her,  silenced,  confounded.  Her 
composure  astonished  him.  Before  him  was  La  Vallifere 
— thitherto  his  slave,  now  so  determined!  Her  hand 
rested  on  a  table  for  support.  She  was  deadly  pale,  and 
carefully  avoided  his  gaze.     He  was  deeply  moved. 

"  Do  I  not  offer  you  enough  ?  "  said  he. 

"  No,  Louis,  it  is  not  enough.     I  will  obey  you ;  I  will 

receive  Madame  de  "     Her  voice  dropped,  and  the 

hated  name  was  inaudible.  "Nay,  I  will  do  more;  I 
will  again  appear  at  Court  if  you  command  it,  but  all  hope, 
all  joy,  is  dead  within  me." 

She  uttered  these  words  deliberately.  It  was  despair 
that  gave  her  courage. 

Then  she  raised  her  eyes,  and  rested  them  for  the  first 
time  on  him,  with  an  agonized  expression.     "  I  must  have 

your  undivided  love  as  heretofore,  or "  and  she  paused. 

"  I  know  that  my  words  are  sinful,"  she  added.  "  I  have 
fled  from  you ;  now  I  am  returned  for  a  little  space." 

Louis  looked  perplexed.  "  But,  Louise,  believe  me,  that 
you  are  still  inexpressibly  dear  to  me ;  my  heart  has  wan- 
dered, it  is  true,  but  you  yet  possess  my  affection,  my  es- 
teem." 

"It  is  not  enough,"  repeated  La  Vallifere  in  a  low 
voice,  "it  is  not  enough.  You  are  turned  from  me,  you 
have  joined  in  deceiving  me ;  I  am  supplanted." 

The  tears  sprang  involuntarily  into  the  King's  eyes  as 
he  stood  with  folded  arms  contemplating  her.  He  did  not 
dare  approach  her.  How  strange  it  seemed  that  one  so 
meek  and  gentle  could  be  so  firm.  Never  before  had  her 
lips  uttered  anything  to  him  but  words  of  tenderness. 

Once  more  she  spoke. 

"  As  long  as  you  desire  it.  Sire,  I  will  remain.     It  is 
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a  penance  I  shall  offer  up  to  God,  to  remain  and  to  see 
you  love  another."  She  turned  her  large  grey  eyes  up 
to  heaven  as  she  spoke.  "  When  you  give  me  permission, 
I  shall  become  a  Carmelite." 

"  I  will  never  permit  it ! "  cried  Louis,  stamping  his  foot 
upon  the  floor.  A  scowl  passed  over  his  face,  he  was 
pngry,  offended,  at  her  obstinacy ;  his  imperious  will  could 
not  brook  contradiction.  "  You  have  never  loved  me  ! " 
he  exclaimed. 

''  Sire ! "  cried  La  Valliere.     "  Not  loved  you  ! " 

"  No  ;  you  have  always  preferred  your  religious  scruples 
to  me.  You  have  tormented  me  with  your  remorse.  You 
know  nothing  of  the  intoxication  of  passion.  You  ought 
to  have  gloried  in  my  love,  as  others  do,"  he  muttered, 
in  a  low  voice,  turning  from  her. 

'^  Sire,"  cried  La  Valliere,  stung  to  the  quick  by  his  in- 
justice, "  I  am  at  this  moment  forcing  my  conscience  to 
obey  you  and  to  remain." 

^'  You  are  too  weak,  too  feeble,  for  a  great  passion," 
continued  the  King  hurriedly.  ''  Others  can  feel  it,  how- 
ever." 

"  I  have  never  sold  my  self  for  ambition.  Sire,  as  others 
do.  I  never  desired  anything  of  you  but  yourself,  and  I 
have  lost  you." 

Louis,  crimson  with  passion,  did  not  reply.  He  strode 
up  and  down  the  room  in  moody  silence.  La  Valliere 
for  a  time  was  also  silent.  Her  eyes  followed  him.  His 
face  was  hard,  and  no  glance  told  her  that  he  even  pitied 
her.  It  was  too  much.  The  strain  upon  her  gentle 
nature  gave  way.  The  pent-up  tears  rushed  to  her  eyes, 
she  burst  into  heart-rending  sobs  and  sank  upon  a  seat. 
The  King  watched  her,  but  he  spoke  not  a  word.  His 
look  was  stern  and  set.  For  a  while  her  tears  flowed 
fast,  and  her  bosom  heaved  wildly.  Then  she  rose  to  her 
feet,  and  approached  him.  "All  is  over  !  "  she  said,  in  a 
voice  almost  inarticulate  with  sobs.  *'  Never — ^never — will 
T  trouble  your  Majesty  more.  Your  will  shall  be  now  as 
ever  my  law.  Eternal  silence  shall  cover  my  justly  merited 
sufferings.     I   have  nothing  more  to  say.     Permit  me  to 
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retire."      She  turned  and  left  the  room ;  her  heart  was 
broken. 

Bossuet  was  her  director.  To  him  she  applied  for 
counsel.  She  told  him  that  her  very  soul  yearned  for 
a  convent.  Bossuet  questioned  her, — her  passionate  re- 
morse, her  penitence,  her  courage,  her  resignation  touched 
him  deeply.  She  seemed  to  be  purified  from  all  earthly 
stain.  Bossuet  advised  her  to  teke  six  months  to  con- 
sider her  vocation,  during  which  time  she  was  to  speak 
to  no  one  of  her  project.  La  Yalliere  bowed  her  head  and 
obeyed.  At  the  termination  of  the  time,  she  publicly 
declared  her  intention  of  becoming  a  Carmelite.  The 
King  received  this  announcement  with  some  show  of  feel- 
ing. He  sent  Lauzun  to  her,  and  offered  to  make  her 
abbess  of  the  richest  convent  in  France.  He  entreated 
her  not  to  expose  her  feeble  health  to  the  austerities  of 
so  severe  an  otder.  La  Valliere  replied  that  her  resolu- 
tion was  unalterable.  Before  leaving  the  Hotel  Biron 
she  asked  for  a  private  audience  of  the  Queen.  It  was 
granted.  With  a  veil  over  her  face,  and  dressed  in  the 
dark  robes  of  the  order  which  she  was  about  to  enter,  a 
hempen  cord  round  her  waist,  to  which  hung  a  rosary  and 
cross,  she  entered  the  Queen's  private  apartments  at  Ver- 
sailles. Maria  Theresa  was  alone.  La  Valliere  raised  her 
veil,  her  face  was  moist  with  tears,  she  tottered  forward 
with  difficulty  and  sank  upon  her  knees. 

"  My  royal  mistress,"  said  she,  in  a  faint  voice,  "I  come 
to  crave  your  pardon.  Oh,  Madame,  do  not,  I  implore  you, 
repulse  me.  Alas  !  if  I  have  sinned  I  have  suffered.  Suf- 
fered— oh,  so  bitterly,  so  long !  In  a  few  hours  I  shall  be 
forgotten  within  a  convent." 

The  Queen,  a  woman  of  the  most  kindly  and  womanly 
feelings,  was  deeply  affected. 

'^  Ah,  Madame  la  Duchesse,"  said  she,  "  I  have  learnt 
to  know  how  much  I  owe  you.  My  life  was  much  happier 
when  you  were  at  Court.  I  beg  you  to  believe  I  shall  be 
glad  to  have  you  again  about  my  person." 

"Tour  Majesty  honours  me  beyond  expression,"  an- 
swered La  Valliere,  curtseying  to  the  earth. 
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"Does  the  King  know  of  your  departure,  Madame  la 
Duchesse  ?  " 

"  He  will  know  it  after  I  have  acquainted  your  Majesty." 

"  Surely  he  will  not  consent  ?  "  asked  the  Queen. 

La  Vallifere  shook  her  head — "My  mind  is  made  up, 
Madame.  If  I  live  for  one  year,  I  shall  be  a  professed 
Carmelite." 

"  I  am  sorry,"  replied  Maria  Theresa  simply,  "  very  sorry. 
If  my  good  wishes  can  serve  you,  Madame  la  Duchesse, 
you  have  them  most  sincerely.  Should  you,  however,  carry 
out  your  intention,  allow  me  to  present  you  with  the  black 
veil.  It  is  a  public  mark  of  respect  I  would  willingly  pay 
you." 

La  Vallifere  was  so  overcome  she  could  not  at  once 
reply,  then  kissing  the  Queen's  hand  which  she  held  out 
to  her,,  she  said,  "Tour  Majesty's  goodness  makes  me 
hope  that,  as  you  have  deigned  to  pardon  me,  I  may 
still,  by  a  life  of  penitence,  reconcile  myself  with  God.  I 
most  humbly  thank  you." 

This  interview  over,  she  returned  to  Versailles.  She 
distributed  her  possessions  as  though  she  were  already 
dead.  She  assembled  her  servants  in  her  oratory  and  ear- 
nestly craved  their  forgiveness  for  all  that  she  had  said  or 
done  amiss.  She  exhorted  them  to  be  devout,  to  keep  the 
fasts  of  the  Church,  and  to  serve  God.  She  was  thus 
occupied  until  past  midnight.  Towards  morning  she  called 
her  coach,  and  bid  her  people  drive  her  quickly  towards 
Chaillot.  As  she  passed  along  she  gazed  eagerly  on  the 
blooming  country  for  the  last  time.  It  was  the  month 
of  Jime.  The  orchards  were  laden  with  the  promise  of 
coming  fruit ;  the  newly  mown  grass,  sparkling  with  morn- 
ing dew,  made  the  meadows  glisten,  the  birds  carolled  in 
the  hedgerows,  and  the  hills,  embowered  in  forest,  rose 
green  against  the  azure  sky.  Louise  was  still  young; 
it  was  her  last  look  on  that  world  which  had  once  been  so 
pleasant  to  her. 

At  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  she  arrived  at  the  convent. 
The  Superior,  accompanied  by  all  the  nuns,  apprised  of  her 
arrival,  was  in  waiting  to  receive  her. 
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^^My  mother,''  said  La  Vallifcre,  kneeling  at  her  feet, 
"  I  have  used  my  liberty  so  ill,  that  I  am  come  to  give  it 
up  into  your  hands." 

Her  long  and  beautiful  hair  was  cut  oflF  before  she  en- 
tered the  convent  as  a  novice.  A  year  afterwards  she  made 
her  profession.  The  Queen  and  the  whole  Court  were  pre- 
sent—all save  the  King  and  Madame  de  Montespan.  Bos- 
suet  preached  his  celebrated  sermon.  Then  the  Queen 
Maria  Theresa  descended  from  the  tribune,  where  she  had 
been  seated  in  company  with  La  Grande  Mademoiselle^  and 
invested  her  with  the  black  veil.  She  kissed  her  tenderly 
on  the  forehead  as  she  did  so. 

La  Vallifere,  now  Sister  Louise  de  la  Mis6ricorde,  made 
an  exemplary  nun.  She  wore  horse-hair  next  her  skin, 
walked  barefoot  along  the  stone  pavement  of  the  convent, 
and  fasted  rigorously.  She  died  at  sixty-six,  wasted  to  a 
skeleton  by  her  austerities.     Her  end  was  peace. 


CHAPTEE  LX. 

M.    DE   LATJZUN   AND    "MADEMOISELLE." 

On  the  line  of  rail  to  Orleans,  two  and  a  half  leagues 
from  Paris,  is  the  station  and  village  of  Choisy  le  Eoi. 
Of  the  enchanting  abode  once  erected  here,  on  the  verge  of 
grassy  lawns  bordering  the  Seine,  nothing  has  been  left  by 
the  revolution  but  a  fragment  of  wall,  built  into  a  porce- 
lain manufactory. 

Choisy  Mademoiselle^  afterwards  to  be  called  by  Louis  XV. 
Choisy  le  Eoij  was  built  by  Mademoiselle  de  Montpensier, 
daughter  of  Gaston,  Due  d' Orleans,  under  the  advice  of  Le 
Notre.  It  was  to  serve  as  a  summer  retreat  from  the 
gloomy  splendours  of  the  Luxembourg ;  a  folie  where  she 
might  spend  the  summer  heats,  try  her  English  horses, 
train  her  hounds,  row  on  the  river,  tend  her  aviaries,  and 
watch  her  flowers.  Here,  freed  from  all  scrutiny,  she 
could  be  imperious  or  devout,  childish  or  solemn,  vain 
or  humble,  as  suited  her  fickle  humour ;  here  sh.e  could 
lay  traps  to  catch  obstinate  emperors  who  refused  to  wed, 
fast  upon  the  most  delicate  morsels,  hovder  the  Court  when 
neglected  by  her  Jupiter-cousin  tiie  King,  and  cultivate 
such  remains  of  beauty  as  still  lingered  on  her  oval  face 
and  almond-shaped  blue  eyes. 

At  Choisy  all  was  formal,  to  suit  the  taste  of  its  mistress. 
The  corps  de  logis^  a  pavilion  in  one  story,  a  mass  of  lofty 
windows,  was  flanked  on  either  side  by  conservatories  and 
orangeries  which  masked  the  offices.  Within,  the  entire 
south  front  was  occupied  by  a  gallery,  with  frescoed  ceiling 
and  cornice;  the  walls  covered  with  crimson  satin,  on 
which  hung  the  family  portraits  of  La  Grande  Made- 
moiselle.    Each  name  was  written  under  each  portrait,  so 
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that  all  persons  looking  on  them  might  read  the  lofty  line- 
age of  this  grand-daughter  of  Henry  the  Great.  At  one 
extremity  of  the  gallery  was  a  chapel,  at  the  other  a  writ- 
ing cabinet.  Here,  the  victories  and  conquests  of  Louis 
XIV.,  painted  in  miniature,  by  Vander  Meulen,  were  ar- 
ranged. These  miniatures  also  were  inscribed  with  names 
and  dates.  A  likeness  of  his  Majesty  on  horseback,  when 
a  youth,  hung  over  the  chimney-piece.  Beyond  the  writ- 
ing-cabinet was  a  billiard-room,  as  well  as  a  suite  of  private 
apartments  devoted  to  the  use  of  the  Princess  herself. 
"Without,  broad  terraces  were  balanced  by  flights  of  steps, 
statues,  vases,  and  trophies ;  jeU  d^eau  rose  out  of  marble 
basins,  and  precisely  arranged  flowers  and  orange-trees 
adorned  the  walks.  There  was  a  park  of  a  hundred  acres, 
with  woods  on  either  hand,  trimmed  to  an  exact  resem- 
blance of  each  other.  Choisy,  like  its  mistress,  was  in 
perpetual  costume  de  Cour;  nothing  but  the  river,  towards 
which  the  gardens  sloped,  was  as  nature  had  made  it. 
Not  even  La  Grande  Mademoiselle  could  prevent  the  soft 
summer  breezes  from  rippling  its  silvery  current,  the  sun 
from  playing  vagrant  pranks  upon  its  wavelets,  or  the 
water-liHes  from  growing  in  wUd  profusion  under  the 
shadow  of  its  tree-shrouded  bays. 

Besides  Choisy,  Mademoiselle  possessed  the  Palace  of  the 
Luxembourg,  before-mentioned,  the  Castles  of  Eu,  d'Au- 
male,  De  Thiers,  Dombes,  Chatellerault,  and  Saint-Fargeau, 
surrounded  by  such  vast  estates,  that  no  one  except  the 
well-known  Marquis  dp  Garrabas  ever  had  the  like. 

Mademoiselle,  although  flrmly  convinced  that  the  world 
was,  in  great  measure,  created  for  her  particular  enjoy- 
ment, was  wonderfully  exercised  in  her  mind  at  the  diffi- 
culty she  experienced  in  securing  that  muoh-coveted  game 
(for  which  she  had  hunted  all  her  life),  an  emperor,  or 
even  a  king.  She,  however,  appeased  her  wounded 
vanity  by  the  conviction  that  she  must  be  considered 
too  masculine  in  understanding  to  consort  with  any  living 
sovereign.  Whatever  happened,  this  royal  lady  never  by 
any  possibility  could  blame  herself. 

About  this  time,  a  Gascon  gentleman  of  the  Caumont 
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family,  whose  name  has  been  ahready  casually  mentioned, 
began  to  make  much  noise  at  Court.  He  was  Captain  of 
the  Koyal  Guards,  whose  service  was  the  special  care  of 
his  Majesty's  person,  and  Field-Marshal,  also  Governor  of 
Berry.  Loaded  with  honours,  he  had  dropped  the  undis- 
tinguished patronymic  of  Peguillem  altogether,  and  was 
known  as  the  Comte  de  Lauzun.  The  King,  whose  un- 
derstanding was,  as  a  matter  of  course,  superior  to  every 
one,  had  said  when  he  was  first  presented  to  him  at  the 
Comtesse  de  Soissons',  that  "  Lauzim  possessed  more  wit 
and  penetration  than  any  man  in  France."  This  opinion 
was  accepted  as  law.  That  Lauzun  was,  by  reason  of  his 
Gascon  blood,  cunning,  heartless,  and  mercenary,  as  well  as 
audacious,  insinuating,  and  brave,  is  only  saying  that  he 
was  what  all  Gascons  (going  up  to  Coiirt  to  make  their 
fortunes)  were.  But  that  he  was  above  the  ordinary 
hungry  adventurer,  the  sequel  will  show.  Holding  Court 
trumps  in  his  hand,  he  knew  how  to  play  them  well.  He 
was  a  little  man,  slight  and  well  formed,  with  a  dull,  fair 
complexion,  reddish  hair,  keen  penetrating  grey  eyes,  and 
a  most  insolent  bearing.  No  one  could  call  him  hand- 
some, no  one  could  deny  that  he  could  be  morose,  vindic- 
tive, and  cruel.  He  spoke  sharp,  hard  words,  affected  a 
certain  soldierly  swagger  and  was  capable  of  being  alike 
cringing  and  impertinent. 

Mademoiselle  was  no  longer  yoimg.  The  unsuccessful 
chase  after  an  emperor  had  occupied  a  large  portion  of  her 
life.  She  lived  at  Court,  and  was  necessanly  thrown  much 
into  the  company  of  Lauzun,  who  affected  an  indifference 
towards  her,  a  rough  and  ready  maimer  that  piqued  her 
vanity.  So  she  came  gradually  (no  crowned  head  appear- 
ing in  the  matrimonial  horizon,  only  relays  of  dukes  and 
insignificant  princes)  to  find  Lauzun  fascinatiag  and  ori- 
ginal. The  pleasures  of  the  Court  palled  upon  her ;  she 
became  pensive,  even  sentimental,  and  often  retired  to 
bowery  Choisy  to  meditate  on  the  chances  and  changes  of 
life. 

Finally  she  came  to  the  conclusion  that  marriage  alone 
would  restore  her  spirits.     But  marriage  without  an  em- 
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peror  ?  It  was  a  great  come  down,  certainly.  Yet  there 
are  no  laws  but  the  laws  of  passion  in  the  kingdom 
of  love.  Mademoiselle  reasoned  that  her  sublimity  was 
so  exalted  she  could  raise  any  man  to  her  own  level.  In 
a  word,  she  discovered  that  all  earthly  bliss  depended  on 
her  marriage  with  Monsieur  de  Lauzun. 

Now  Mademoiselle  was,  as  we  have  seen,  a  very  deter- 
mined, even  masculine,  lady.  She  had  pointed  the  guns  of 
the  Bastille  against  her  cousin  the  King ;  she  had  all  but 
led  an  army  into  the  battle-field.  Having  come  to  a  deter- 
mination, she  proceeded  incontinently  to  carry  it  out. 
But  she  encountered  uncontemplated  difficulties.  The 
crafty  Lauzun,  who  read  her  like  a  book,  became  sud- 
denly respectful  and  silent.  As  she  approached,  he  re- 
ceded. Mademoiselle  was  extremely  embarrassed,  and 
more  violently  in  love  than  ever.  This  was  precisely 
what  Lauzun  intended. 

We  are  in  the  Queen's  apartments  at  the  Louvre,  within 
a  stately  retiring-room.  The  walls  are  covered  with  white 
brocade,  on  which  is  a  gold  pattern.  They  are,  panelled 
by  gilt  scroll  work.  On  the  carved  ceiling,  which  is 
supported  by  pilasters,  is  painted  Apollo  ushering  in  the 
day.  The  furniture  is  of  green  damask  ;  colossal  chande- 
liers of  crystal  and  gilt  bronze  are  reflected  in  mirrors 
placed  at  either  end.  Over  the  mantelpiece*,  which  is  carved 
and  richly  gUt,  hangs  a  portrait  of  the  King. 

Mademoiselle,  attended  by  her-  lady  of  honour,  enters 
about  the  time  of  the  Queen's  lever.  She  finds  Lauzun  in 
a  comer  talking  with  the  Comtesse  de  Guiche.  He  takes 
no  notice  of  her,  though  she  gives  a  slight  cough  to  attract 
his  attention.  She  does  not  like  it.  Besides  not  saluting 
her,  which  he  ought  to  have  done,  he  seems  quite  to  have 
thrown  off  his  usual  insoticiance^  and  to  find  the  conversa- 
tion of  the  Comtesse  de  Guiche  much  too  interesting. 
Mademoiselle  retires  into  the  recess  of  a  window,  and 
watches  him. 

Lauzun  continues  talking  with  unaccustomed  eagerness. 
He  still  takes  no  notice  whatever  of  Mademoiselle;  her 
royal  highness  has  therefore  to  wait — yes,  actually  to  wait ; 
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a  thing  she  has  never  done  in  her  life  before  to  an  inferior 
— until  he  has  done  talking. 

But  when  he  docs  approach  her,  he  advances  with  such 
a  noble  air,  he  is  in  her  eyes  so  handsome,  that  "  To  me," 
she  says  in  her  memoirs,  "  he  seemed  the  veiy  master  of 
the  world."  Not  only  does  she  forgive  him,  but  her  whole 
heart  goes  out  to  meet  him,  and  her  pulses  throb  violently 
— so  violently,  indeed,  she  is  obliged  to  wait  for  a  moment 
ere  she  can  address  him. 

Lauzun  makes  her  a  ceremonious  bow,  places  his  hand 
on  his  embroidered  waistcoat  and  point-lace  jabot ^  at  the 
place  where,  if  he  had  one,  his  heart  would  have  been, 
casts  down  his  eyes,  and  awaits  her  jDleasure. 

Now,  it  must  be  specially  borne  in  mind  that  Made- 
moiselle, much  against  her  will,  may  be  now  called  "  an 
old  maid^^  which  condition  may  reasonably  excuse  her 
ardour. 

"  I  flatter  myself,  Coimt,"  she  says — ^blushing  at  her 
own  backwardness,  yet  infinitely  gratified  at. the  same  time 
by  Lauzun's  attitude  of  respectful  attention — "  I  flatter 
myself  you  take  some  interest  in  me."  She  looks  up, 
expecting  some  outburst  of  protestation  at  the  studied 
humility  of  her  language.  Lauzun,  his  hand  still  resting 
somewhere  in  the  region  of  where  his  heart  ought  to  be, 
bows  again,  but  does  not  reply.  "  You  are  a  faithful 
fi'iend,  I  know.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,"  continues  Made- 
moiselle, confused  at  his  perfect  composure,  and  evolving 
in  her  own  mind  the  impossibility  of  saying  all  that 
she  desires  if  he  continues  silent.  ''  You  are,  too,  a  man 
of  the  world — "  she  hesitates.  Still  Lauzim  is  mute. 
"  Even  his  Majesty  has  the  highest  respect  for  your 
judgment."  Again  she  pauses,  flushes  crimson,  not  only 
on  her  cheeks,  but  over  her  well-formed  neck  and  snowy 
shoulders.  Lauzun  makes  a  slight  inclination,  but  other- 
wise maintains  the  same  attitude.  Mademoiselle's  voice, 
ordinarily  rather  shrill  and  loud,  is  low  and  persuasive. 
She  looks  at  him  inquiringly,  and  stretches  out  both  her 
hands  as  if  to  claim  his  special  attention  to  what  she  is 
about  to  say.     Lauzun  appears  not  to  observe  her  anxiety. 
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and  fixes  his  eyes  on  the  ground.  ^^Will  you  favour 
me  with  your  advice,  Monsieur  de  Lauzun?  I  shall 
esteem  it  a  great  kindness."  Her  tone  is  almost  one  of 
supplication. 

"  I  am  deeply  sensible  of  the  honour  your  highness  does 
me,"  replies  Lauzun,  disengaging  his  hand  from  his  waist- 
coat, and  again  bowing,  this  time  very  stiffly.  "  On  what 
subject  may  I  venture  to  advise  your  royal  highness  ?  " 

Mademoiselle  is  conscious  she  has  something  very  extra- 
ordinary to  say.  She  hoped  that,  seeing  her  evident  per- 
plexity, Lauzun  would  have  helped  her.  Not  a  bit.  She 
must  trust  entirely  to  herself.  Her  pride  comes  to  her 
help.  She  remembers  who  she  is,  draws  herself  up,  steadies 
her  voice,  and  takes  a  few  steps  nearer  to  where  he  is 
standing. 

"It  is  a  very  delicate  subject,  Monsieur  de  Lauzun; 
nothing  but  my  confidence  in  your  honour  and  your 
discretion  would  otherwise  induce  me  to  broach  it.  But 
"  and  she  falters. 

Lauzim  does  not  stir,  only  with  the  slightest  perceptible 
motion  he  raises  his  eyebrows,  which  Mademoiselle  per- 
ceives, and,  fearing  that  he  is  impatient,  speaks  quickly. 

"  Do  you  know — can  you  tell  me "  here  she  pauses ; 

then  observing  that  he  makes  a  hasty  gesture,  she  forces 
herself  to  proceed — "  you.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  who  are 
the  confidant  of  the  King,  can  you  tell  me  whom  he  pur- 
poses me  to  marry  ?  " 

Having  said  thus  much  she  is  so  overcome  she  would 
like  to  sink  into  a  chair.  There  is  none  at  hand ;  besides, 
she  dare  not  leave  Lauzun,  so  eager  is  she  for  his  reply. 

He  raises  his  head  and  fixes  his  deep-set  eyes  upon 
her  with  a  bold,  cold  gaze. 

"  I  assure  you,  madame,  I  am  absolutely  ignorant  of  his 
Majesty's  pleasure  in  this  matter.  I  am  persuaded,  how- 
ever, from  what  I  know  of  the  elevation  of  his  sentiments 
on  all  subjects,  that  he  would  desire  you  solely  to  follow 
your  own  inclination."  A  malicious  twinkle  comes  into 
his  eye,  and  he  smiles  almost  as  it  seems  in  mockery. 

Mademoiselle  becomes   more   and    more    discomposed. 
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Never  had  an  interview  been  so  difficult  to  manage. 
^'  Surely,"  she  thinks,  "  Lauzun  is  not  laughing  at  me ! " 
Yet  she  is  too  much  in  love  to  drop  a  conversation  which 
she  is  determined  shall  lead  to  an  explanation  of  his 
feelings  towards  herself.  All  this  Lauzun  is  aware  of ;  he 
rejoices  in  intensifying  her  perplexity. 

"  Monsieur  de  Ijauzun,"  she  says  timidly,  playing  with 
one  of  the  soft  curls  that  falls  upon  her  neck,  "  I  hoped 
you  could  have  told  me.  I  earnestly  desire  your  acquies- 
cence in  the  choice  I  am  about  to  make.  You  must  neces- 
sarily be  interested  in  it." 

An  appealing  look  comes  into  her  face ;  but  she  tries  in 
vain  to  catch  Lauzun's  .eye.  "  At  my  age,"  and  she  sighs 
profoimdly, ''  persons  rarely  marry  contrary  to  their  inclma- 
tions.  Every  crowned  head  in  Europe  has  solicited  my 
hand.  Until  lately,  however,  my  heart  was  free."  She 
sighB  again,  and  gazes  imploringly  at  him.  He  must 
understand  her,  she  tells  herself,  but  as  his  looks  are  bent 
on  the  ground  she  cannot  tell.  Lauzim  inclines  his  head, 
and  seems  to  await  her  further  communications. 

"  I  have  seen  no  one  to  please  me  imtil  lately,"  she  goes 
on  to  say ;  "I  love  my  country.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun ;  I 
think  I  could  only  be  happy  with  a  coimtryman — one — " 
(something  rises  in  her  throat,  and  stops  her  utterance ;  she 
clears  her  voice) — "one  whom  I  know  well — ^whom  I  esteem 
— whose  person  and  maimers  are  agreeable  to  me ;  one 
with  a  high  place  at  Court,  and  who  possesses  the  esteem 
of  my  cousin,  the  King."  All  this  is  spoken  significantly 
and  with  marked  emphasis. 

A  delicious  glow  runs  through  her  frame.  Breath- 
lessly she  awaits  his  reply. 

''  Your  highness  speaks  with  admirable  sense,"  answers 
Lauzun  with  great  deliberation.  "  How  many  illustrious 
persons  about  the  Court  would  be  honoured  by  knowing 
your  gracious  sentiments.  Permit  me,  madame,  to  make 
them  public." 

"Not  for  the  world,  Monsieur  de  Lauzim,"  exclaims 
Mademoiselle  hurriedly.  "  I  am  speaking  to  you  strictly 
in  confidence."     Her  countenance  has  fallen,  and  she  has 
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turned  very  white.  Lauzun  watches  her  jinder  his  .eye- 
lids, and  enjoys  her  suflterings. 

"Why  should  one  so  happy  as  your  highness  marry 
at  all  ?  "  he  adds,  seeing  that  she  does  not  speak. 

"I  am  happy,  certainly,  if  riches  and  royal  birth  can 
confer  happiness,"  she  replies  thoughtfully ;  "  but  there 
are  drawbacks,  Monsieur  de  Lauzun.  I  wish  to  confer 
my  wealth  upon  a  worthy  individual." 

("Myself,  for  instance,"  says  Lauzun  to  himself;  "I 
shall  be  delighted  to  spend  it ;  indeed,  I  intend  to  do  so.") 

"  Many  people,"  continues  Mademoiselle,  "  at  this  very 
moment  wish  me  dead  in  order  to  inherit  it,"  and  a  sigh 
escapes  her.  "  I  am  very  lonely,  Monsieur  de  Lauzun, 
very  lonely."  Her  face  assumes  a  melting  expression, 
such  as  he  had  never  seen  on  it  before.  What  could  she 
say  to  make  him  understand  her  ?  Thinking  of  this  she 
sighs  again  very  audibly.  Lauzun  knits  his  brows  and 
afltects  to  be  lost  in  thought. 

"  That  is  a  most  serious  consideration,  your  highness.  I 
admit  it  had  not  before  occurred  to  me.  Permit  me  time 
to  consider  of  it  before  I  tender  any  further  advice." 

A  thousand  hopes  rush  into  Mademoiselle's  mind.  "  He 
understands  me,"  she  tells  herself,  "but  my  exalted 
position  alarms  him.  He  will  propose  to  me  when  next 
we  meet." 

At  this  moment  the  Queen  entered  the  withdrawing- 
room. 
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The  following  evening  at  her  Majesty's  circle  Lauznn 
approaches  Mademoiselle.  A  smile  is  on  his  face,  and  his 
manner  is  less  formal.  Mademoiselle  seats  herself  apart  in 
a  recess,  and  signs  to  him  to  place  himself  beside  her. 
"  Now,  now,  he  will  speak,"  she  repeats  to  herself. 

"  Are  you  prepared,  M.  de  Lanzun,  to  give  me  your 
opinion  on  my  approaching  marriage  ?  "  The  tone  of  her 
voice  is  low  and  sweet ;  her  hand  falls  near  his ;  he  draws 
a  little  back. 

"  Believe  me,  madame,  each  word  you  have  uttered 
is  graven  on  my  heart.  I  have  foimded  many  chdteatix 
d^Espagne  on  them." 

Mademoiselle  is  enchanted.  "This  is  the  moment," 
thinks  she.  She  grows  hot  and  cold  by  turns,  and  with 
difficulty  conceals  her  delight. 

"  Pray  speak  to  me  with  frankness.  Count.  I  want  to 
discuss  with  you  the  most  important  event  of  my  life — ^my 
marriage." 

'^  I  am  deeply  gratified  at  being  appointed  president  of 
your  council,  madame."  Lauzun's  manner  suddenly  changes. 
He  is  all  at  once  disagreeable,  stifi*,  and  supercilious.  He 
settles  his  ruffles  over  his  hands,  and  pulls  at  his  moustache. 
"Allow  me  to  say,  however,  that  no  one  in  the  world 
could  enter  into  this  delicate  matter  with  more  profoimd 
respect  for  you  than  myself." 

Mademoiselle  is  strangely  baffled ;  spite  of  herself  the 
conversation  is  drifting  away,  she  knows  not  whither.  She 
cannot  decide  if  Lauzun  is  gratified  or  offended  at  her 
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advances — a  strange  dilemma  for  a  love-sick  princess  worth 
majiy  millions ! 

"Pray,  Count,  let  us  resume  our  discussion  of  your 
own  opinion  on  the  matter  in  question.  Do  you  advise 
me  to  marry  ? '' 

"  Your  merit,  madame,  is  so  great,  I  know  no  one  worthy 
of  you."  He  speaks  with  the  utmost  indifference.  "  Why 
resign  your  present  brilliant  position  ?  "  he  adds. 

"  Is  he  mocking  me  ?  "  she  thinks,  "  or  is  he  bashful  ?  " 
As  this  doubt  presents  itself  Mademoiselle's  heart  sinks 
within  her.  "What  can  I  say  to  make  him  understand 
me?''  she  murmurs.  When  she  next  speaks  a  slight 
asperity  is  apparent  in  her  tone.  She  is  not  used  to  be 
trifled  with ;  she  cannot  brook  it  even  from  Lauzun.  She 
rises  impatiently. 

"  I  beg  you  will  remember,  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  that  I 
consider  no  sacrifice  too  great  to  ensure  me  the  husband  I 
have  described  to  you." 

Lauzun  feels  that  he  may  go  too  far  ;  he  instantly  assumes 
a  look  of  intense  humility. 

"  Such  a  man  as  you  describe,  madame,  ought  to  esteem 
himself  supremely  blest.  He  should  love  you  more  than 
life  ! "  He  speaks  with  enthusiasm.  Mademoiselle  thrills 
with  rapture ;  her  cheeks  mantle  with  blushes.  "  At  last 
the  moment  is  come,"  she  thinks.  She  reseats  herself  and 
turns,  with  breathless  impatience,  towards  Lauznn,  who 
meets  her  ardent  gaze.  Lauzun  instantly  checks  himself ; 
the  cold  look  is  again  on  his  face.     • 

^'  Where  will  you  find  such  a  man  ?  "  he  says.  "  Will 
your  highness  permit  me  to  search  for  one  ?  " 

"  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  if  you  are  in  earnest  you  need  not 
search  long,"  she  replies  significantly.  Could  she  then 
have  caught  his  eye,  all  would  have  been  told. 

"Pray  inform  me  on  whom  your  choice  has  fallen, 
madame  ?     We  may  both  have  fixed  on  the  same  person." 

Had  she  dared  she  would  have  openly  named  himself, 
but  he  is  suddenly  grown  so  cold  and  distant,  she  is 
utterly  discomfited.  Lauzun  crosses  his  arms  on  his  breast 
and  falls  into  a  muse. 
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''  Have  you  ever,  madame,  contemplated  the  advantages 
of  becoming  a  nun  ? ''  he  asks  abruptly.  "  Devotion  is 
often  the  refage  of  single  women." 

MademoiseUe  is  aghast.  Her  hands  drop  helplessly  to 
her  side,  her  head  sinks  on  her  bosom. 

"  Good  heavens !  "  she  thinks,  '^  what  evil  fortune 
pursues  me  ?    "Will  no  man  ever  understand  I  love  him  ?  " 

^'IJpon  the  whole,  madame,  I  advise  you  to  remain  as 
you  are."  Lauzun's  voice  is  harsh,  his  sallow  face  is 
flushed.  He  is  conscious  of  the  difficulty  of  his  position, 
with  an  ardent  princess  beside  himj  whose  passion  must 
be  irritated  to  the  utmost  in  order  to  induce  her  to  over- 
leap all  obstacles.     "  It  is  too  soon  to  yield,"  he  thinks. 

"I  have  the  honour  to  tell  you.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun, 
I  have  selected  marriage,"  rejoins  Mademoiselle  haughtily. 
She  is  fast  losing  her  temper.  Lauzun  instantly  assumes  a 
deeply  penitent  air. 

"  For  myself,"  he  says  meekly,  ''  my  only  pleasure  is 
in  the  service  of  his  Majesty.  I  am  fit  for  nothing  else." 
As  he  speaks  his  dejected  look  sends  a  pang  to  her  heart. 
''  If  I  leave  his  Majesty,  it  will  be "  he  stops,  Made- 
moiselle listens  breathlessly  —  "it  will  be  to  enter  a 
monastery.  Nothing  but  my  attachment  to  my  royal 
master  restrains  me." 

*'  Blessed  Virgin  !  "  ejaculates  Mademoiselle,  clasping 
her  hands.     "  Wlio  could  have  believed  it  ?  " 

*^I  shall  never  marry,"  continues  Lauzun.  He  hangs 
down  his  head,  apparently  overcome  with  despondency. 

' '  How  ? — Why  ? ' '  demands  Mademoiselle  eagerly.  *  *  For 
what  reason  ?  " 

''  Marriage  has  often  been  proposed  to  me,  your  high- 
ness, but  there  are  insurmountable  difficulties." 

"  Name  them,  I  entreat  you,"  she  cries  imperiously. 

"  My  wife,  madame,  must  be  a  paragon  of  virtue,  or  I 
should  murder  her.  I  dread  the  morals  of  the  Court.  Not 
the  wealth  of  the  Indies  would  tempt  me  to  marry  and  to 
doubt.  I  would  not  unite  myself  to  a  princess  of  the 
blood,  under  such  conditions." 

"  Noble  heart !  "  exclaims  Mademoiselle  aside.     "  You 
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can  very  easily  find  the  virtuaus  lady  you  seek,"  she 
adds  aloud,  in  a  voice  tremulous  with  suppressed  passion. 
She  turns  towards  Lauzun,  and  for  a  moment  touches  his 
hand  which  lies  close  to  her  own.  '^  My  choice  is  made," 
she  adds  resolutely.  ''  I  shall  announce  it  to  his  Majesty 
to-morrow." 

"  For  heatven's  sake  forbear ! "  exclaims  Lauzun,  with 
real  earnestness,  starting  to  his  feet;  "you  make  me 
tremble.  You  must  say  nothing.  It  concerns  my  honour, 
madame,"  and  he  smote  upon  his  breast.  Mademoiselle 
turns  her  glowing  eyes  upon  him.  "My  honour  as  your 
adviser,  madame,  I  mean,"  adds  Lauzun,  correcting  himself 
and  speaking  in  an  altered  tone.  But  all  his  self-command 
could  not  wholly  conceal  ihe  triiunph  he  felt  at  having 
so  successfully  acted  his  part.  "  As  your  adviser, 
madame,  I  forbid  you  to  speak  to  the  King.  The  time 
is  not  yet  come.  (I  hold  her,"  he  says  to  himself,  "  she 
is  mine ! ") 

At  this  moment  a  page  enters  and  desires  him  to  join  his 
Majesty,  who  is  walking  up  and  down  in  the  quadrangle 
with  some  gentlemen.  Mademoiselle  is  as  much  at  a  loss  as 
ever  to  make  Lauzun  understandjiher.  Just  as  a  crisis 
approaches,  they  are  always  interrupted.  She  longs  to  ask 
him  why  she  should  not  tell  the  King  ?  Once  or  twice 
she  tried  to  do  so,  but  Lauzun  invariably  turned  the  con- 
versation into  such  a  channel  as  effectually  silenced  Made- 
moiselle, who  spite  of  her  pride  was  easily  abashed. 

At  last  she  hits  upon  an  expedient. 

"  I  have  the  name  of  my  intended  written  on  this  slip 
of  paper.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,"  she  says,  and  she  offers 
him  a  sealed  note  at  their  next  meeting. 

Lauzun  draws  back,  stares  at  her  and  frowns.  "  I  do 
not  wish  to  take  the  note,  madame.  I  feel  that  it  fore- 
bodes me  misfortune,  my  heart  beats  so  violently."  Still 
he  stretches  out  his  hand  and  takes  the  paper  which  she 
offers. 

This  takes  place  in  the  morning,  at  the  Queen's  lever. 
Maria  Theresa  is  on  her  way  to  mass,  accompanied  by 
Mademoiselle,  who  is  in  a  state  of  indescribable  perturba- 
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tion.     She  had  seen  Lauznn  open  the  note,  and  read  the 
paper,  on  which  is  written  the  magic  words,  "  It  is  youP 

This  great  princess,  arrived  at  a  mature  age,  and  as 
proud  as  Lucifer,  trembles  like  a  leaf  during  mass,  and 
requires  all  the  restraints  of  etiquette  to  hide  the  tumult 
of  her  feelings.  After  mass  the  Queen  goes  to  visit  the 
Dauphin,  who  is  ailing.  Mademoiselle  awaits  her  return 
in  a  gallery  outside.  Lauzun  is  there.  He  leans  against 
the  chimney-piece,  lost  in  thought.  A  bright  fire  of  logs 
is  burning  on  the  hearth.  His  cbuntenance  betrays  nothin|. 
He  neither  seeks  nor  avoids  her.  Mademoiselle  rubs  her 
hands,  advances  to  the  fire  and  shivers. 

"  I  am,  paralyzed  with  cold,"  she  says,  in  a  soft  voice. 
She  bends  over  the  fire.  Lauzun  bows  and  retires  some 
steps  to  make  room  for  her. 

"I  am  more  paralyzed  than  your  highness."  he  says 
stiffly,  looking  round  to  see  that  no  one  is  near.  His  face 
is  inscrutable.  "I  have  read  the  note  you  did  me  the 
honour  to  place  in  my  hands.  I  am  not,  however,  so 
foolish  as  to  fall  into  such  a  snare ;  your  highness  is 
amusing  yourself  at  my  expense.  You  conceal  the  real 
name  of  your  intended  husband  and  substitute  mine. 
You  do  this  to  mortify  me.  You  are  very  cruel."  He 
gives  her  a  stealthy  look.  Mademoiselle  staggers  back- 
wards, she  supports  herself  against  a  chair.  She  does  not 
know  whether  to  laugh  or  cry.  Then  feeling  that  the 
moment  so  longed  for  is  come,  she  collects  herself  and 
speaks  with  dignity. 

^'  I  assure  you.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  the  name  you 
have  read  on  tiiat  paper,  is  the  name  of  the  man  I  mean 
to  marry." 

Lauzun  shakes  his  head  incredulously. 

"  Not  only  so.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  but  I  intend  imme- 
diately informing  the  King  of  my  intention,  unless,"  adds 
she,  in  a  tender  voice,  '^  you  forbid  me."  She  would  have 
liked  to  have  gathered  into  one  glance  all  the  love  she  felt 
for  him.  To  have  told  him  her  passionate  admiration  for 
his  person,  her  respect  for  his  magnanimity  in  rejecting 
the  splendid  position  she  offered  him.    She  would   have 
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liked  to  do  this ;  but,  in  the  face  of  such  exalted  indepen- 
dence, her  womanly  delicacy  takes  alarm.  She  can  neither 
look  at  him  nor  utter  a  single  word. 

''  Madame,"  says  Lauzun  at  length,  addressing  her  with 
the  utmost  solemnity,  '^  you  have  ill  recompensed  the  zeal 
I  have  shown  for  you.  Henceforth,  I  can  approach  you 
no  more.  Great  as  is  my  respect  for  your  highness,  I 
cannot  permit  myself  to  be  exposed  to  ridicule.  You  are, 
madame,  making  me  the  butt  of  the  whole  Court.'^ 

Mademoiselle  starts  violently,  then  she  places  her  hand 
upon  his  arm.  ''  Lauzun,"  L  says,  and  her  voice  sinks 
into  a  tone  of  the  humblest  entreaty,  "  I  beseech  you  to 
understand  me.  My  resolution  may  seem  hasty,  but  yqur 
great  qualities  excuse  it.  I  have  made  up  my  mind.  I 
shaU  ask  his  Majesty's  permission  to  marry  you." 

At  last  she  has  spoken !  The  woman  has  overcome  the 
princess.  Lauzun  stands  before  her  with  downcast  eyes— 
a  victim,  as  it  seems,  to  his  own  perfection.  The  time 
was  now  come  that  he  must  coquet  no  more.  Placing 
his  hand  on  his  heart,  he  made  her  a  deep  obeisance. 

"  But,  madame,  I  am  only  a  Gascon  gentleman.  None 
but  a  sovereign  is  a  fit  consort  for  your  highness." 

"  I  will  make  you  a  prince.  Count,"  rejoins  she,  with  a 
tender  look.  "  I  will  create  you  Due  de  Montpensier.  I 
have  wealth  and  dignities ;  both  are  yours." 

Her  eyes  sparkle,  her  cheeks  bum.  An  air  of  mingled 
power,  pride,  love,  and  exultation  overspreads  her  face. 
Her  tall  figure  is  raised  to  its  full  height ;  she  clasps  the 
hand  of  Lauzim ;  he  raises  it  to  his  lips. 

"Your  highness  overwhelms  me,"  he  whispers,  with 
genuine  feeling.  For  an  instant,  Lauzun — ^the  cold,  heart- 
less Lauzun — felt  her  influence.  Could  he  really  love 
this  exalted  lady,  who  had  thus  honoured  him  ?  He  looks 
fixedly  into  her  face,  now  transfigured  by  the  deep  pus 
sions  that  stirred  her  inmost  soul.  Could  he  love  iiur  i 
He,  a  penniless  cadet,  of  an  insignificant  name  ?  Etiquette 
set  at  defiance,  a  princess  at  his  feet,  enormous  wealth,  a 
royal  dukedom  in  his  grasp  !  Could  he  love  her  ? — For  a 
moment  a  rush  of  wild  thoughts  whirls  through  his  brain. 
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She  worships  him.  He  could  make  her  life  a  long  enchant- 
ment. He  was  about  to  kneel  to  her,  to  thank  her,  even 
to  press  her  in  his  arms.  But  he  stops  and  steadies  him- 
self. No — she  is  too  old;  wrinkles  gather  about  her 
mouth,  her  fair  hair  is  partly  grey,  the  bloom  has  long 
faded  from  her  cheeks,  the  fire  of  youth  from  her  eye. 
What  is  she  but  an  old  maid,  inflamed  by  a  farious  passion 
for  a  man  greatly  younger  than  herself  ?  Should  he,  the 
brilliant  Lauzun,  bum  incense  on  the  altar  of  such  an  idol  ? 
Impossible.  He  would  be  the  laughing-stock  of  the  Court ! 
His  Uvely  imagination  grasps  the  whole  situation  in  an 
instant.  Lauzun's  baser  nature  conquered.  The  moment- 
ary warmth  fades  out  of  his  heart  for  ever.  He  heaves  a 
sigh  of  relief. 

"  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,"  says  Mademoiselle,  far  too  much 
occupied  with  her  own  raptures  to  heed  or  to  understand 
what  was  passing  in  his  mind,  "  you  sigh.  Fear  nothing  ; 
I  will  obtain  his  Majesty's  permission  for  our  speedy  mar- 
riage." 

Would  Louis  XIV.  consent  to  the  marriage  of  his 
cousin-german  with  a  simple  gentleman  ?  Would  Madame 
de  Montespan,  with  whom  Lauzim  had  intrigued,  fell  into 
this  arrangement,  or  would  she  use  her  all-powerftd  in- 
fluence against  it  ?  These  are  awful  questions.  Lauzun's 
blood  ran  cold  when  he  thinks  of  it.  Madame  de  Montespan 
is  treacherous,  and  as  vindictive  and  clever  as  himself. 
Louvois,  too,  the  minister,  is  his  enemy. 

Mademoiselle,  however,  ignorant  of  these  dangers,  acted 
without  a  moment's  hesitation.  She  wrote  a  long  letter  to 
the  King,  annoimcing  her  choice,  and  asking  for  his  con- 
sent. Lauzun  saw  and  approved  the  letter.  It  was  then 
confided  to  Bontemps,  who  carried  it  to  his  Majesty. 

Louis  did  not  vouchsafe  an  immediate  answer.  He  sent 
word  to  his  cousin  that  she  had  better  reflect  well  upon 
what  she  was  about  to  do.  But  the  countenance  of  the 
royal  Jupiter  beamed  upon  his  fevourite  Lauzun  with 
undiminished  warmth,  and  he  was  most  affectionate  to  his 
cousin.  Both  naturally  drew  favourable  auguries.  Made- 
moiselle was  now  steeped  in  the  sweets  of  an  acknowledged 
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passion.  Lauzun  condescended  to  be  gracious,  spite  of 
some  little  eccentricities  such,  as  not  always  approaching 
her,  or  even  replying  to  her  when  she  addressed  him — 
eccentricities  attributed  by  her  to  his  great  modesty  and 
discretion.     StiU,  the  ^g  had  not  given  his  consent. 

One  evening  his  Majesty  played  late  at  ecarte,  so  late 
indeed  that  it  was  two,  o'clock,  and  he  was  still  at  the 
table.  Mademoiselle  sat  nodding  on  a  brocaded  fauteuil 
beside  the  Queen.  She  was  determined  to  see  every  one 
out,  and  to  speak  to  her  royal  cousin. 

She  longed  so  much  to  salute  her  lover  Due  de  Mont- 
pensier ;  to  behold  him  raised  to  the  Olympian  circle  that 
surrounded  the  family  god.  She  longed  for  many  things ; 
life  had  of  late  become  a  delightftd  mystery  to  her.  Each 
day  unfolded  some  link  in  that  delicious  chain  that  bound 
her  for  ever  to  her  adored  Lauzun ! 

At  last  the  Queen  rose.  As  she  passed  by  she  whispered 
to  Mademoiselle — "  You  must  have  some  very  important 
business  with  the  King  to  remain  so  late.  I  can  sit  up  no 
longer." 

"  Madame,"  she  replied,  rising,  "  it  is  a  matter  of  life 
and  death  to  me.  If  I  succeed  it  will  be  announced  at  tl^e 
council  to-morrow  morning." 

"Well, my  cousin,"  said  the  poor  Queen,  who  never  un- 
derstood anything  that  was  going  on,  and  was  not  intended 
to  do  so,  "  I  wish  you  all  success.     Good  night." 

By-and-by  Louis  left  off  playing.  He  rose,  and  walked 
up  to  Mademoiselle.  "What,  cousin,  you  are  still  here? 
You  did  not  accompany  her  Majesty  ?  Do  you  know  the 
time  ?     It  is  two  o'clock." 

"  Sire,  I  wish  to  speak  a  few  words  to  you." 

The  Xing  yawned,  gave  a  glance  towards  the  door,  then 
leant  wearily  against  the  wall.  "  Excuse  me  for  to-night, 
cousin,"  said  he ;  "I  am  tired." 

"  I  shall  not  be  long,"  urged  Mademoiselle ;  "  but  do  be 
seated,  or  I  feel  I  cannot  address  you  properly." 

"  No,  I  am  very  well  thus.  Speak,  my  cousin.  I  am 
all  attention." 

This  was   an    awful    moment.      Mademoiselle's    heart 
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thumped  audibly  against  her  side.  Her  throat  became 
so  parched  no  words  would  come. 

"  Sire,"  she  began,  and  her  voice  failed  her.  The  King 
watched  her ;  he  had  seen  a  good  deal  of  women  by  this 
time,  and  understood  their  ways.  He  knew  she  was  about 
to  speak  to  him  of  Lauzun,  and  smiled. 

"  Take  time,  my  cousin,"  said  he  graciously  ;  "  you  are 
agitated ;  take  time." 

"  Sire,"  again  began  poor  Mademoiselle — fortunately  her 
voice  now  came  to  her,  and  she  continued — "I  want  to 
tell  you  that  the  resolution  I  had  the  honour  of  sub- 
mitting to  your  Majesty  respecting  the  Comte  de  Lauzun 
is  imshaken.  I  shall  never  be  happy  unless  I  am  his 
wife." 

"  Yet,  my  cousin,  you  have  hitherto  been  most  severe 
on  those  princesses  who  have  married  beneath  their  rank 
— your  step-sister,  Madame  de  Guise,  for  example.  Lauzun 
is  certainly  the  most  complete  grand  seigneur  of  my  Court ; 
but  I  still  advise  you  to  reflect  well  upon  the  step  you 
are  taking.     I  do  not  wish  to  constrain  you." 

Mademoiselle  clasped  her  hands ;  her  face  beamed. 

'^  I  love  and  esteem  you  beyond  measure,  my  cousin," 
added  Louis,  taking  her  hands  in  his.  "  I  shall  rejoice  to 
have  you  always  about  my  person.  But  be  careful ; 
Lauzun  has  many  enemies.  I  do  not  forbid  you ;  but 
remember,  a  sovereign  is  often  forced  to  act  against  his 
will.  This  intended  marriage  is  now  little  known ;  do  not 
give  time  for  all  the  world  to  discuss  it.  Let  me  warn  you 
and  Lauzun  to  be  cautious;  above  all,  lose  no  time,  my 
cousin.     Take  my  advice,  lose  no  time." 

"  Oh,  Sire  ! "  exclaimed  Mademoiselle  in  an  ecstasy, 
"  if  you  are  with  us,  who  can  be  against  us  ?  " 

Louis  embraced  her,  and  they  parted. 

Any  one  less  infatuated  than  Mademoiselle,  less  arrogant 
than  Lauzun,  would  have  understood  the  King's  friendly 
caution,  '^  to  lose  no  time.^^  But  they  were  both  too  intoxi- 
cated with  their  different  feelings  to  heed  the  advice  of  the 
really  well-meaning  Louis.  Lauzun  lost  his  head  com- 
pletely.    He   accepted,    day    after   day,    the    magnificent 
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presents  sent  him  by  Mademoiselle.  He  ordered  fresh 
equipages,  horses,  jewels  and  plate.  He  was  created  Due 
de  Montpensier.  He  shrank  from  the  amorous  ardour  of 
the  doting  Princess,  but  he  gloried  in  her  munificence. 
Still  unmarried,  he  revelled  in  it  without  a  drawback !  He 
was  a  mean,  selfish  fellow.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  like  all 
men  who  marry  heiresses  they  do  not  care  for.  The  words 
of  warning  came  again,  and  this  time  to  his  ear.  ''Marry 
while  you  can^'^  was  said  to  him.  Mademoiselle,  still  enact- 
ing the  masculine  part,  urged  an  early  day,  but  she  urged 
in  vain. 


CHAPTEE  LXII. 

UNDER   A   COUCH. 

.About  this  time  Lauznn,  soon  to  become  cousin-german 
to  the  King,  solicited  the  distinguished  post  of  Grand 
Master  of  the  Artillery.  Already  he  commanded  the 
Dragoons,  and  was  captain  of  the  hundred  gentlemen 
pensioners  who  guarded  the  person  of  the  Sovereign ;  but 
this  was  not  enough.  The  King  readily  promised  him  the 
appointment ;  but  time  went  on,  and  no  warrant  came. 
Lauzun  grew  uneasy — specially  as  each  time  he  recalled 
the  subject  the  King  evidently  evaded  it.  What  did  this 
mean  ?  Who  was  his  enemy  ?  He  spoke  to  the  favourite, 
Madame  de  Montespan,  although  he  was  well  aware  he 
had  given  her  good  cause  for  hating  him.  Madame  de 
Montespan,  with  the  most  winning  smiles,  promised  him 
her  assistance.  Still  no  warrant  came.  Again  Lauzun 
ventured  to  recall  his  promise  to  the  King  at  his  lever, 
while  handing  him  his  feathered  hat  and  cane.  Louis 
turned  away  his  head,  addressed  the  Due  de  Koquelaure, 
and  affected  not  to  hear  him.  There  was  treachery  some- 
where !  Lauzun  shrewdly  suspected  Madame  de  Montes- 
pan. He  would  know  for  certain  that  very  day,  and  if  it 
were  so  he  would  unmask  her.  He  offered  a  heavy  bribe 
to  one  of  her  confidential  attendants,  well  known  to  him 
in  the  days  of  their  liaison^  and  prevailed  on  her  to  intro- 
duce him  into  the  saloon,  where  the  King  would  visit 
Madame  de  Montespan  before  supper,  that  very  afternoon. 
Louis,  who  told  his  mistress  everything,  and  consulted  her 
about  all  important  appointments,  would  be  sure  to  mention 
Lauzun's  renewed  application  of  that  morning.  At  all 
events  Lauzun  would  chance  it.     He  knew  the  lady  was 
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from  home,  having  seen  her  start,  in  company  with  the 
Queen  and  Mademoiselle  de  Montpensier,  for  a  drive  to 
Saint-Cloud.  He  had  handed  his  betrothed  into  the  royal 
coach.  No  sooner  had  they  started  than  Lauzun  was  ad- 
mitted into  Madame  de  Montespan's  apartments  by  her 
friendly  attendant,  who  assisted  him  in  his  arrangements, 
and  who  finally  concealed  him  under  a  large  couch  covered 
with  fine  tapestry,  on  which  Madame  de  Montespan  usually 
sat.  It  was  an  undignified  proceeding.  He  had  to  divest 
himself  of  his  periwig  and  plumed  hat,  take  oflf  his  richly ' 
embroidered  satin  coat,  tuck  up  his  shirt  sleeves,  and 
crouch  upon  his  hands  and  knees  on  the  dusty  floor.  But 
these  are  trifles  to  a  man  bent  upon  revenge  ! 

Shortly  before  the  hour  of  supper,  which  their  Majesties 
eat  in  public,  Lauzun  recognized  Madame  de  Montespan's 
voice  within  her  boudoir.  Then  he  heard  steps  approach- 
ing. He  could  swear  to  the  King's  solemn  tread  and  the 
sound  of  his  cane  tapping  on  the  floor. 
,  Almost  before  he  could  settle  himself  in  the  best  posi- 
tion for  listening  the  King  was  announced.  At  the  same 
moment  Madame  de  Montespan  entered  from  her  boudoir 
on  the  other  side  of  the  saloon.  He  heard  her  advance 
to  the  door  and  receive  the  King.  She  kissed  his  hand ; 
Louis  saluted  her  on  both  cheeks,  and  led  her  to  the 
couch  under  which  Lauzun  lay  concealed. 

"  Your  Majesty  looks  vexed  this  afternoon,"  said  Ma- 
dame de  Montespan  in  a  softly  modulated  voice.  "  What 
has  happened  ?  " 

"  I  am  exceedingly  annoyed  about  that  afiiair  of  Lau- 
zun," replied  Louis,  seating  himself  in  an  arm-chair.  "  He 
has  again  applied  to  me  about  the  Artillery  this  morning." 

Madame  de  Montespan  leant  back  indolently  among  the 
cushions,  little  dreaming  who  was  crouching  beneath  so 
near  her,  and  placed  her  feet  upon  an  embroidered  stool. 
A  feather  fan  hung  at  her  side,  and  as  the  weather  was 
warm  she  took  it  up  and  moved  it  languidly  to  and  fro, 
gazing  absently  at  the  King,  who  awaited  her  reply. 

"  Did  you  hear  what  I  said,  Athanase  ?  I  am  annoyed 
about  Lauzun." 
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"  I  heard,  Sire ;  but  what  can  I  say  ?  You  already 
know  my  opinion  on  that  subject.     Need  I  repeat  it  ?  " 

This  was  said  in  a  careless  manner,  as  she  sank  back 
deeper  among  the  cushions. 

(Lauzun  was  all  ears.  "  She  has  given  her  opinion  then," 
he  said  to  himself.     "  I  think  I  can  guess  what  it  was.") 

"  I  promised  Lauzim  the  place,  remember,"  continued 
the  King.  "  He  certainly  merits  it ;  but  your  friend  Lou- 
vois  will  not  hear  of  his  appointment.  He  torments  me 
every  time  I  see  him  to  give  the  Artillery  to  the  Comte 
de  Lude." 

"  I  certainly  advise  you,"  returned  the  lady,  glancing 
at  herself  in  an  opposite  mirror  and  arranging  the  fringe 
of  small  curls  that  lay  on  her  forehead,  "to  be  guided  by 
the  advice  of  so  experienced  a  minister  as  Louvois,  rather 
than  listen  to  such  an  empty-headed  coxcomb  as  Lauzun." 

("Ah,  that  is  the  opinion  you  have  of  me,  is  it?" 
muttered  Lauzim.     "  Now  I  know  you,  you  traitress  !  ") 

"  But  remember,  Athanase,"  said  the  King,  taking  out 
his  snuff-box  and  applying  the  powder  to  Ms  nose  with 
great  deliberation — "  remember  his  attachment  to  me,  his 
courage." 

"  ffis  attachment  to  you,  Sire ! "  and  Madame  de 
Montespan  smiled  ironically.*    " Do  you  believe  in  it  ? " 

"  Certainly.     Then  my  word " 

"  Bah  !  your  word — ^that  is  nothing.     Withdraw  it." 

(^' Ah  !  fiend,"  exclaimed  Lauzun  in  a  low  voice,  clench- 
ing his  fists  as  well  as. his  position  allowed  him;  "this 
is  the  way  you  plead  my  cause,  is  it  ?     Curses  on  you  !  '^) 

"You  need  not  fear  for  Lauzun,"  continued  the  lady 
blandly.  "  Mademoiselle  will  take  care  of  his  interests — 
the  old  fool!" 

Madame  de  Montespan,  in  imitation  of  La  Grande  Made- 
moiselle^ bridled,  simpered,  craned  her  neck,  rounded  her 
elbows,  and  stared  superciliously  under  her  eyelids.  Louis 
laughed. 

"Spare  my  poor  cousin.  Marquise.  She  is  eminently 
ridiculous ;  but  I  love  her  sincerely.  Her  genuine  affec- 
tion for  Lauzun  touches  me." 
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"  For  my  part,  Sire,  I  cannot  understand  how  any 
woman  can  care  for  him.  He  is  such  2^  petit  maltre — ill- 
made,  short,  with  a  complexion  like  a  lemon — ^altogether 
detestable.  Not  a  man  to  my  taste,  certainly,"  added 
madame  contemptuously,  at  the  same  time  casting  a  flat- 
tering glance  at  the  King,  as  much  as  to  say,  in  his  pre- 
sence no  other  man  could  possibly  be  thought  of.  The 
King  understood  the  glance  and  the  compliment,  and 
smiled  upon  her. 

"The  ladies  are  not  on  your  side,  however,"  returned 
he.  "  They  all  adore  Lauzun.  But  about  this  command 
of  Artillery — ^to  whom  am  I  to  give  it  ?  " 

("Now  I  shaU  know  all  the  depths  of  your  treachery, 
Athanase  de  Montespan ! "  said  Lauzun  half  aloud  to  him- 
self from  under  the  couch.) 

"Did  any  one  speak?*'  asked  the  King  quickly.  "I 
thought  I  heard  a  voice." 

(Lauzun  bit  his  lips  with  vexation.) 

"  it  must  be  my  parrot.  Sire,"  answered  Madame  de 
Montespan. — "  In  giving  away  so  important  a  post  you 
ought  certainly  to  consult  the  welfare  of  France.  All 
personal  considerations  should  be  sacrificed."  De  Montes- 
pan spoke  pompously. 

("  Sacr4  Dieu .'"  murmured  Lauzun.  "  She  is  a  female 
Judas  ! ") 

"What  can  the  welfare  of  France  have  to  do  with 
this  appointment  ?  "  asked  the  King,  smiling. 

("That is  what  I  want  to  know  too,"  whispered  Lauzun. 
"  Speak,  serpent ! " ) 

"  No  man  in  France  is  better  adapted  to  fill  this  post 
than  Lauzun,"  added  Louis  gravely. 

"  How  ?  "  cried  Madame  de  Montespan,  sitting  upright, 
and  speaking  in  a  shrill  voice  and  with  much  animation, 
as  the  King  seemed  to  vacillate.  "How,  Sire  ?  Can  you 
forget  that  dissensions  between  Louvois  offended,  and 
Lauzun  imperious  (and  you  know,  Sire,  his  overbearing 
temper,  and  how  audacious  he  can  be),  must  be  exceed- 
ingly prejudicial  to  the  Stat«?" 

"  Spoken  like  an  oracle  !  "  exclaimed  the  King,  looking 
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admiringly  at  her.  *'  What  a  head  you  have  for  business, 
madame  !  You  are  as  beautiful  as  Yenus,  and  as  wise  as 
Minerva  ! " 

"  Your  Majesty  flatters  me,"  replied  the  lady,  casting 
an  enamoured  glance  at  him.  "I  only  observe  what  is 
perfectly  plain.  I  am  sure  your  Majesty's  penetration 
must  have  arrived  at  this  conclusion  already.  Remember, 
Louvois  may  resign,  if  you  affi-ont  him,"  continued  she, 
fixing  her  bright  ?yes  on  Louis. 

"  Now,  all  the  fates  prevent  it ! "  cried  Louis  with 
alarm.     "  I  should  be  lost  without  Louvois." 

"  Then  you  must  at  once  refuse  Lauzun ! "  cried  De 
Montespan  with  decision. 

f  ^^  By  heaven,  I  will  be  revenged ! "  muttered  Lauzun, 
string  ^th  sudden  rage  at  her  perfidy,  in  a  louder  voice 
than  he  was  aware  of.) 

^'  Now  I  am  certain  I  heard  some  one  speak ! "  exclaimed 
the  King,  frowning,  and  turning  his  ear  towards  the  spot 
from  which  the  sound  came.  He  paused  to  listen.  *'  Atha- 
nase,"  said  he,  rising,  and  looking  suspiciously  at  Madame 
de  Montespan,  ^'  this  is  very  strange.  I  demand  an  expla- 
nation."    His  Olympian  brow  was  knit. 

^'  Your  Majesty  is  mistaken,  you  only  heard  my  parrot  in 
the  ante-room.  Surely  you  do  not  doubt  me.  Sire ! "  added 
she  in  a  tearful  voice,  putting  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
"  Such  an  insult  would  kill  me."  Her  bosom  heaved.  "  Oh, 
Louis,  you  cannot  love  me  if  you  entertain  such  unworthy 
suspicions."     Sobs,  real  or  false,  here  stifled  her  voice. 

Meanwhile  Louis  rose  hastily,  and  looked  into  the 
comers  and  behind  all  the  cabinets,  as  if  determined  to 
make  a  thorough  investigation  of  the  whole  room.  This 
would  have  rendered  Lauzun's  position  desperate,  and  he 
positively  shook  with  terror.  Madame  de  Montespan  still 
sobbed,  her  handkerchief  pressed  to  her  eyes. 

The  King  took  a  few  turns  up  and  down  the  saloon, 
brandished  his  cane,  and  moved  some  chairs.  The  noise  he 
made  roused  the  parrot  in  the  next  room  into  a  fury. 
It  screeched  so  loud  that  for  a  time  nothing  else  could 
be  heard. 
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Finding  no  one,  Louis,  rather  embarrassed,  placed  him- 
self at  a  window.  He  looked  back  at  the  beautiful 
woman  still  weeping  on  the  settee.  "Come,  no  more 
tears,  Athanase,^'  he  said  tenderly,  approaching  her  with 
a  peilitent  look  and  taking  the  handkei^hief  from  her  face. 
"  Let  this  kiss  seal  my  pardon.     But  the  voice  was  really 

so  distinct.     I  thought  for  a  moment "     Madame  de 

Montespan  fixed  her  eyes  reproachfully  on  him.  "WeU, 
no  matter.  Then  you  advise  me  to  refuse  Lauzun  the  post 
he  desires  ?  " 

"  Certainly,"  returned  the  lady  with  decision.  She 
was  now  quite  calm  and  alive  to  business. 

A  knock  was  heard  at  the  door.  Several  gentlemen  in 
waiting,  attended  by  pages,  entered  and  ennounced  that 
supper  was  served  and  the  Queen  already  at  table. 

"  I  must  leave  you,  my  angel,"  said  the  King^  in  a 
low  voice,  rising.  "  It  is  time  you  should  prepare  for  the 
performance  of  Moliere's  play  in  the  theatre  arranged  for 
to-night.  Adieu,  my  adored  Marquise.  Forgive  my  want 
of  courtesy,"  hfe  whispered  in  her  ear.  "  But  the  parrot's 
voice  was^so  natural-I  wiU  wipe  off  my  fault^in  any 
manner  you  please^" 

"  I  ask  for  nothing.  Sire,"  replied  she  in  the  same  low 
tone,  "but  that  you  should  refuse  this  place  to  Lauzun. 
Do  this,  and  you  are  forgiven,"  and  her  eyes  beamed  on 
the  King,  who,  after  placing  his  hat,  covered  with  a  plume 
of  snowy  ostrich  feathers,  on  his  head,  raised  it,  bowed 
to  her,  and  kissed  her  hand.  Then  replacing  his  hat 
before  he  left  the  room  with  his  attendants,  he  passed  the 
outer  entrance,  where  the  gardes  du  corps,  who  never  left 
him,  presented  arms. 

Madame  de  Montespan  passed  into  her  closet. 

When  the  saloon  was  empty,  Lauzun,  crimson  in  the 
face,  foaming  with  rage,  and  much  rumpled  in  appearance, 
emerged  from  his  hidmg-place.  He  hastily  replaced  his 
wig, — so  hastily,  indeed,  that  he  put  it  on  awry, — and 
dragged  on  his  coat  with  such  violence  that  he  tore  off 
the  priceless  Malines  lace  ruffles.  Oath  after  oath  fell 
from  his  lips  as  he  dressed  himself.     "  You  shall  pay  for 
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this,  devil  of  a  Marquise  !  Morhleu^  I  will  make  you 
wince!"  he  muttered — for  he  dared  not  speak  louder 
untU  he  had  left  the  room.  This  he  did,  closing  the 
doors  with  the  utmost  precaution  behind  him. 

The  suite  of  rooms  assigned  to  Madame  de  Montespan 
led  by  a  corridor  to  the  landing  of  the  grand  marble  stair- 
case of  the  south  wing.  On  tlie  other  side  and  across 
this  landing  were  the  state  apartments,  situated  in  the 
centre  of  the  palace.  To  reach  them  Madame  de  Montespan 
must  pass  this  corridor.  Lauzun  placed  himself  behind  the 
outer  door,  and  awaited  her.  After  a  long  time  she 
appeared.  Her  hair,  just  touched  with  powder,  was  sown 
with  diamonds.  A  necklace  of  large  siugle  brilliants, 
Hnked  together  with  pearls,  lay  upon  her  neck.  Her 
dress  was  of  pink  satin,  woven  with  gold ;  the  low  body 
fitting  tightly,  displayed  to  the  utmost  advantage  her  ex- 
quisite form.  Her  train  of  violet  velvet,  bordered  by  pearls 
and  passementerie  of  gold,  swept  the  ground.  She  was  a 
miracle  of  loveliness.  Lauzun  made  her  a  profound  obei- 
sance. Taking  tiie  tips  of  her  fingers  within  his  hand, 
he  kissed  them,  and  begged  permission  to  bo  allowed 
the  honour  of  escorting  her  across  the  landing  to  the 
state  apartments.  Madame  de  Montespan  smiled;  his 
delicate  attention  flattered  her  vanity.  Her  anger  was 
appeased.  The  gay  sabreur  was  returning  to  his  allegi- 
ance. Lauzun  was  now,  too,  a  personage,  as  the  betrothed 
of  Mademoiselle,  and  cousin  to  be  of  tiie  King.  She  al- 
most repented  she  had  urged  the  King  so  strongly  to  refuse 
him  the  post  of  Grand  Master  of  the  Artillery. 

Lauzun,  speaking  in  the  softest  and  most  insinuatiug 
voice,  now  asked  her  if  she  had  condescended,  during  her 
recent  interview  with  the  King,  to  remember  his  humble 
suit  to  his  Majesty,  for  which  he  had  recommended  him- 
self to  her  all-powerful  influence  ? 

'^This  very  afternoon  L  have  done  so,"  replied  she 
with  the  utmost  eflfrontery.  "  Indeed,  I  have  urged 
your  claims  so  strongly  upon  both  his  Majesty  and 
Louvois  that  I  believe  you  will  receive  the  appointment 
to-morrow." 
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"  How  kind  you  are ! "  answered  Lauzun,  affecting  to 
smile. 

"YeSj"  returned  the  lady,  "after  all  my  eloquence, 
Monsieur  le  Comte,  you  must  be  successfiil,"  and  she 
gave  him  one  of  those  glances  out  of  her  serpent  eyes, 
whose  power  she  knew  so  well. 

"  Delightftd  ! "  rejoined  Lauzun  aloud.  "  I  am  quite 
satisfied."  Then,  placing  his  mouth  close  to  her  ear,  while 
a  Satanic  look  passed  over  his  face,  he  hissed  out,  "  Yes, 
I  am  satisfied,  for  now  I  have  fairly  unmasked  you.  You 
are  the  greatest  liar  in  his  Majesty's  domimons !  » 

As  he  spoke  her  arm  still  lay  confidingly  on  his.  In  a 
moment  he  had  seized  and  cru^ed  it  violently.  Madame 
de  Montespan  gave  a  piercing  scream. 

"Yes  !"  yelled  Lauzun,  planting  himself  before  her — 
"  yes,  I  will  prove  what  I  say.  I  have  heard  every  word 
you  said  of  me  to  the  King.     I  was  present-r-conoealedi'' 

"Ah ! "  shrieked  Madame  de  Montespan,  agonize#*with 
pain.  She  stopped,  and  leant  against  the  wall  for  support. 
A  look  of  real  terror  came  into  her  face.  She  turned  ap- 
pealingly  toward  Lauzun,  who  stood  before  her  glaring 
with  passion,  then,  overcome  by  pain  and  fright,  she  stag- 
gered, and  fainting,  or  affecting  to  faint,  fell  heavily  upon 
the  pavement.  There  Lauzun  left  her.  Without  calling 
for  help,  he  strode  rapidly  down  the  grand  staircase,  and 
disappeared. 


H  H 


CHAPTER  LXIII. 

SIGNING   THE   MARRIAGE   CONTRACT. 

A  BAY  is  at  length  fixed.  The  contract  between  Made^ 
moiselle  and  Lauznn  is  to  be  signed  at  the  Luxembourg 
Palace.  Mademoiselle  arrays  herself  in  the  white  robe  of 
an  affianced  bride.  Lauzun  is  beside  her.  He  is  ostenta- 
tiously humble ;  indeed,  he  had  never  been  'thoroughly 
civil  to  her  before. 

As  he  enters  the  boudoir  in  her  private  suite  of  apart- 
ments he  salutes  her  with  his  grandest  air,  and  kisses 
her  hand.  Mademoiselle  cannot  take  her  eyes  off  him. 
Her  senile  transports  are  ridiculous;  Lauzun  feels  that 
they  are. 

A  table  is  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  at  this  table 
sits  Boucherat,  notary  to  her  royal  highness.  He  is  dressed 
in  the  quaint,  clerical  robe,  white  bands,  and  short  wig  that 
still  distinguishes  his  profession  in  France.  The  marriage 
contract,  of  portentous  size,  lies  open  on  the  table  before 
him.  Boucherat,  a  tall,  spare  man,  with  a  singularly 
doleful  expression  of  countenance,  looks  discomposed, 
coughs  several  times,  then,  finding  that  no  one  attends 
to  him,  looks  up.  Mademoiselle  is  talking  eagerly  with 
Lauzun. 

"  Your  royal  highness, — "  begins  Boucherat,  hesitating. 
"  Will  you  permit  me  to  address  you,  madame?"  he  adds 
in  a  louder  tone,  finding  Mademoiselle  pays  no  attention 
to  him. 

"What  is  it,  my  good  Boucherat?"  asks  Mademoiselle, 
turning  round  at  last  towards  him. 

Boucherat  rises  to  his  feet.  He.  bows,  standing  on  the 
tips  of  his  toes,  then  folds  his  arms.     He  is  purple  in  the 
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face,  and  appears  to  be  suffering  acutely,  especially  as, 
suddenly  uirfolding  his  arms,  he  rubs  them  violently  to- 
gether. 

Lauzun  laughs.  Mademoiselle  cannot  altogether  com- 
mand her  countenance. 

"  I  have  known  your  royal  highness  from  a  child," 
says  Boucherat  hurriedly,  as  though  speaking  between 
spasms  of  pain.  "I  have  had  the  honour  of  serving 
your  illustrious  father,  Guston,  Due  d' Orleans,  as  notary 
before  your  birth,  exalted  lady."  Here  Boucherat  stops, 
gasps  as  if  going  into  a  fit,  wipes  his  forehead  with  his 
handkerchief,  and  adjusts  his  wig. 

Lauzun  roars  with  laughter,  and  Mademoiselle  contem- 
plates the  notary  with  silent  amazement. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  say,  great  lady,"  continues  Bou- 
cherat spasmodically,  "that  I  have  known  you  from  a 
child.  I  have  always  obeyed  you,  blindly,  as  was  my 
duty  and  my  pleasure.  I  have  obeyed  you  now,  madame," 
and  he  utters  a  sound  between  a  snort  and  a  groan.  "  I 
have  at  your  command  drawn  up  these  deeds,  as  you 
.bade  me.  But,"  and  he  again  stops,  blows  his  nose  vio- 
lently, and  makes  a  hideous  grimace,  "  I  cannot  allow 
your  highness  to  sign  these  deeds  and  contracts  without 
presuming  to  ask  you  if  you  have  fully  considered  their 
import."  Here  such  a  succession  of  twitches  and  spas- 
modic contortions  passes  over  his  countenance,  that  he 
looks  scarcely  human.  . 

"  I  have  well  considered  what  I  am  doing,  Boucherat," 
replies  Mademoiselle  loftily,  advancing  to  the  table  and 
taking  a  pen  in  her  hand. 

Lauzun,  no  longer  laughing,  stands  contemplating  Bou- 
cherat, with  a  savage  expression. 

"  Your  highness — ^permit  me," — pursues  the  notary,  not 
seeing  him.  "  Is  it  to  be  an  entire  donation  of  the  prince- 
dom of  Dombes,  the  county  of  Eu,  the  dukedom  of " 

"Yes,  yes,  Boucherat,  an  entire  donation,"  replies 
Mademoiselle,  interrupting  him. 

She  dips  the  pen  into  the  ink  and  prepares  to  sign. 

"An  entire  donation,  madame?"  gasps  Boucherat,  rising 

HH.2 
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noisily  to'  his  feet,  then  re-seating  himself,  and  repeating 
this  several  times  in  his  excitement.     "  Let  me  caution 

your  highness "     Another  snort  and  a  succession  of 

loud  coughs  silence  him. 

"  This  good  man  will  certainly  have  a  fit,"  says  Made- 
moiselle half  aloud.  "  What  can  I  do  wilii  him  ?  Do 
not  agitate  yourself,  Boucherat,"  and  she  turns  towards 
him.  She  well  knows  his  great  fidelity  and  attachment  to 
herself.  ^'Have  nb  fear.  I  know  what  I  am  about.  I 
shall  never  be  more  mistress  of  my  fortune  than  when  I 
give  it  to  this  gentleman." 

She  turns  round  and  glances  fondly  at  Lauzun,  who  is 
standing  behind  her.  She  starts  back  at  the  furious  ex- 
pression on  his  face.  He  looks  diabolical.  His  eyes  are 
fixed  on  Boucherat.     The  pen  drops  fi-om  her  hand. 

"Believe  me,  madame,  I — I  have  reason  for  my  cau- 
tion ; "  and  again  all  human  expression  passes  from  the  face 
of  the  notary  in  a  succession  of  the  most  violent  winks. 

"  How,  villain !  what  do  you  mean?"  cries  Lauzun,  ad- 
vancing.   "  I  shall  break  my  cane  on  your  back  presently." 

Boucherat  rises,  looks  for  a  moment  at  Lauzun,  then  at 
Mademoiselle,  shakes  his  head,  readjusts  his  wig,  and  re- 
seats himself. 

Mademoiselle  had  taken  the  pen — which  Lauzun  presents 
to  her  this  time — ^again  in  her  hand. 

"  Ah,  your  highness,"  groans  Boucherat,  "  I  have  done 
my  duty.     God  help  and  guard  you  ! " 

"Are  these  deeds  as  I  commanded  them,  Boucherat?" 

"  Yes,  madame ;  they  are  a  donation,  an  entire  donation, 
of  the  princedom  of  Dombes,  the " 

"Be  silent,  scoundrel !"  roars  Lauzun,  "or  by  heaven 
I  will  split  your  head  open." 

Boucherat  shudders ;  his  eyes  seem  to  turn  in  his  head ; 
a  look  of  horror  is  on  his  face. 

Mademoiselle  draws  the  parchment  towards  her. 

"  I  sign  here,"  she  says,  and  she  traces  her  name  in 
a  bold,  firm  hand,  "  Louise  de  Montpensier." 

While  she  writes,  Boucherat  digs  his  hands  into  his  wig, 
which,  pushed  to  one  side,  discloses  his  bald  head.     Then 
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with  a  piteous  glance  at  his  mistress,  he  flings  his  arms 
wildly  into  the  air. 

"Alas,  alas !  would  I  had  died  before  this !  the  prince- 
dom of  Dombes  gone — the  county  of  Eu  gone  !  Oh,  ma- 
dame  ! " 

"Be  silent,  madman !"  roars  Lauzun,  "or,  par  Dieu^  I 

will  throttle  you.'' 

******* 

The  folding-doors  leading  into  the  state  apartments  are 
now  thrown  open.  Mademoiselle  appears,  led  by  the  Comte 
de  Lauzun.  These  state  apartments  had  been  decorated  by 
her  grandmother,  Marie  de  Medici,  who  had  lived  in  this 
palace.  The  walls  are  ornamented  with  delicate  arabesqi^^, 
panelled  with  golden  borders,  and  painted  above  in  com- 
partments. The  vaulted  ceilings  are  divided  into  various 
designs,  executed  by  Eubens,  illustrating  the  life  of  his 
royal  mistress.  Around  hang  the  efi&gies  of  the  Medici  and 
the  Bourbons,  the  common  ancestors  of  Marie  de  Medici  and 
her  granddaughter. 

Mademoiselle  passes  round  the  brilliant  circle  which  forms 
itself  about  her,  still  holding  Lauzun  by  the  hand. 

"  Permit  me,"  says  she,  in  her  stateliest  manner,  taking 
her  position  at  the  top  of  the  throne-room  under  a  canopy 
— "  Permit  me  to  present  to  you  my  future  husband,  the 
Due  de  Montpensier.  Let  me  beg  all  of  you  in  future  to 
addfess  him  by  that  title  only.^^ 

The  royal  princes  present  and  the  great  personages  of 
the  Court  bow  their  acquiescence.  The  Mar6chal  de  Belle- 
fonds  advances  and  salutes  Mademoiselle. 

"  Permit  me,  madame,"  says  he,  addressing  her,  "  to 
congratulate  you  in  the  name  of  your  highness's  devoted 
Mends.  I  desire  to  thank  you  especially  in  the  name  of 
the  nobility  of  France,  whom  I  represent,  for  the  honour 
you  are  conferring  on  our  order  by  choosing  from  amongst 
us  a  consort  to  share  your  dignity.  We  esteem  Monsieur 
de  Lauzun  one  of  the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  Court; 
he  is  worthy  of  the  proud  station  for  which  you  have 
selected  him." 

"  I  thank  you,  Marechal  de  Bellefonds,  and   I  thank 
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the  nobility  of  France  whom  you  so  worthily  represent.  I 
thank  you  from  my  heart,"  and  Mademoiselle  curtseys  with 
royal  grace.  '^  No  one  is  so  well  acquainted  as  myself 
with  the  merit  of  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,'^  and  she  glances 
proudly  at  her  future  husband.  ^'  I  accept  with  pleasure 
the  sympathy  of  his  friends." 

Lauzun  bends,  and  kisses  the  hand  of  his  affianced  wife. 

Then  the  Marechal  de  Charost  steps  forth  from  a  glit- 
tering crowd  of  officers.  Charost  is  a  captain  in  the  royal 
body-guard. 

"  I  must  also  thank  your  highness  for  the  honour  you 
confer  on  the  army  of  France.  My  post  is  now  without 
price;  for  what  would  a  soldier  not  give,  what  sacrifices 
would  he  not  make,  to  become  the  brother-in-arms  of  the 
husband  of  your  highness  ?" 

A  laugh  follows  this  hearty  outburst  of  enthusiasm.  It 
is  scarcely  audible,  but  Mademoiselle  instantly  suppresses 
it  with  a  frown.  Lauzun  is  a  sacred  object  in  her  eyes, 
and  she  permits  no  jests,  however  flattering,  to  mix  with 
his  name.  Turning  towards  the  Mar6chal  de  Charost,  she 
replies  with  haughty  courtesy — 

"  I  thank  you,  Marechal,  and,  in  your  person  I  thank 
the  brave  army  of  his  Majesty,  my  cousin." 

Before  this  august  company  separates  it  is  announced 
that  the  marriage  contract  is  to  be  at  once  submitted  to 
the  King,  Queen,  the  Dauphin,  the  Due  d'0rl6ans,  and 
the  princes  of  the  blood-royal. 

The  marriage  is  to  take  place  next  day  at  Charenton,  at 
the  villa  of  the  Marquise  de  Crequi.  The  Archbishop  of 
Rheims  is  to  officiate. 


CHAPTEK   LXIV. 

PLOT  AND   COUHTERPLOT. 

Meanwhile,  Madame  de  Montespan  expatiated  to  all  the 
Court  on  the  impossibility  of  an  alliance  between  Mademoi- 
selle and  the  Comte  de  Lauziin.  That  Lauzun  should 
be  received  as  a  prince  of  the  blood  would,  according  to 
her,  for  ever  lessen  that  dignity  so  dear  to  the  heart  of  the 
monarch. 

Louvois,  her  creature — some  said  her  lover — spoke  more 
strongly.  Not  only  France,  he  said,  would  be  eternally 
disgraced,  but  his  Majesty  would  be  personally  censured  in 
every  Court  in  Europe,  for  permitting  one  of  his  nearest 
relatives  thus  to  demean  herself.  Monsieur,  father  of 
Mademoiselle,  declared  that  such  an  alliance  would  be  an 
aflfront  to  the  memory  of  his  daughter's  illustrious  grand- 
father, Henry  the  Great.  Nobles  and  ministers,  incited 
by  Louvois,  threw  themselves  at  the  King's  feet.  They 
implored  him  not  to  cloud  his  glorious  reign  by  consenting 
to  such  a  misalliance.  The  poor  weak  Queen,  worked  upon 
by  the  artifices  of  the  malicious  De  Montespan,  who,  as 
superintendent  of  her  household,  was  constantly  about  her 
person,  complained  loudly  of  the  insult  about  to  be  put 
upon  her  circle — she  a  royal  daughter  of  Spain !  All  the 
princesses  of  the  blood  joined  with  her.  The  cabal  was 
adroitly  managed.  It  attacked  the  King's  weak  side.  No 
man  was  ever  such  a  slave  to  public  opinion,  or  so  scrupu- 
lously regardful  of  appearances,  as  Louis  XIV.  To  him 
the  vox  populi  was  indeed  "  the  voice  of  God." 

About  eight  o'clock  that  evening.  Mademoiselle  was 
simimoned  to  the  Louvre  from  the  Luxembourg.  "  Was 
the  King  still  at  cards  ?  "  she  asked  the  messenger. 
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"  No ;  his  Majesty  was  in  the  apartments  of  Madame 
de  Montespan,  but  he  desired  to  see  her  highness  the  in- 
stant she  arrived." 

As  Mademoiselle  drove  into  the  quadrangle,  a  gentle- 
man in  waiting  approached  her  coach,  and  begged  her  to 
enter  by  another  door,  leading  directly  into  the  private 
apartments.  This  mystery  seemed  to  her  excited  imagina- 
tion fidl  of  evil  import.  When  she  reached  the  Kmg's 
cabinet,  some  one  ran  out  by  another  door.  It  was  Madame 
de  Montespan.  The  King  was  sitting  over  the  fire.  His 
head  rested  on  his  hand.  Mademoiselle  stood  before  him 
trembling  all  over. 

"My  cousin,"  said  the  King  at  length,  rising  and 
oflfering  her  a  seat  beside  his  own,  "  what  I  have  to  tell 
you  makes  me  wretched." 

"  Good  God !  Sire,  what  is  it  ? "  asked  Mademoiselle 
in  a  hoarse  voice.  She  had  turned  as  white  as  the 
dress  (that  of  an  affianced  bride)  she  wore.  Her  eyes 
were  fixed  upon  the  King  in  a  wild  stare. 

"  CaLn  yourself,  my  cousin,"  said  Louis  solemnly.  "  It 
is  said  by  my  ministers  that  I  am  sacrificing  you,  my 
relative,  to  the  interests  of  my  favourite  Lauzun.  I 
am  also  informed  that  Lauzun  declares  he  does  not  love 
you — ^that  it  was  you  who  offered  yourself  to  him  in 
marriage  ! " 

Mademoiselle  clasped  her  hands,  then  pressed  them  on 
her  forehead.  "  Not  love  me  ? "  she  cried.  "  What  a 
base  lie !    Lauzun  tells  me  he  adores  me." 

"  Nevertheless,  my  cousin,  such  reports  must  have  some 
foundation,"  resumed  the  King,  speaking  with  great  gra- 
vity. "They  compromise  me  in  my  royal  person;  they 
tarnish  the  glory  of  the  Crown  of  France,  which  I  wear." 
His  look  and  manner  from  grave  had  become  overbearing 
and  pompous.  It  was  quite  evident  that  whatever  touched 
his  own*  position  he  would  ruthlessly  sacrifice.  "My 
cousin,  I  have  to  announce  to  you  that  I  cannot  permit 
this  marriage."  He  spoke  in  a  loud  grating  voice,  raised 
his  eyes  to  the  ceiling,  stroked  his  chin  with  his  hand, 
and  seemed  to  swell  with  self-consciousness. 
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A  ringing  scream  was  heard  from  Mademoiselle.  She 
lay  back  on  her  arm-chair  motionless. 

Having  asserted  hi»  dignity,  and  conveyed  in  proper 
terms  to  his  cousin  that  neither  her  entreaties  nor  her 
sufferings  could  for  an  instant  be  considered  when  they 
encroached  upon  his  royal  state,  Louis  relaxed  his  rigid 
attitude,  condescended  to  turn  his  eyes  downwards  upon 
poor  Mademoiselle,  and  in  a  voice  kmd,  spite  of  his  sub- 
limity, added — 

"  I  am  very  sorry  for  you,  my  cousin,  very  sorry.  You 
have  good  cause  to  complain  of  me ;  but  my  duty  as  King 
of  France  is  supreme.  I  cannot  permit  you  to  espouse 
the  Comte  de  Lauzun." 

"Ah,  Sire — '^  groaned  Mademoiselle,  in  a  voice  so 
choked  by  agitation  it  sounded  strange  in  the  King's  ears, 
and  made  him  shudder ;  (for  his  selfish  nature  instinctively 
caused  him  to  shrink  from  every  species  of  suffering).  She 
held  out  her  hands  suppUcatingly  towards  him,  and  vainly 
essayed  several  times  to  speak.  "Ah,  Sire,"  she  said  at 
last  in  a  voice  scarcely  audible,  "  you  cannot  withdraw 
your  word — the  word  of  a  King.  Considei* — "  and  she 
stopped  and  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears.  "  Consider,  my 
cousin,  no  one  can  have  anything  to  do  with  my  marriage 
but  myself." 

No  sooner  had  she  uttered  these  words  than  Louis 
drew  himself  up  ;  the  long  curls  of  the  full-bottomed  wig 
which  covered  his  shoulders  vibrated,  and  the  diamond 
star  he  wore  on  his  coat  of  peach-coloured  satin  glistened, 
BO  sudden  had  been  his  action.  At  the  same  time,  such 
a  stony  look  came  into  his  hard  face,  as  gave  him  the  .aspect 
of  a  statue. 

"  Excuse  me,  my  cousin,  my  royal  dignity,  the  splendour 
of  my  Court,  the  esteem  of  every  crowned  head  in  Europe 
are  implicated.  You  seem  to  forget  that  you  are  bom  a 
dauffhter  of  France.  But,  madame,  I  remember  it,  and  I 
shall  shield  my  royal  name  from  dishonour  !  " 

Overcome  as  was  Mademoiselle,  she  perceived  the  mistake 
she  had  made.  Her  brain  reeled,  her  limbs  quivered  con- 
vulsively, but  she  staggered  to  her  feet. 


474  OLD   COURT   LIFE    IN    FRANCE. 

"  Oh,  Sire,  hear  me ! "  she  cried.  ^'  Let  me  implore 
you,"  and  she  threw  herself  before  him  and  claaped  his 
knees,  "do  not,  do  not  forbid  me  to  marry  my  beloved 
Lauzun.  No  ordinary  rule  applies  to  him.  Lanzun  is 
good,  great,  heroic !  Oh !  who  would  become  a  royal 
position  like  Lauzun  ?  " 

Louis  did  not  reply.  Having  sufficiently  asserted  his 
dignity,  he  no  longer  restrained  his  kindlier  feelings.  He 
put  his  arms  round  his  cousin,  and  tried  to  raise  her  from 
the  ground. 

"  No,  no ;  let  me  kneel,"  cried  she  passionately,  clinging 
to  him,  "  until  you  have  recalled  those  dreadful  words. 
Sire,  I  have  ever  respected  and  loved  you.  I  have  lived 
beside  you  as  a  sister.  Do  not — oh!  do  not  make  my 
life  desolate.  For  God's  sake,  let  me  spend  it  with  the 
only  man  I  ever  loved !  A  man  so  made  to  love.  Kill 
me  !  kill  me !  my  cousin,"  and  she  wnmg  her  hands 
convulsively;  "but,  if  I  am  to  live,  let  me  live  with 
Lauzun.      I  cannot— I  will  not  give  him  up !  " 

Louis  rose  from  the  arm-chair  on  which  he  was  seated. 
He  knelt  on  the  floor  by  her  side.  He  again  took  her  in 
his  arms,  and  laying  her  head  upon  his  breast,  he  soothed 
her  like  a  child.  Big  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks.  He 
called  her  by  every  endearing  name  to  comfort  her.  He 
did  all,  save  consent  to  her  marriage. 

Mademoiselle  was  drowned  in  tears.  Vainly  did  she, 
turning  her  swollen  eyes  upon  the  King,  who  soothed  her 
so  fondly,  strain  her  ears  to  hear,  that  one  little  word  which 
was  to  dry  them.  She  listened  irfvain ;  that  word  was  never 
to  be  spoken.  At  last,  faint  with  emotion,  she  signed  to 
the  King  to  raise  her  up,  which  he  did,  placing  her  on  a 
chair.  He  kissed  her  burning  forehead,  and  pressed  her 
dry  hands  in  his. 

''My  cousin,"  he  said,  "do  not  blame  me.  Eather 
blame  yourself.  Why  did  you  not  take  my  advice  ?  I  told 
you  to  lose  no  time.  To  marry  at  once.  You  should  have 
done  so.  Why  did  you  give  me  time  to  reflect — time  for 
others  to  reflect  ?     You  ought  to  have  obeyed  me." 

Mademoiselle   dared   not  confess  that  it  was  Lauzun's 
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fault  she  had  not  done  so,  but  at  this  recollection  a  fresh 
burst  of  grief  choked  her  utterance. 

"Alas,  Sire,"  she  moaned  at  last,  *^  when  did  you  ever 
break  your  word  before  ?  Could  I  believe  you  would  begin 
with  me  ?     To  break  your  word,  too,  in  such  a  manner ! " 

As  Louis  listened  to  her,  he  knit  his  brows,  and  looked 
gloomy  and  embarrassed. 

"  I  am  not  my  own  master,"  he  replied  coldly,  "  in 
aflGairs  touching  my  house  and  the  honour  of  my  race." 

"  Sire,  if  I  do  not  marry  Lauzun,"  groaned  Mademoiselle, 
almost  inaudibly,  "  I  shall  die.  I  never  loved  any  other 
man.  I  ask  my  life  of  you,  cousin.  Do  not  take  my  life. 
You  are  sacrificing  me  to  a  court  intrigue,"  she  added 
faintly,  catching  at  his  hand,  for  she  was  fast  losing  heart ; 
"  but  believe  me,  and  let  others  know,  that  much  as  I  love 
and  respect  your  Majesty,  and  desire  to  obey  you,  I  will 
never,  never  marry  another  man."  Holding  the  King's 
hand,  she  kissed  it,  and  ga^ed  imploringly  at  him. 

"  Dear  cousin,  do  not  be  so  unhappy,"  he  replied,  at  a  loss 
what  answer  to  make  to  such  a  home-thrust,  which  he 
knew  to  be  so  true.  "  Believe  me,  your  obedience  in  this 
matter  of  Lauzim  will  make  you  doubly  dear  to  me.  You 
can  command  me  in  all  other  ways." 

"  Nothing — nothing  can  give  life  a  value  without 
Lauzim ! "  broke  in  Mademoiselle  vehemently. 

"  My  cousin,"  answered  the  King  gravely,  "  I  cannot 
permit  you  to  be  sacrificed.  You  are  made  a  tool  of.  I 
cannot  permit  it.  Now,",  he  continued,  rising,— and  with 
difficulty  suppressing  a  Jrawn— "  you  can  have  nothing 
more  to  say  to  me.     I  shall  not  alter  my  determination." 

Mademoiselle  wrung  her  hands,  the  King  drew  her  to 
him,  and  kissed  her  on  the  forehead.  As  he  did  so,  a  tear 
dropped  upon  her  cheek. 

^*  Oh,  Sire  !"  cried  Mademoiselle,  '^  you  pity  me,  and  you 
have  the  heart  to  refuse  me !  You  are  the  master  of  my 
fate.  Have  mercy  on  me !  Do  not  give  heed  to  others. 
Ah,  Sire,  you  are  destroying  me  ! " 

^'  Come  to  me  to-morrow,  my  cousin,"  said  Louis  sooth- 
ingly, much  affected,  but  unshaken  by  her  prayers.     "  Come 
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and  tell  me  you  have  forgiven  me.     Now,  good  night,"  and 

again  he  tenderly  embraced  her.     Then  he  summoned  his 

attendants  to  conduct  her  to  her  coach. 

******  * 

Lauzun  had  played  deep  for  a  great  prize,  and  he  had  lost 
the  game.  He  broke  out  into  savage  abuse,  and  qalled  the 
King  opprobrious  names.  Absolutely  maddened  by  rage, 
he  rushed  to  the  palace.  He  was  refused  admittance.  Yet 
he  swore  and  cursed  at  the  attendants  until  he  forced 
them  to  let  him  pass.  Then  he  strode  up-stairs  to  the 
apartments  of  Madame  de  Montespan.  Here  he  found  the 
King  seated  by  her  side. 

Louis  rose,  placed  himself  in  front  of  the  Marquise, 
and  faced  him  with  a  look  of  the  gravest  displeasure. 

"  Sire,"  cried  Lauzun,  his  face  swollen  with  passion,  "  I 
am  come  to  ask  you  what  I  have  done  that  you  should 
dishonour  me  ?  " 

''Come,  come,  Lauzun,"  replied  Louis,  still  standing 
before  Madame  de  Montespan ;  "  calm  yourself." 

Lauzun  was  too  deep  in  the  royal  secrets  to  make  an  open 
breach  with  him  either  advisable  or  safe. 

"  No,  Sire,"  roared  Lauzun,  emboldened  by  the  King's 
calmness  ;  "permit  me  to  say  I  will  not  calm  myself.  I 
will  not  permit  this  humiliation.  There  is  my  sword,"  and 
he  drew  it  from  its  scabbard ;  "  your  Majesty  has  made  me 
unworthy  to  wear  it.     Take  it — take  my  life  also." 

Lauzim  presented  his  sword.  The  King  put  it  from 
him  with  an  imperious  gesture. 

"Comte  de  Lauzun,"  said  he  with  dignity,  "I  refuse 
to  accept  your  sword.  Let  it  still  be  drawn  in  my  service. 
There  is  much  to  wound  you  in  what  has  passed.  I  feel 
deeply  for  you.  But  my  duty  as  King  of  France  compels 
me  to  act  as  I  have  done." 

This  was  a  bold  assertion  in  the  presence  of  Madame 
de  Montespan,  who  sat  motionless  behind  the  King,  her 
cheeks  blanched  at  the  thought  of  what  revelations  Lauzun 
might  make  in  his  rage. 

"I  will  make  what  recompense  I  can  to  you,"  con- 
tinued the  King.     ''  You  shall  be  raised,  Comte  de  Lauzun, 
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SO  high  that  you  shall  cease  to  remember  this  marriage  you 
now  so  much  desire." 

"  Sire,  I  will  accept  no  gifts,  no  honours,  from  a  monarch 
who  has  forfeited  his  word.  Ay,  Sire,  I  repeat  it  deliber- 
ately," seeing  the  King's  glance  of  ftury  at  his  insolence, 
"forfeited  his  word.  Here  do  I  surrender  this  sword, 
which  your  Majesty  conferred  on  me.  Here  do  I  break  it. 
Sire,  in  your  face,  as  you  have  broken  your  word." 

As  he  spoke,  he  bent  his  knee,  snapped  the  blade  in 
two,  and  violently  dashed  the  fragments  on  the  ground  at 
the  King's  feet. 

"  And  you,  perfidious  woman,"  he  continued,  addressing 
Madame  de  Montespan,  "  of  whom  I  could  reveal  so  much, 
whose  treachery  I  have  proved — ^you  who  sit  there  un- 
moved— ^behold  your  handiwork !  Do  I  not  know  that  it  is  / 
you,  who,  for  your  own  wicked  purposes,  have  influenced 
my  royal  master  against  me  ?  " 

Lauzun  spoke  so  rapidly  that  all  this  had  been  said 
before  Louis  could  stop  him. 

"  Comte  de  Lauzun,"  broke  forth  the  King  in  a  voice 
unsteady  with  passion,  "leave  me — leave  the  palace,  I 
command  you.  Presume  not  to  insult  Madame  de  Montes- 
pan in  my  presence,  or" — and  he  put  out  his  hand, 
grasped  the  gold-headed  cane  which  lay  beside  him,  and 
strode  up  to  where  Lauzun  stood,  crimson  in  the  face — 
"or  I  shall  chastise  you  as  you  deserve!"  and  Louis 
brandished  the  stick  in  the  air. 

Then,  as  if  thinking  better  of  it,  his  uplifted  arm  dropped 
to  his  side,  he  drew  back  some  steps,  flung  away  the  cane 
to  the  farthest  comer  of  the  room,  and,  with  a  great  effort, 
collected  himself. 

"  Leave  me ! "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  he  strove 
with  difficulty  to  render  calm.  "  Leave  me  instantly, 
while  I  can  still  command  myself.  Go,"  and  he  extended 
his  hand  with  authority,  "go,  until  you  learn  how  to 
address  your  Sovereign." 

Notwithstanding  these  altercations,  Mademoiselle  de 
Montpensier  did  not  leave  the  Court.  She  was  gracious 
to  all  who  approached.     She  looked  happy,  even  radiant. 
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Lauzun,  also,  after  a  short  absence,  resumed  his  service 
about  the  King's  person.  He  was  sleek,  prosperous,  and 
more  haughty  than  ever.  All  this  .  was  very  strange. 
That  vindictive  beauty,  Madame  de  Montespan,  could  not 
understand  it.  Her  vengeance  after  all  had  failed.  The 
matter  must  be  looked  into.  Spies  were  immediately  set. 
Every  means  of  inquiry  the  State  could  command  was 
brought  to  bear  on  Lauzun  and  the  Princess.  Their  secret 
was  soon  discovered.     They  were  married  ! 

Madame  de  Montespan  rushed  to  the  King,  and 
announced  the  tremendous  fact.  Lauzun  was  instantly 
arrested,  and  imprisoned  at  Pignerol.  Mademoiselle, 
plunged  in  the  depths  of  despair,  left  the  Court  for  her 
ChS,teau  of  Eu,  on  the  coast  of  Normandy. 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

THE    ROYAL    GOVERNESS. 

It  was  the  King's  habit,  when  at  Saint-Germain,  to  hear 
early  mass  in  the  chapel.  On  his  return,  he  passed  through 
the  great  gallery  in  which  the  Court  was  assembled,  to 
make  their  morning  salutations  to  him.  There  he  also 
received  the  petitions  of  all  who  had  sufficient  interest  to 
gain  admittance.  A  woman,  tall,  finely  formed,  and  of 
ample  proportions,  with  a  stealthy  glance  out  of  magnificent 
black  eyes,  a  well-curved  mouth,  and  a  composed  and 
dignified  bearing, — quite  a  style  to  suit  the  royal  taste, — 
with  a  black  sHk  scarf  edged  with  lace  thrown  over  her 
head,  and  wearing  a  dress  of  common  materials,  but  skil- 
fully designed  to  set  off  her  rounded  figure  to  the  best 
advantage,  presented  herself  before  him.  In  her  hand  she 
held  a  petition,  at  the  top  of  which,  in  large  letters,  was 
written:  "The  Widow  Scarron  most  humbly  prays  his 
Majesty  to  grant " 

Louis  read  no  more ;  his  eye  was  gratified  by  the 
petitioner,  not  by  the  petition,  which  he  put  into  his  pocket 
and  forgot.  But  the  lady  appeared  so  often,  standing  in 
the  same  place  in  the  gallery  of  Saint-Germain,  that 
his  Majesly  W  weary  of  ler  VigU.  At  length  he  turned 
his  back  upon  her. 

rran9oise  d'Aubigne,  of  the  Protestant  family  of  that 
name,  had  married  in  her  youth  the  poet  Scarron — ^a  dwarf, 
deformed  and  bedridden,  a  lover  of  loose  company,  and  a 
writer  of  looser  songs — for  her  bread.  Scarron  di^ew  up  the 
marriage  contract  without  the  assistance  of  a  notary.  The 
dower  of  Fran^oise  was  four  pounds  a  year,  two  large  black 
eyes,  a  fine  bust,  well-shaped  hands,  and  a  great  deal  of 
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esprit.  Scarron  covenanted  to  contribute  a  hump  on  his 
back,  plenty  of  brains,  and  a  pension  granted  to  him  by  the 
Queen-Regent,  Anne  of  Austria,  as  le  mahde  de  la  Reine. 
He  regretted  he  could  not  oflfer  either  hands  or  feet,  both 
being  paralyzed.  But  he  can  assure  his  fiancSe  of  a 
dower  which  she  will  gladly  accept — Immortality  :  a  pre- 
diction made  in  derision,  which  was  strangely  justified  by 
events. 

In  the  house  of  her  husband,  this  enticing  daughter  of 
the  d'Aubignes  learned  early  "  to  be  all  things  to  all  men." 
She  copied  her  husband's  ribald  songs  for  him,  she  enter- 
tained his  promiscuous  circle  of  friends — the  gross  Villar- 
ceaux,  Ninon  de  I'Enclos,  Mademoiselle  de  Scuderi,  a  lady 
of  the  highest  virtue,  but  who  affected  Bohemian  society, 
and  many  others. 

In  process  of  time,  Madame  Scairon's  youth,  beauty, 
and  talents  opened  to  her  the  salon  of  the  Mar6chal  d'Al- 
bret,  where  she  made  the  acquaintance  of  Madame  de 
Sevigne,  and  Madame  de  Chalais,  to  become  the  Princesse 
des  XJrsins.  She  also  made  a  much  more  important 
acquaintance  in  Madame  de  Montespan.  When  Scarron 
died,  she  found  herself  without  a  resource  in  the  world. 
The  King  had  disregarded  her  petition.  By  her  friends' 
interest  she  obtained  a  place  in  the  household  of  the 
Princesse  de  Nemours,  affianced  to  the  King  of  Portugal. 
Before  quitting  France,  she  called  on  all  she  Imew.  Among 
others,  she  visited  Madame  de  Montespan.  To  her  she 
related  her  ill-success  at  Saint-Germain. 

^'  Why  did  you  not  come  to  me  ?  "  asked  the  favourite. 
"  I  would  have  protected  you.  I  will  now  take  charge  of 
your  petition,  and  I  will  see  that  his  Majesty  reads  it."  • 

''What!"  cried  Louis,  when  he  saw  the  well-known 
name,  "  the  Widow  Scarron  again  ?  Why,  I  am  deluged 
with  her  petitions.  She  is  become  a  Court  proverb,  *as 
importunate  as  the  Widow  Scarron.'  What  do  you  know 
of  the  Widow  Scarron,  Athanase  ?  " 

The  petition  for  the  pension  was  nevertheless  granted, 
and  la  Veuve  Scarron^  notwithstanding  many  scandalous 
reports  of  the  past,  was  appointed  governess  to  the  Ulegiti- 
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mate  children  bom  to  the  King  and  Madame  de  Mooites- 
pan.  Her  devotion  to  her  charges  was  extraordinary. 
The  King,  an  attached  father,  was  favourably  impressed. 
He  showed  his  approbation  by  a  liberal  allowance,  out 
of  which  was  purchased  the  chslteau  and  estate  of  Main- 
tenon,  lying  in  a  picturesque  valley  beside  a  river, 
sheltered  by  hills,  in  a  woodland  district  between  Ver- 
sailles and  Chatres.  From  this  time  the  Widow  Scarron 
was  known  as  the  Marquise  de  Maintenon,  and  became 
a  devout  Catholic.  She  had  her  own  apartments  at 
Court,  and  cut  all  her  disreputable  friends.  She  was 
constantly  present  when  the  King  visited  Madame  de 
Montespan. 

In  the  meantime,  Mademoiselle  de  Montpensier  returned 
to  Court.  Louis  XIV.  could  not  tolerate  the  absence  of 
any  of  the  princes  arid  princesses  of  the  blood-royal,  stars 
of  the  first  magnitude  in  that  heaven  where  he  blazed  forth 
the  centre  of  life  and  light.  Louis  had  sent  a  message 
to  her.  Mademoiselle  therefore  dried  her  eyes,  and  appeared 
in  her  usual  place  in  the  circle.  Surely,  she  thinks,  the 
King  will  appreciate  the  sacrifice  she  is  making  in  being 
present  at  festivities  which,  by  recalling  so  vividly  the 
image  of  Lauzun,  drive  her  to  despair  ! 

A  ballet  is  to  take  place  at  Versailles  ;  the  King-  is  to 
dance.  Mademoiselle  forces  herself  to  be  present.  She 
looks  old,  sad,  and  ill.  She  is  preoccupied.  Her  thoughts 
are  with  Lauzun,  in  the  mountain-bound  fortress  of  Pig- 
nerol.  There  is  but  one  person  present  in  that  vast  com- 
pany she  cares  about.  With  him  she  yearns  to  speak.  It 
is  d'Artagnan,  Captain  of  the  Musketeers,  who  accom- 
panied Lauzun  to  Pignerol. 

D'Artagnan,  a  Gascon,  is  a  countryman  of  Lauzun. 
He  perfectly  understands  the  part  he  has  to  play  with 
Mademoiselle ;  a  part,  indeed,  he  had  carefully  rehearsed 
with  Lauzun  while  they  were  together.  All  the  time  the 
ballet  lasts,  d'Artagnan,  in  immediate  attendance  on  the 
King,  keeps  his  eyes  fixed  on  Mademoiselle  with  a  sorrow- 
ful expression.  This  agitates  her  extremely ;  she  has  the 
greatest  difficulty  in  keeping  her  scat  beside  the  Queen. 

1  I 
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Supper  is  served  in  the  Queen's  apartment.  Louis  and 
Maria  Theresa  sit  under  a  canopy  of  cloth  of  gold.  Hun- 
dreds of  wax  lights  blaze  in  gilded  stands,  and  the  King's 
twenty-four  violins  play.  The  Dauphin,  Maden^oiseUe, 
and  all  the  princes  and  princesses  of  the  blood  present,  are 
seated  at  the  table.  The  ushers  and  attendants  admit  the 
public  to  gaze  at  their  Majesties.  Every  well-dressed 
person  can  enjoy  this  privilege,  and  the  staircases  and 
passages  are  filled  with  crowds  ascending  and  descending. 

When  the  tedious  ceremony  is  over,  Mademoiselle  places 
herself  near  the  door,  and  signs  to  d'Artagnan  to 
approach. 

*' Ah,  Captain  d'Artagnan,  I  saw  you  looking  at  me  all 
the  time  of  the  ballet,"  she  says,  with  a  sigh. 

D'Artagnan,  a  bluff,  soldierly  fellow,  but  crafty  withal, 
and  shrewd,  a  good  friend  and  a  bitter  hater,  salutes  her 
respectfully. 

*' D'Artagnan,"  continues  Mademoiselle,  moving  closer 
beside  him,  and  dropping  her  voice  into  a  whisper,  "  you 
have  something  to  tell  me.  I  see  it  in  your  face.  You 
accompanied  Monsieur  de  Lauzun  to  Pignerol.  Tell  me 
everything  you  can  remember."  Her  maimer  is  quick  and 
hurried,  her  breath  comes  fast. 

*'Tour  highness,  I  left  the  Comte  de  Lauzun  in  good 
health." 

''Thank  God!"  ejaculated  Mademoiselle,  clasping  her 
hands. 

She  feels  so  faint  she  is  obliged  to  ask  the  Queen's  per- 
mission to  open  a  window. 

''  Was  he  indisposed  on  his  long  journey  ?" 

''  No,  madame ;  he  was  perfectly  well.  I  never  left  him. 
Even  at  night  I  slept  in  the  same  chamber.  Such  were 
my  instructions." 

''  Did  he  speak  to  you  of  me?"  asked  Mademoiselle  in  a 
faltering  voice,  blushing  deeply. 

"  Constantly,  your  highness.  He  spoke  of  you  with  the 
utmost  devotion.  Next  to  the  grief  Monsieur  de  Lauzun 
felt  at  parting  from  your  royal  highness,  I  am  persuaded  he 
suffered  most  from  the  displeasure  of  his  Majesty." 
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"  Proceed,  I  entreat  you,"  breaks  in  Mademoiselle  eagerly. 
"Every  word  you  say  is  inexpresibly  precious  to  me. 
When  did  Lauzun  first  speak  to  you  of  me,  and  what  did 
he  say?" 

"  I  must  tell  you,"  continues  the  artfal  d'Artagnan, 
watching  her  as  a  cat  does  a  mouse — *'  I  must  tell  your 
highness  that  before  these  unfortunate  events  I  had  avoided 
the  Comte  de  Lauzun.    I  imagined  he  despised  every  one." 

Mademoiselle  shakes  her  head. 

"  Proper  pride — a  conscious  superiority,"  she  murmurs. 

"  Well,  madame,  when  he  was  arrested  on  St.  Catherine's 
day,  at  Saint-Germain,  the  Comte  de  Rochefort  brought 
him  into  the  guard-room,  and  consigned  him  to  me.  I 
started  at  once  with  him  on  his  journey  to  Pignerol.  From 
time  to  time  he  gazed  at  me,  but  did  not  utter  a  single 
word.  When  we  passed  your  villa  at  Petit  Bourg,  he 
groaned,  and  tears  gathered  in  his  eyes." 

"  Poor  Lauzun !"  says  Mademoiselle  softly,  lifting  up  her 
eyes. 

"^That  villa,'  said  the  Count  to  me,  'belongs  to 
Mademoiselle.  Words  cannot  tell  what  I  owe  her.  She 
is  as  good  as  she  is  great.' " 

"  Did  Lauzun  really  say  this  ??'  asks  Mademoiselle,  with 
melting  eyes. 

"He  did,  madame,"  rejoins  d'Artagnan  with  secret 
exultation  at  seeing  how  the  bait  is  swallowed.  "  '  I  am 
unhappy.  Captain  d'Artagnan,'  he  went  on  to  say,  '  un- 
happy, but  not  guilty.  I  have  served  my  King  faithfully. 
I  have  worshipped  Mademoiselle — not  for  her  wealth,  but 
for  herself.' " 

Mademoiselle  puts  her  handkerchief  to  her  eves.  She 
is  convulsed  with  suppressed  sobs. 

"  Yes,  madame ;  this  and  much  more  was  said  by  the 
Count.  Indeed,  his  words  were  so  touching  that,  soldier 
as  I  am,  I  wept,  your  highness — I  really  wept." 

"  Excelletit  man,"  miitters  Mademoiselle,  stretching  out 
her  hand  towards  him.  "  I  shall  not  forget  this  evidence 
of  your  appreciation  of  so  noble  a  gentleman." 

D'Artagnan  makes  a  profound  obeisance. 

II  2 
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("  My  promotion  is  now  assured,"  he  says  to  himself, 
"  as  well  as  poor  Lauzim's  pardon.  Mademoiselle  has  great 
interest  with  his  Majesty.") 

D' Artagnan  passes  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  as  if  to  brush 
away  tears,  which  he  does  not  shed. 

"I  have  seen  much  since  I  served  his  Majesty," — ^he 
continues  in  broken  sentences,  simulating  deep  grief.  "  I 
am  an  observer  of  human  nature ; — ^but  never — never  did 
I  know  a  man  of  such  elevation  of  mind,  with  feelings  so 
warm,  so  genuine,  as  Monsieur  de  Lauzun.  The  charms 
of  his  person,  the  dignity  of  his  maimers,  his  fortitude 
and  patience  in  adversity,  are  more  honourable  to  him 
than  the  splendour  of  his  position  as  the  first  nobleman 
in  France." 

Mademoiselle,  unable  to  contain  her  feelings,  lays  her 
hand  upon  d'Artagnan's  hand,  and  presses  it. 

^'Tour  penetration  does  you  honour,  Monsieur  d'Artagnan. 
Yet  so  mean,  so  base  is  the  envy  of  a  Court,  that  it  is 
whispered  about,  loud  enough  even  for  me  in  my  exalted 
position  to  hear,  that  Lauzun  cares  only  for  my  revenues 
— not  for  myself." 

''  Good  God,  what  a  slander !"  cried  d'Artagnan,  with  a 
face  of  well-simulated  horror. 

"  Yes ;  but  I  do  not  believe  it,"  hastily  adds  Mademoiselle. 

"  I  can  pledge  my  honour  as  a  soldier,  your  highness,  it 
is  a  lie,"  bi^eaks  in  d'Ai'tagnan,  anxious  for  his  friend's 
prospects. 

"  I  know  it — I  know  it,"  answers  Mademoiselle  with 
triumph. 

"  Ah,  madame,"  continues  d'Artagnan,  shaking  with 
suppressed  laughter,  "  did  I  not  fear  to  offend  your  delicacy, 
I  could  say  more." 

^'Ah!  did  Lauzun  speak  often  of  me?"  she  asks, 
and  a  fire  comes  into  her  sunken  eyes.     "  Tell  me." 

"  He  spoke  of  nothing  else.  Day  and  night  your  name 
was  on  his  lips.     My  honour  as  a  Gascon  upon  it.^' 

'^  Eepeat  this  to  me,"  cries  Mademoiselle  with  ecstasy. 

''You  little  know,  your  highness,  what  tortures  he 
suffers  at  being  separated  from  you." 
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"  Alas !    Monsieur  d'Artagnan,  he  cannot  suffer  more   . 
than  I !"  and  Mademoiselle's  sigh  is  almost  a  gi-oan. 

"  Your  highness  has  gi-eat  influence  over  his  Majesty. 
Is  it  possible  that  his  imprisonment  may  be  shortened?" 

"  Can  you  doubt  that  my  whole  life,  my  influence,  my 
wealth,  all  I  have,  will  be  devoted  to  this  object?" 
exclaims  Mademoiselle. 

C' Good,"  thinks  d'Artagnan ;  "I  have  served  my  poor 
friend,  and  I  hope  myself,  well.  What  an  imbecile  she 
is!") 

At  this  moment  there  is  a  general  move.  The  Queen, 
who  has  been  playing  cards,  rises,  and  Mademoiselle  is 
forced  to  accompany  her. 

Years  pass;  and  Lauzun  still  remains  a  prisoner  at 
Pignerol. 

Mademoiselle  is  at  the  Luxembourg.  She  is  sitting 
in  her  closet  writing,  when  a  page  enters,  and  announces 
Madame  de  Maintenan.  This  lady  is  now  thfe  recognised 
governess  of  the  legitimatised  children  of  the  King,  the 
bosom  friend  of  their  mother,  the  Marquise  de  Montespan. 
Already  she  is  scheming  to  supplant  her  in  the  King's 
affections.  Madame  de  Maintenon  is  singularly  handsome. 
Her  face  is  pale ;  her  complexion  marble-like ;  her  eyes 
are  large  and  lustrous,  though  somewhat  fixed  and  stem. 
Her  glossy,  dark  hair  is  raised  high  on  her  head,  and  a 
mantilla  of  lace  is  thrown  over  it.  Her  dress  is  of  a 
sombre  colour,  but  of  the  richest  material.  It  rustles 
along  the  ground,  as,  with  measured  steps,  she  advances 
towards  Mademoiselle.  The  latter  is  conscious  of  the 
stately  bearing  of  the  governess,  who  dares  not,  however, 
presume  first  to  address  her.  Mademoiselle  does  not  rise, 
but  bends  her  head  in  acknowledgment  of  her  salutation, 
and  signs  to  Madame  de  Maintenon  to  be  seated. 

"  You  axe  come  alone,  madame,"  says  the  Princess.  ^'  I 
should  have  rejoiced  to  see  your  little  charges — those  dear 
children  of  whom  I  am  so  fond.    Are  they  well  ?" 

"I  am  happy  to  inform  your  highness  they  are  in 
perfect  health.  The  Due  de  Maine  looked  lovely  this 
morning  when   he  went  with  me  to  mass  in  the  royal 
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chapel. .  I  have  come  to  bring  you  a  Kttle  letter  he  has 
written  to  your  highness,"  and  the  Marquise  presents  a 
note  addressed  in  a  schoolboy's  hand.  "  Ever  since  he  has 
corresponded  with  you,  during  his  stay  in  Holland  and  at 
Barege,  he  finds  such  pleasure  in  writing  to  you,  I  do  not 
like  to  forbid  it." 

^^  The  dear  child !  I  love  him  greatly,"  replies  Mademoi- 
selle, secretly  wondering  on  what  errand  Madame  de 
Maintenon  has  come. 

"  I  have  the  honour  to  inform  your  royal  highness," 
says  the  Marquise  after  a  pause,  fixing  her  black  eyes 
keenly  upon  her,  "  my  visit  to  you  is  official.  I  come 
fi'om  the  King." 

Mademoiselle  falls  back  in  her  chair;  a  mist  gathers 
before  her  eyes.  /^  It  must  be  about  Lauzim  she  has 
come  !"  is  her  first  thought. 

"But  before  I  proceed  to  the  subject  of  my  mission," 
continues  Madame  de  Maintenon,  speaking  in  a  clear 
metallic  voice,  and  all  the  while  contemplating  Mademoiselle 
as  if  she  were  an  object  of  minute  study — "but  before 
I  proceed,  allow  ifie  to  offer  to  your  higlmess  the  compli- 
ments of  Madame  de  Montespan,  who  is  hunting  at  Clugny 
with  the  King.  She  bids  me  pray  you  to  think  of  every- 
thing to  please  his  Majesty,  in  order  that  he  may  be 
inclined  to  grant  what  you  have  so  much  at  heart." 

Mademoiselle  colours,  and  presses  her  hand  to  her  heart, 
so  violently  does  it  throb. 

"  Madame  de  Montespan,"  continues  the  Marquise,  "  has 
the  highest  admiration  for  the  constancy  and  the  fortitude 
you  have  shown  on  a  certain  subject,  madame.  •  May  I 
add  my  tribute  of  sympathy  also  ?" 

Mademoiselle  smiles,  and  bows  graciously.  She  is  not 
ignorant  of  the  growing  power  of  the  governess,  and  her 
high  favour  with  the  Kmg. 

"  We  who  live  at  Court,"  adds  the  Marquise  loftily, 
"  know  too  well  how  often  great  princes  forget  those 
whom  they  once  loved.  Your  highness  is  an  illustrious 
exception.  May  I,  madame,  be  permitted  to  address  you 
on  this  delicate  subject  ?     It  is  the  purpose  of  my  visit." 


THE   ROYAL   GOVERNESS.  487 

^^  I  entreat  you  to  speak,"  cries  Mademoiselle,  greatly 
excited.  "  Tell  me  at  once.  I  cannot  bear  suspense.  Is 
his  Majesty  about  to  liberate  Monsieur  de  Lauzun  after  so 
many  years  of  imprisonment  ?  " 

"Well,"  replies  Madame  de  Mainten6n,  with  an  air 
of  immense  importance,  "  you  shall  judge,  Princess.  Hi«^ 
Majesty  thinks  that  it  is  possible,  under  -  certain  con- 
ditions  " 

"  Will  he  acknowledge  Lauzun  as  my  husband  ?" 

"He  will  never  sanction  the  marriage,  your  highness," 
answers  the  Marquise  decidedly,  avoiding  Mademoiselle's 
eager  gaze. 

Here  is  a  blow !  Mademoiselle  is  absolutely  stunned. 
Madame  de  Maintenon  proceeds  in  the  same  monotonous 
tone : — 

"  His  Majesty  has  considered  the  possibility  of  liberating 
Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  but  there  are  difficulties,  not  perhaps 
insurmountable,  but  which  at  present  render  his  gracious 
intention  impossible." 

"Name  them,"  cries  Mademoiselle  almost  fiercely,  sud- 
denly sitting  upright  in  her  chair — "name  thenr* instantly." 
She  has  turned  ashy  pale ;  her  hands,  which  she  extends 
towards  the  other  lady  in  her  agitation,  tremble.  She  is 
a  pitiable  object. 

"Why,  the  fact  is,"  and  the  wily  governess  hems 
once  or  twice,  gives  a  slight  cough,  then  clears  her 
voice,  "  his  Majesty  does  not  choose  that  the  principality 
of  Dombes  and  the  Chateau  and  estates  of  Eu,  with 
which  he  is  informed  you  have  invested  Monsieur  de 
Lauzun,  should  go  out  of  the  royal  family.  This  is 
the  difficulty  which  at  present  weighs  with  the  King. 
Madame  de  Montespan  uses  all  her  eloquence  in  your 
favour,  madame." 

"I  am  obliged  to  her,"  answers  Mademoiselle  drily. 
"  It  was  rumoureid  that  she  was  the  person  who  caused  lus 
Majesty  to  withdraw  his  consent  to  my  marriage." 

This  is  dangerous  ground,  and  Madame  de  Maintenon 
hastens  to  change  the  subject ;  for  she  well  knows  how 
true  are  Mademoiselle's  suspicions. 
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"  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  King's  reasons,"  is  her 
cautious  rejoii;ider.  "  Doubtless  they  are  excellent."  Then 
she  glances  towards  the  door  as  if  about  to  go.  "  Even 
with  your  royal  highness  I  must  be  excused  canvassing 
what  these  reasons  are.  I  came  simply  to  deliver  a  message 
with  which  I  was  entrusted,  and  to  carry  back  to  his 
Majesty  your  answer." 

This  speech,  delivered  with  the  most  freezing  coldness, 
almost  frightens  Mademoiselle  into  a  fit.  She  is  quite 
unable  to  argue  with  Madame  de  Maintenon,  greatly  her 
superior  in  intellect  and  in  craft,  specially  now,  when  her 
excited  feelings  barely  permit  her  to  understand  what  is 
passing.  She  has  sense,  however,  to  make  a  sign  to  the 
Marquise,  intimating  her  pleasure  that  she  should  not 
depart,  which  she  is  preparing  to  do. 

^*  His  Majesty  observed,"  continues  that  lady,  looking 
steadfastly  out  of  the  window,  "  that  it  seems  strange  these 
royal  appanages  should  pass  away  into  an  undistinguished 
family,  while  those  who  are  near  and  most  dear  to  his 
Majesty  are  at  this  time  absolutely  portionless — the  Due 
de  Maine,  for  instance." 

"  What ! "  exclaims  Mademoiselle,  "  is  it  only  by  enrich- 
ing the  Due  de  Maine  that  the  Comte  de  Lauzun  can  be 
liberated?"  As  she  puts  this  question  her  eyes  flash, 
and  her  brow  darkens.  Then,  seeing  the  stony  gaze  of 
the  imperturbable  Marquise  fixed  upon  her,  she  composes 
herself,  and  awaits  her  reply  with  more  calmness. 

"  I  must  again  entreat  your  highness  to  remember," 
answers  Madame  de  Maintenon,  rising  from  her  ,chair,  and 
dropping  her  eyes  on  the  ground  with  affected  humility, 
''  that  I  am  here  only  as  an  ambassadress.  I  beg  your 
highness  to  excuse  aught  I  may  have  said  to  offend  you. 
But,  as  I  perceived  a  way  of  accommodation  open,  I  ventured 
to  approach  you  as  a  mediator — simply  as  a  mediator." 
These  last  words  are  spoken  with  a  kind  of  unctuous 
hypocrisy  peculiar  to  herself.  "Now,  madame,  if  you 
permit,  I  will  take  my  leave.  My  duties  call  me  back 
to  my  beloved  charges.  I  have  been  absent  too  long 
already." 
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Forthwith,  every  device  was  used  to  force  Mademoiselle 
into  compliance.  The  little  Due  de  Maine  was  represented 
as  being  foilder  of  her  than  of  any  other  creature  breathing 
— one  of  those  singular  attachments,  in  fact,  that  are 
sometimes  observed  in  children,  and  are  quite  imaccoimt- 
able.  To  favour  this  assertion,  the  worthy  pupil  of  Madame 
de  Maintenon  was  educated  in  a  system  of  deceit.  Every 
morning  he  addressed  a  little  billet-doux  to  Mademoiselle, 
represented  as  the  genuine  eflftision  of  a  yoimg  and  innocent 
heart,  the  same  billet-doux  having  been  indited  by  his 
governess  overnight  and  copied  by  himself.  Bouquets, 
presents,  kisses,  and  caresses  were  lavished  in  the  same 
manner.  The.  child  played  his  part  so  well  that  Made- 
moiselle actually  believed  at  last  in  this  simulated  attach- 
ment. Madame  de  Montespan  failed  not,  also,  to  pay  the 
utmost  court  to  Mademoiselle,  and  represented  to  her  how 
earnestly  she  used  her  influence  in  order  to  induce  the 
King  to  liberate  Lauzun.  After  these  manoeuvres  had 
been  continued  for  some  time,  and  the  two  intrigantes  deemed 
that  the  mind  of  Mademoiselle  was  sufficiently  prepared, 
Madame  de  Maintenon  again  set  forth  t^  pay  her  another 
visit  at  the  Luxembourg  Palace. 

This  time  she  at  once  announced  that  the  King  had 
determined  to  liberate  Lauzun.  Mademoiselle,  in  tran- 
sports of  joy  at  the  intelligence,  so  far  forgot  her  dignity 
as  to  embrace  the  cunning  messenger,  and  to  load  her  with 
thanks. 

After  this  ebullition  had  a  little  subsided,  Madame  de 
Maintenon  gravely  begged  Mademoiselle  not  to  thank 
her.  She  again  acted  merely  as  an  ambassadress,  she  said. 
"But,"  she  adds,  "there  is  one  person  who  does  deserve 
her  thanks ;  for  nothing  can  exceed  the  earnestness  with 
which  he  has  urged  her  highness's  petition.  Nay,  he 
has  not  feared  to  encounter  tite  King's  anger,  so  constant, 
so  energetic  have  been  his  prayers.  It  is  to  him  her 
gratitude  is  due." 

"Who  can  have  been  this  friend — ^this  benefactor?" 
cried  the  Princess.  "  Tell  me,  I  implore  you,  that  I  may 
load  him  with  my  gratitude." 
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"I  can  quite  understand  your  feelings,"  returned 
Madame  de  Maintenon ;  "  your  wish  to  be  informed  of 
the  name  of  this  unknown  benefactor  is  most  natural ; 
but  to  gratify  you,  I  must  break  a  promise — a  most  solenm 
promise — I  have  made  never  to  reveal  his  name.  He  did 
not  desire  to  be  known;  he  wished  to  serve  you  in 
secret." 

"Don't  talk  to  me  of  secrecy,  madame,  in  such  a 
moment.  Tell  me  at  once  to  whom  I  am  so  deeply  in- 
debted." 

"  If  I  must  speak,"  replied  the  inimitable  De  Maintenon 
(rejoicing  at  the  success  of  her  manoeuvres),  "  it  is  the  Due 
de  Matney  who  prevailed  on  his  father  to  grant  the  petition 
he  knew  would  so  delight  his  beloved  friend  and  pro- 
tectress. The  affection  he  feels  towards  you  is  indeed 
something " 

"The  darling  child!"  exclaimed  Mademoiselle,  "how 
I  love  him  !  Is  it  possible  he  has  done  this  for  me  !  How 
can  I  reward  him  ? — ^what  can  I  do  to  show  him  how 
grateful  I  am?" 

This  was  precisely  the  point  to  which  Madame  de  Mainte- 
non had  been  labouring  to  bring  the  Princess.  She  now 
artfully  observed  that  there  was  only  one  way  of  rewarding 
the  dismterested  attachment  of  the  Due  de  Maine  in  a 
manner  worthy  of  Mademoiselle.  1  feel  bound,  however," 
she  continued,  "to  warn  your  highness  that,  after  all 
that  has  been  said,  and  the  personal  interest  his  Majesty 
feels  in  the  success  of  these  negotiations,  he  will  be  so 
incensed  at  any  withdrawal  on  your  part  now,  that  your 
personal  liberty — ^yes,  madame,"  she  repeated,  seeing  the 
Princess's  look  of  terror,  "your  personal  liberty  will  be 
in  danger.     You  may  be  sent  to  the  Bastille ! " 

The  mention  of  such  a  possibility  alarmed  Mademoiselle 
beyond  measure,  and  she  anxiously  inquired  of  Madame 
de  Maintenon  if  she  thought  there  was  any  chance  of  such 
a  misfortune  ? 

"  Not  if  by  your  generosity  you  bind  his  Majesty,  as  it 
were,  to  fulfil  the  pledge  he  has  now  given,"  was  the 
discreet  reply. 
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Thus  did  Madame  de  Maintenon  unfold  her  tactics,  and 
work  on  the  weak  mind  of  the  love-sick  Princess.  She  saw 
that  the  point  was  already  gained,  and,  fearing  to  destroy 
the  favourable  impression  she  had  made,  left  Mademoiselle 
to  ruminate  on  the  approaching  return  of  Lauzun,  and  all 
the  happiness  in  store  for  her.  Hastening  back  to  Ver- 
sailles, she  communicated  her  success  to  the  King  and 
to  Madame  de  Montespan,  who  were  equally  delighted  at 
the  triumph  of  their  unworthy  artifices. 


CHAPTER  LXVI. 

CONNUBIAL   BLISS. 

The  Due  de  Maine  was  invested  with  the  principality 
of  Dombes  and  the  county  of  Eu.  The  deeds  were  signed 
in  Madame  de  Montespan's  apartments  at  Versailles. 

The  sacrifice  once  made  nothing  could  exceed  the  ecstasy 
of  Mademoiselle.  After  a  separation  of  many  years,  Lauzun 
would  be  restored  to  her  arms  !  He  was  free — he  would 
be  with  her  in  a  few  days !  The  exquisite  certainty  of 
bliss  intoxicated  her  senses. 

On  her  return  to  the  Luxembourg  she  flew  to  her 
room,  and  took  a  hand  mirror  from  her  toilette.  She  gazed 
at  herself  in  it  attentively ;  she  asked  herself,  as  she  has 
already  done  a  himdred  times  before,  "  Can  he  still  love 
me?  Are  my  eyes  bright?  Are  my  cheeks  rosy?  Is 
my  hair  abundant  as  in  the  old  days  when  Lauzun  praised 
it?" 

The  examination  satisfied  her.  Joy  had  effaced  the 
wrinkles,  and  brought  a  passing  bloom  back  'to  her  face. 
She  overlooked  her  grey  locks,  those  she  could  powder. 
Her  lips  parted  into  a  smile.  While  she  was  still  looking 
at  herself,  and  turning  her  head  in  various  positions  in 
order  to  catch  the  light,  a  page  entered,  and  announced, 
*^  Monsieur  de  Baraille "  (he  was  a  Mend  of  Lauzun). 
Baraille's  sudden  entrance  startled  her.  She  turned  round 
abruptly,  stumbled  against  a  chair,  and  the  mirror,  an  oval 
of  rock  crystal  set  in  a  gold  frame,  dropped  from  her  hand. 

"  Ah  !  Monsieur  de  Baraille,"  she  cried,  looking  at  the 
fragments  which  strewed  the  floor,  "why  did  you  come 
in  so  suddenly  ?     This  is  a  dreadful  omen." 
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Mademoiselle  de  Montpensier  is  at  Choisy.  The  agita- 
tion of  her  mind  is  indescribable.  She  has  the  gravest 
reasons  for  displeasure.  Lauzun  is  in  France,  but  shows 
no  desire  to  see  her. 

At  last  he  makes  his  appearance.  He  is  dressed  in  an 
old  uniform,  which  he  had  worn  before  his  imprisonment ; 
it  was  now  too  short,  and  too  small  for  him,  and  shabby 
and  torn.  His  hair,  of  a  reddish  shade,  has  fallen  off 
during  his  long  imprisonment,  and  he  wears  a  black  wig 
with  flowing  curls,  which  covers  his  shoulders.  He  enters 
her  cabinet,  by  the  gallery,  himg  with  the  portraits  of 
her  ancestors.  At  Sight  of  him  Mademoiselle  springs  to 
her  feet,  and  opens  her  arms  to  embrace  him.  Ltiuzun 
throws  himself  on  the  ground  before  her.  She  raises  him, 
covers  him  with  kisses,  murmuring  words  of  fond  endear- 
ment  into  his  ear. 

For  a  few  moments  each,  overcome  by  widely  different 
feelings,  remains  speechless.  Lauzun  examines  her  curi- 
ously. This  inspection  does  not  seem  satisfactory.  He 
knits  his  brow,  and  slightly  shrugs  his  shoulders.  Alto- 
gether  his  manner  is  far  from  rLsuring.  He  does  not 
care  to  conceal  his  surprise  at  the  change  he  sees  in  the 
royal  lady  beside  him.  She  is  now  sixty,  her  face  is 
pinched  and  lined  by  age  ;  her  form  bent  and  attenuated. 
She  has  put  powder  on  her  grey  hair,  which  is  decked 
with  ribbons,  and  rouge  upon  her  shrivelled  cheeks,  in  a 
vain  effort  to  appear  yoimg.  But  even  her  blind  infatua- 
tion can  no  longer  deceive  her.  She  is  old  and  she 
knows  it. 

^'  T  must  ask  your  pardon,"  says  Lauzun  at  last,  break- 
ing an  awkward  pause,  "  for  having  been  so  long  on  the 
road  to  Paris  to  join  you.  My  health  is  very  delicate,  it  is 
weakened  by  long  confinement.  I  was  ill  at  Amboise." 
(The  truth  being  that  he  had  been  engaged  in  a  violent 
flirtation  with  the  wife  of  the  governor,  the  Marquise 
d'Alluye.    Mademoiselle  had  been  informed  of  this.) 

As  Lauzun  speaks.  Mademoiselle  raises  her  eyes,  and 
looks  him  in  the  face.  It  was  the  same  deep  harmonious 
voice,  full  of  subtle  melody,  that  had  once  charmed  her 
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ear,  like  a  cadence  of  sweet  music.  There  were  the  same 
clear  eyes,  whose  glance  ruled  her  destiny.  Those  eyes 
that  had  haunted  her  day  and  night  for  so  many  years, 
through  the  mists  of  time  and  absence.  There  were  the 
features  whose  every  turn  she  had  studied  with  unutterable 
tenderness ;  those  lips  which  had  parted  to  utter  words  on 
which  hung  her  very  life.  There  before  her  was  her 
,  Lauzun, — ^the  object  of  such  longing  desire,  such  tortured 
suspense;  of  such  eager  strivings,  of  such  willing  self- 
sacrifice.     But  oh,  how  changed ! 

Now  the  scales  had  fallen  from  her  eyes.  For  the  first 
'time  she  saw  him  as  he  was.  He  was  her  Lauzim  no 
longer.  She  felt  that  she  was  repugnant  to  him.  An  agony 
of  grief  welled  up  within  her;  she  could  have  screamed 
for  very  bitterness  of  soul  in  the  wild  impulse  of  her 
despair.  But  at  this  supreme  moment  her  pride  came 
to  her  support.  Should  she  let  him  mock  the  strivings  of 
her  tortured  spirit  ?  gauge  the  abyss  of  her  misery  with  his 
cold  steely  eye  ?  No ;  mortal  as  were  the  wounds  his 
cruelty  had  inflicted,  they  should  still  be  sacred.  She 
would  say  nothing.  As  she  looks  at  him  (and,  looking 
at  him,  gazes  also  through  the  long  vista  of  years  that 
his  presence  recalls)  she  composes  her  coimtenance  to  an 
unnatural  calmness,  and  she  replies  to  him,  in  a  voice 
almost  as  careless  as  his  own — 

"  It  gives  me  infinite  pain  to  hear  you  have  been  ill,  but 
I  rejoice  to  see  you  so  perfectly  restored.  I  never  saV 
you  looking  better  in  my  life." 

A  glare  of  anger  passed  into  Lauzun's  eyes,  and  he 
frowned.     Again  there  was  a  long  and  awkward  pause. 

"  You  have  laid  out  a  great  deal  of  money  here  at 
Choisy,"  he  says  with  a  sneer,  his  eyes  wandering  round. 
^^  I  think  you  have  been  ill-advised  to  purchase  this  place. 
It  is  a  mere  guinguette^  lyuig  ^  a  hole.  What  a  useless 
building  it  is — so  ill  designed  too  !  "  and  he  casts  his 
eyes  contemptuously  down  the  suite  of  rooms,  the  doors  of 
which  are  open. 

"Some  people  think  it  is  not  good  enough  for  me," 
answers  Mademoiselle  with  forced  calmness,  although  her 
lips  tremble  in  spite  of  herself. 
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"  Have  you  paid  for  it,  madame  ?  "  asks  Lauzun  with  the 
utmost  impertinence. 

^^  I  have  paid  for  it,"  replies  the  Princess. 

Lauzun  now  rises,  and  strides  up  and  down  the  cabinet. 
He  strolls  into  the  adjoining  gallery,,  eyeing  the  precx)us 
ornaments  with  which  the  tables  are  covered.  He  takes 
the  most  valuable  articles  in  his  hands  and  carefully  exa- 
mines them,  holding  them  up  against  the  light.  Then  he 
returns,  stands  opposite  Mademoiselle,  and  examines  ler 
features  with  a  stare  of  cynical  scrutiny.  She  grows  crin- 
son  under  this  insolent  inspection,  but  says  nothing. 

"  You  would  have  done  much  better  to  have  given  ne 
the  money  you  have  squandered  here.  I  have  sufferel 
great  misery." 

"I  have  given  you  too  much  already.  Monsieur  dj 
Lauzun,"  replies  Mademoiselle  in  an  unsteady  voice,  fo* 
his  heartless  greed  smote  her  to  the  very  soul. 

"  I  fear  you  are  horribly  cheated,"  adds  Lauzun,  not 
noticing  her  reply,  and  again  he  walks  up  and  down  the 
room.  "I  could  manage  matters  much  better  for  you. 
Will  you  make  me  your  treasurer  ?  " 

He  speaks  eagerly,  and  there  is  a  himgry  gleam  in  his 
eye  that  bodes  ill  for  Mademoiselle's  revenues. 

"  No,  I  will  not,"  answers  Mademoiselle  firmly.  "  If 
you  want  to  know,  I.  have  paid  for  this  place  forty  thou- 
sand livres.  I  sold  my  string  of  pearls  to  purchase  it." 
*  "  Oh  !  you  have  sold  your  string  of  pearls  without  con- 
sulting me  ? "  interrupts  Lauzun  with  an  offelided  air. 
"  What  waste  !     What  folly ! " 

He  stops  in  his  pacing  up  and  down  the  room,  and  fixes 
his  eyes  upon  her  in  another  silent  scrutiny. 

"I  see  you  still  wear  coloured  ribbons  in  your  hair. 
Surely,  at  your  age,  this  is  ridiculous." 

"  The  Queen  does  the  same." 

"  Are  you  not  older  than  the  Queen  ?  " 

"  I  am  old,  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,"  replies  Mademoiselle, 
stung  to  the  quick,  yet  speaking  with  dignity;  "but 
persons  of  my  rank  dress  according  to  established  etiquette. 
Have  you  nothing  more  to  say  to  me,  Lauzun  ?  "  she  says, 
speaking  low. 
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She  can  bear  no  more ;  her  pride  and  her  fortitude  are 
rapidly  forsaking  her.  She  feels  she  is  breaking  down, 
spite  of  herself.  She  longs  inexpressibly  to  fold  Lauzun 
in  ber  arms,  to  tell  him  all  her  love ;  to  beseech  him  to 
return  it,  even  ever  so  little  a  return,  for  that  vast  treasure 
she  offers.     But  she  is  withheld  by  absolute  shame. 

'  I  have  made  great  sacrifices  to  restore  you  to  liberty, 
Laizun,''  she  continues  timidly,  her  voice  ahnost  failing 
hej,  and  not  daring  to  look  up  at  him  for  fear  of  encoun- 
tenng  his  chilling  gaze.  "I  have  made  many  sacrifices. 
I  inderstood  that  you  approved  of  them."  Lauzun  does 
net  answer.  Mademoiselle  speaks  humbly  now,  for  what 
is  money,  contempt,  insult  to  her,  so  that  he  would  love 
h^r,  only  a  little ?  "I  have  also  made  arrangements  with 
Colbert  to  pay  your  debts." 

"  I  am  obliged  to  you,"  replies  Lauzun,  with  a  sneer. 
^  Let  me  tell  you,  however,"  and  he  advances  close  to 
vhere  she  is  sitting  and  fixes  his  eyes  fiercely  upon  her— 
^  Let  me  tell  you  I  would  rather  command  the  Eoyal  Dra- 
goons and  be  back  again  at  Court  in  attendance  on  the 
King,  than  have  all  the  money  you  have,  or  ever  can 
give  me." 

Mademoiselle  turns  very  faint,  and  clasps  her  hands. 
Her  eyes  close,  as  if  she  is  going  to  swoon.  Lauzun  con- 
templates her  unmoved.  He  does  not  offer  her  the  smallest 
assistance. 

"  Good  God !  "  she  exclaims  after  a  while,  *^  how  much 
I  am  to  be  pitied  !  I  have  despoiled  myself  and  you  are 
imgrat^ful." 

^'Louise,"  says  Lauzim,  feeling  he  has  gone  too  far, 
stooping  and  trying  to  kiss  her  hand,  "  spare  me  hysterics. 
Let  us  talk  business." 

"  We  have  talked  nothing  else,"  cries  Mademoiselle, 
her  indignation  rising  at  his  heartless  indifference.  "  Not 
a  word  of  affection  has  come  from  your  lips,"  her  voice 
grows  thick  and  tears  rush  into  her  eyes.  Spite  of  her- 
self, she  is  again  rapidly  giving  way.  It  was  the  old  fight 
bc^tween  heart  and  no  heart,  man  who  feels  nothing,  woman 
M  lio  feels  everything. 
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"I  want  my  place  at  Court,"  says  Lauzrin  abruptly. 
"Will  you  use  your  influence  to  reinstate  me?  Else, 
I  would  rather  have  remained  in  prison  at  Pignerol."  He 
speaks  in  a  tone  of  the  bitterest  reproach. 

"  I  will  do  what  I  can,"  Mademoiselle  answers  in  a 
husky  voice. 

"  Do  what  you  can  !  "  retorts  Lanzun,  turning  upon  her 
savagely,  "  do  what  you  can  !  MorbleUy  if  you  answer  me 
like  that,  I  will  tell  you  the  truth.  You  have  ruined  me 
— ^you  have  destroyed  my  reputation — ^lost  me  my  position. 
Louise  d'0rl6ans,  I  wish  I  had  never  seen  you !  " 

"It  is  false,"  returns  Mademoiselle  in  a  loud  voice, 
her  passion  rising  at  his  injustice;  "it  is  false.  I  have 
not  iniured  you — ^the  King  will  tell  you  so  himself." 
LauzJ  is  groVing  more  and  more  defiant,  almost  threaten- 
ing. His  hand  rests  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword.  This  is  too 
much  even  for  her  to  bear.  "  If  you  have  nothing  more  to 
say,  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  leave  me."  She  speaks  with  the 
habit  of  command  long  y^s  have  given  her 

"  I  will  not  go,"  cries  he  ;  "  you  have  no  right  to  order 
lue.  Am  I  not  your  husband  ?  "  Lauzim  hisses  out  these 
last  words,  more  like  a  venomous  serpent  than  a  man.  He 
grasps  the  arm  of  Mademoiselle,  who  shrinks  away  from 
him.  His  whole  bearing  is  wild  and  menacing.  "  You 
leave  me  without  money,  you  who  have  lost  me  all  I  value 
in  the  world ;  you,  who  are  old  enough  to  be  my  mother ! " 
Mademoiselle  covers  her  face  with  her  hands,  she  cowers 
iefore  him.  "Can  you  deny  it?  Instead  of  providing 
me  with  a  proper  residence  and  equipage  when  I  came  out 
of  prison,  I  have  not  even  a  carriage  of  my  own.  I  am 
in  miserable  lodgings  with  KoUinde,  one  of  your  people, 
while  1/ou — ^you  live  in  a  palace.  I  have  no  money  to  pay 
my  debts." 

"It  is  false,"  she  replies,  rising  and  facing  him  boldly. 
"  I  have  paid  your  debts.  If  you  have  fresh  ones  they 
are  gambling  debts.     Those  I  refuse  to  pay." 

^'  But  you  shall ! "  roars  Lauzim,  stamping  his  foot  and 
raising  lus  hand  as  if  to  strike  her.  "I  am  your  hus- 
band.    I  have  a  right  to  all  you  have." 

K  K 
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^'  I  will  pay  no  more,"  shrieks  Mademoiselle,  now  ex- 
cited beyond  fear.  "  Gk)  to  your  friends,  those  ladies  yon 
love  so  well,  Madame  de  Montespan  and  the  others." 
She  clenches  her  fist  as  the  bitter  pangs  of  jealousy  ahoot 
through  her  soul.  "  I  will  not  pay  such  debts,"  she  re- 
peats ;  then  she  draws  herself  up,  and  faces  him  with  a 
courage  he  has  never  seen  in  her  before.  It  calms  him 
instantly. 

"  Look  at  these  diamond  buttons  you  sent  me.  They 
are  vile.  You  have  such  splendid  jewels ! "  He  lifts  up 
his  lace  ruffles  and  displays  a  pair  of  solitaire  diamonds  of 
great  beauty,  which  fasten  his  wristbands.  He  is  as  fawn- 
ing and  eager  as  a  beggar. 

"  I  will  give  you  other  diamonds,"  answers  Mademoiselle 
with  composure.  "  But  what  I  do  for  you  in  future  de- 
pends on  your  own  conduct.  Monsieur  de  Lauzun,  or  rather 
Due  de  Montpensier,  for  such  I  have  created  you." 

There  was  a  depth  of  irony  in  thus  addressing  him  by 
his  title  at  this  particular  moment. 

''  Well,  madame,  as  you  please,"  answers  Lauzun,  con- 
temptuously scanning  her  all  over.  "  If  I  am  not  satisfied 
I  shall  go  abroad  and  command  foreign  armies.  I  will  go 
anywhere  to  rid  myself  of  you.  I  hope  never  to  see  you 
again,"  and  a  look  of  undisguised  hatred  flashes  from  his 
eyes. 

"You  need  not  go  far  to  rid  yourself  of  me,"  cries 
Mademoiselle,  incensed  beyond  bounds.  "  Leave  me  in- 
stantly, ungrateful  man  !  You  have  sufficiently  outraged 
me.  In  the  presence  too  of  my  great  ancestors,"  she 
adds,  and  with  a  stately  action  she  extends  her  hand 
towards  the  portraits  which  hang  around;  "those  an- 
cestors, one  of  whose  time-honoured  titles  I  have  given 
you.  You  might,  I  think,  have  chosen  a  more  suitable 
spot  for  your  insidts,"  and  she  measures  him  from  head 
to  foot.  Then  with  an  imperious  gesture  she  points  to  the 
door. 

Still  they  met.  Mademoiselle  yet  clung  to  Lauzim.  In 
the  month  of  September  they  are  together  at  Choisy  for  a 
few  days.   Lauzun  has  enormous  gambling  debts  and  wants 
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money,  therefore  he  is  come.  On  returning  one  evening 
from  hunting  he  sees  Mademoiselle  seated  under  the  shade 
of  one  of  the  fine  old  elms  in  the  park,  her  favourite  tree. 
She  is  in  tears.  It  is  nine  o'clock  at  night,  she  has  long 
awaited  his  return ;  now  it  is  nearly  dark.  Lauzun  gallops 
up  to  where  she  sits:  He  dismounts,  gives  his  horse  into 
the  hands  of  a  servant,  and  casts  himself  on  the  grass  beside 
her.  By  so  doing  he  splashes  her  dress  with  mud,  but  he 
offers  no  apology.  He  unfastens  the  heavy  hunting  boots 
he  wears,  and  endeavours  to  draw  them  off,  but  he  does 
not  succeed.  Then  he  turns  suddenly  round  and  thrusts 
them  into  her  face. 

"Here,  Louise  d' Orleans,"  he  says,  "inake  yourself 
useful;  take  off  my  boots.!'  Mademoiselle  betrays  no 
emotion,  she  only  rises  and  returns  to  the  house. 

They  never  met'  again.  A  brief  record  remained  of  her 
existence,  graven  on  the  tomb,  where  she  lay,  among  "  the 
daughters  of  France,"  unloved — unmoumed;  a  sad  ex- 
ample, that  riches  to  a  woman  are  too  often  a  curse.  The 
brief  record  is  as  follows : — 

"  Anne  Marie  Louise  d' Orleans,  eldest  daughter  of  Gas- 
ton de  France ;  Souveraine  Princesse  de  Dombes,  Princesse 
Dauphine  d'Auvergne,  Comtesse  d'Eu,  Duchesse  de  Mont- 
pensier ;  died  1693,  aged  sixty-six." 


X  K  2 


CHAPTEE   LXVII. 

FALL   OF   DE   MONTEfiPAN. 

About  this  time  Madame  de  Maintenon  amiounced  to  the 
King  that  she  had  received  a  mission  from  heaven  to  con- 
vert him  from  the  error  of  his  ways.  "  I  was  brought  to 
Court  miraculously  for  this  purpose ;  God  willed  it,"  she 
writes  to  her  daughter.  Singularly  enough,  this  conviction 
of  her  mission  coincided  with  the  absence  of  Madame  de 
Montespan  at  the  baths  of  Bourbon. 

Louis  had  come  to  view  these  temporary  absences  as  a 
relief.  He  had  grown  somewhat  weary  of  the  once-adored 
Marquise.  He  inclined  to  thiTiTc  the  society  of  Madame 
de  Maintenon  preferable.  In  her  company  the  charms  of 
friendship  exceeded  the  delights  of  love.  She  was  leading 
him  up  to  heaven  on  an  easy  path  strewn  with  flowers. 
Conscious  as  he  was  of  his  past  sins,  he  yet  liked  the  pro- 
cess of  repentance. 

The  apartments  of  Madame  de  Maintenon  at  Versailles, 
on  the  same  floor  as  his  own,  were  well  placed  for  constant 
intercourse.  They  no  longer  exist,  but  the  situation  is 
identified  as  having  been  near  the  south  wing,  contiguous 
to  his  own  suite,  which  was  separated  from  that  of  the 
Queen  by  the  Salle  de  I'QEil  de  Bceuf,  a  corridor,  and  some 
smaller  rooms. 

The  affection  of  her  pupil,  the  Due  de  Maine,  and  the 
esteem  and  approval  of  the  Queen,  strengthened  Madame 
de'  Maintenon's  position.  Maria  Theresa  quite  venerated 
the  ci'devant  Veuve  Scarron. 

Maria  Theresa,  who  refused  to  doubt  La  Valliere's 
purity,  and  who  long  defended  the  virtue  of  Madame  de 
Montespan,  was   bom  to   be  a   dupe.    Her  unsuspicious 
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nature  fell  an  easy  prey  to  the  duplicity  of  Madame  de 
Maintenon,  who  would  have  imposed  on  a  stronger- 
minded  person  than  the  guileless  Queen.  The  King  care- 
fully intensified  these  good  impressions.  He  confided  to 
his  consort  the  conviction  of  Madame  de  Maintenon  that 
he  would  infallibly  be  "  damned"  if  he  did  not  deave  to 
herself  alone,  and  live  with  her  in  love  and  unity.  Such 
words  from  the  lips  of  her  august  husband,  whom  she  had 
all  her  life  worshipped  too  entirely  to  have  dared  to  appro- 
priate to  herself,  won  the  Queen's  whole  heart.  Never 
had  she  been  so  blessed.  Her  Olympian  spouse  spent 
hours  beside  her;  his  conduct  was  exemplary.  Maria 
Theresa,  overcome  by  the  weight  of  her  obligations  to  the 
wily  gouvemante^  treated  her  with  the  utmost  distinction. 
She  joined  with  the  King  in  appointing  her  lady  in  waiting 
to  the  new  Dauphine. 

By-and-by  Madame  de  Montespan,  having  finished  her 
course  of  drinking  and  bathing  at  Bourbon,  returned. 
That  the  waters  had  agreed  with  her  was  evident.  Her 
eyes  were  more  voluptuous,  her  aspect  more  enticing  than 
ever.  For  a  time  the  King's  conviction  of  Madame  de 
Maintenon's  mission  wavered ;  he  forgot  his  salvation. 

Madame  de  Maintenon,  invested  with  the  authority  of  a 
Christian  prophetess,  denounced  his  apostasy.  Madame 
de  Montespan  was  furious ;  quarrels  ensued  between  her- 
self and  Madame  de  Maintenon,  in  which  the  choleric, 
frank-spoken  sinner  was  overruled  by  the  crafty  saint. 
The  King,  called  in  as  umpire,  decided  always  in  favour 
of  the  latter ;  she  could  clothe  her  wrongs  in  such  eloquent 
language,  she  was  so  specious,  so  plausible,  she  continued 
to  identify  herself  so  entirely  with  his  salvation,  that  he 
again  became  repentant.  His  coldness  towards  her  rival 
increased.  This  rival,  the  governess  of  her  children, 
insulted  Madame  la  Marquise  de  Montespan.  Her  fury 
knew  no  bounds.  She  felt  that  her  fall  was  approaching ; 
that  the  ground  on  which  she  stood  was  undermined.  She 
denounced  her  treacherous  governess  to  the  King;  she 
declared  that  the  Veuve  Scarron  had  not  been  immaculate. 
She  even  caused  a  pamphlet  to  be  printed  in  which  names. 
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places,  dates,  and  details  were  given.  She  showed  it  to 
the  King ;  Louis  shook  his  head,  and  replied  that  she  had 
herself  defended  her  protegee  so  ably  that  he  was  unalter- 
ably convinced  of  her  virtue.     The  Marquise  de  Montespan 

was  bowed  out  of  Versailles.     . 

###♦##♦  # 

The  influence  of  Madame  de  Maintenon  changed  the 
atmosphere  of  the  Court.  A  holy  calm  succeeded  to  strife 
and  agitation.  Gallantry,  gambling,  intrigues,  and  women 
no  longer  formed  the  staple  of  general  conversation.  Eeli- 
gious  discussions,  theological  disputes,  and  ecclesiastical 
gossip  became  the  fashion.  Anecdotes  of  the  various  Court 
confessors  were  discussed  in  the  QSil  de  Bceuf  tvith  extra- 
ordinary  eagerness.  The  priest  of  VersaiUes  was  a  more 
important  personage  than  a  royal  duke ;  Bossuet  had  more 
influence  than  Louvois ;  Pere  la  Chaise  overtopped  the 
great  Louis  himself.  The  Court  ladies  became  decided 
prudes,  rolled  their  eyes  sanctimoniously,  wore  lace  ker- 
chiefs, renounced  rouge,  and  rarely  smiled.  No  whisper 
of  scandal  profaned  the  royal  circle.  His  Majesty  was 
subdued  and  serene,  assiduous  in  the  affairs  of  religion, 
and  constant  in  his  attendance  on  his  comely  directress. 

On  the  30th  July,  1683,  the  Queen  died.  She  expired 
in  the  arms  of  Madame  de  Maintenon.  On  her  death-bed 
she  gave  her  the  nuptial  ring  which  she  had  received 
from  his  Majesty.     This  gift  was  significant. 

The  concealed  ambition  of  Madame  de  Maintenon,  her 
greed  of  dominion,  the  insolence  of  the  inferior  about  to 
revenge  the  wrongs  suffered  in  her  obscurity,  a  sense, 
too,  of  her  own  power,  now  roused  her  to  grasp  that  ex- 
alted position  which,  even  while  the  Queen  lived,  had 
tempted  her  imagination.  Now  began  a  system  of  coquetry, 
so  refined,  as  to  claim  the  distinction  of  a  fine  art.  The 
lady  is  forty-five,  and  looks  young  and  fresh  for  her  age ; 
her  hair  is  still  black  and  glossy ;  her  forehead  smooth,  her 
skin  exquisitely  white ;  her  figure  lissom  and  upright,  if 
ample.  There  is  a  hidden  fire  in  her  stealthy  eyes ;  a  gran- 
deur in  her  bearing,  that  charms  while  it  imposes.  Not 
all  the  vicissitudes  of  her  chequered  career  can  wash  out  the 
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blood  of  the  d'Aubign^s  which  flows  in  her  veins.  The 
old  King  is  desperately  in  love  with  her.  It  is  the  first 
time  in  his  life  he  has  encountered  any  opposition  to  his 
will.  There  is  a  novelty  in  the  sensation  wonderfully  en- 
thralling. The  conquest  of  a  lady  who  can  thus  balk 
him  acquires  an  enormous  importance  in  his  eyes^  He 
has  run  the  fortune  of  war  both  at  home  and  abroad ;  he 
has  carried  fortresses  by  storm,  assailed  the  walls  of  great 
cities;  he  has  conquered  in  the  open  plain;  but  here  is 
a  female  citadel  that  is  impregnable.  His  attack  and  her 
defence  are  conducted  in  daily  interviews,  lasting  six,  and 
even  ten  hours.  If  he  can  win  her,  he  feels  too  that  his 
salvation  is  insured.  A  life  of  repentance  passed  with 
such  an  angel,  is  a  foretaste  of  celestial  bliss.  There  is 
something  sublime  in  the  woman  who  can  reconcile  earth 
with  heaven,  and  satisfy  his  longings  in  time  and  eternity. 

Suddenly  Madame  de  Maintenqn  announces  her  inten- 
tion of  leaving  the  Court  for  ever. 

The  King,  who  occupies  his  usual  place  in  her  saloon, 
sitting  in  an  arm-chair  placed  between  the  door  leading 
into  the  ante-chamber  and  the  chimney-piece,  listens  with 
speechless  dismay. 

Madame  de  Maintenon,  who  sits  opposite  to  him,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  chimney-piece,  in  a  recess  hung  with  red 
damask,  a  little  table  before  her,  stitches  calmly  at  the 
tapestry  she  holds  in  her  hand.  She  affects  not  to  ob- 
serve him,  and  continues  speaking  in  a  full  firm  voice. 
^^My  mission  is  accomplished.  Sire.  I  have  been  per- 
mitted to  be  the  humble  instrument  of  leading  your 
Majesty  to  higher  and  holier  thoughts.  Your  peace  with 
heaven  is  now  made.  I  desire  to  retire,  leaving  my  glo- 
rious work  complete." 

"  What,  madame !  Do  I  hear  aright  ?  You  propose 
to  leave  me  ? — me,  a  solitary  man,  to  whom  your  sociefy  is 
indispensable  ? "  There  is  a  deep  longing  in  the  King's 
eye  as  it  rests  upon  her,  a  tremulous  solicitude  in  his 
manner  that  she  observes  with  secret  joy. 

"  Sire,  I  implore  you  to  allow  me  to  depart.     I  yearn 
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for  repose.     I  have  remained  at  Court  greatly  against  my 
will,  solely  for  your  advantage." 

"Kemain  always,"  murmurs  the  King,  contemplating 
her  fondly  ;  "  my  life — ^my  happiness — ^my  very  being  is 
bound  up  in  you.  Deprived  of  you,  I  may  again  fell 
into  deadly  sin.     Do  not  forsake  me." 

These  last  words  are'  spoken  in  a  whisper,  full  of  tender- 
ness. He  rises  from  his  arm-chair  and  approaches  her. 
Madame  de  Maintenon  looks  at  him  sharply ;  then  moves 
her  chair  backwards.  Louis  stops  midway  and  gazes  at 
her  timidly.  He  returns  to  his  arm-chair,  and  sighs 
profoundly. 

"  Impossible,  your  Majesty,"  replies  the  Marquise  stiffly, 
arranging  the  folds  of  her  dress.  ''  1  repeat,  my  task  is 
done.  The  Court  is  reformed,  your  salvation  secure.  But, 
while  benefiting  others,  I  have  exposed  myself  to  calumny. 
Sire,  I  am  called  your  mistress.  I  am  branded  as  the 
successor  of  Madame  de  Montespan." 

"What  villain  has  dared  to  assail  your  immaculate 
virtue  ?  Tell  me  who  he  is,  and  there  is  no  punishment 
he  shall  not  suffer,"  and  the  King's  face  flashes  scarlet. 
There  is  the  old  look  of  command  upon  his  brow — ^the 
old  decision  in  his  maimer. 

"Sire,"  answers  Madame  de  Maintenon  quietly,  "such 
passion  is  unnecessary.  I  am  not  worthy  of  it.  I  have 
already  done  all  that  is  needful,  let  me  go.  I  can  serve 
you  no  longer." 

"  You  are  worthy,  madame,  of  all  that  a  man — ^that  a 
monarch  can  lay  at  your  feet,"  cries  Louis  with  enthu- 
siasm. A  cynical  smile  plays  upon  her  full-lipped  mouth 
while  the  King  speaks. 

"I  am  at  least  worthy  of  respect.  Sire.  The  suspicion 
of  impurity  is  intolerable.     I  cannot  bear  it ;  I  must  go." 

"You  are  too  hurried,  dearest  madame,"  returns  the 
King ;  "  too  impressionable.  Whatever  observations  may 
be  aroused  by  our  intimacy,  and  my  well-known  attach- 
ment to  you,  they  should  not  annoy  you.  Your  character 
is  an  all-sufficient  defence." 

"  Ah,  Sire,  this  is  not  sufficient.     I  must  fly  from  even 
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the  semblance  of  suspicion.  You  are  a  single  man,  I  am  a 
widow.  I  must  leave  Versailles.  Your  Majesty  cannot 
wish  me  to  remain,  to  become  an  object  of  contempt." 

"  Contempt  ?  Impossible  ! "  exclaims  Louis  abruptly. 
"No  one  whom  I,  the  King  of  France,  have  loved,  has 
ever  suffered  contempt." 

No  sooner  were  these  words  out  of  his  mouth,  than  the 
King  had  reason  to  repent  having  uttered  them.  The  out- 
raged prude  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  After  all,  was 
her  crafty  scheming  to  be  in  vain?  Would  Louis  not 
understand  that  as  a  wife — ^and  a  wife  only — she  would 
remain? 

"  Ah,  Sire,"  sobs  she,  with  genuine  sorrow,  "  is  this 
the  return  you  make  for  my  too  great  devotion  to  your 
Majesty's  salvation?  I,  who  have  led  you  step  by  step 
toward^  that  Deity,  whose  wrath  your  transgressions  had 
so  justly  incensed  ?  Is  it  for  this  I  have  rescued  you  from 
the  flames  of  Purgatory — ^the  flre  of  everlasting  Hell  ?  " 

Louis  turns  ghastly  pale ;  a  nervous  tremor  seizes  him. 
He  dare  not  look  Madame  de  Maintenon  in  the  face,  for  her 
piercing  black  eyes  glare  upon  him,  and  seem  to  scan  his 
inmost  soul.  He  dare  not  interrupt  her ;  he  must  listen 
to  all  she  has  to  say,  so  great  is  her  empire  over  him. 

She  continues : — 

"  Am  I  sunk  so  low  in  your  esteem  that  you  mention 
me  in  the  same  breath  with  a  Montespan,  a  Fontanges  ? 
Alas,  I  have  soiled  my  good  name  to  serve  you,  and  is  this 
then  my  recompense  ?  " 

As  she  speaks,  in  a  hard  resolute  voice,  her  reproachful 
eyes  rivet  themselves  upon  Louis. 

*^Do  you  forget,  Sire,  that  I  am  the  woman  whom 
your  sainted  Queen  specially  esteemed  ?  On  whose  bosom 
she  expired  ?  To  whom,  as  she  drew  her  dying  breath, 
she  gave  this  ring  ?  " 

She  takes  from  her  finger  the  nuptial  ring  which  Maria 
Theresa  had  given  her.  It  was  a  single  diamond  of  re- 
markable brilliancy.  After  contemplating  it  for  an  instant 
she  drops  it  on  the  floor,  midway  between  herself  and 
Louis,  tiien,  with  a  stately  gesture,  she  rises  to  depart. 
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The  impress  of  many  passions  is  visible  on  the  coun- 
tenance of  the  aged  monarch.  Love  and  pride  are  written 
there.  Pride  is  on  his  broad  forehead— :in  the  carriage  of 
his  head — ^in  his  arched  and  bushy  eyebrows — ^in  his  still 
erect  form-in  the  action  of  hiB  hands  and  arms,  as  they 
grasp  the  chair  on  which  he  sits  upright.  Pride,  intense, 
inflexible  pride.  But  his  dark  eyes  glow  with  passion. 
Those  eyes  devour  Madame  de  Maintenon,  as  she  stands 
erect  before  him,  her  eyes  turned  towards  heaven,  the  ring 
at  her  feet.  His  mouth,  around  which  deep  wrinkles 
gather,  works — ^as  did  his  father's — ^with  a  nervous  spasm ; 
but  the  parted  lips  seem  to  pant  for  the  beloved  object 
before  him.  At  length  he  raises  himself  slowly  from  his 
chair-^toop^picks  up  the  nuptial  ring  of  his  first  wife 
— ^kisses  it,  and  places  it  on  the  finger  of  Madame  de 
Maintenon. 

'^  Mon  amie^'^  he  says,  with  solemnity,  "  do  not  leave  me. 
As  your  husband  I  will  defend  you." 

Even  in  the  reign  of  Louis  XIV.  public  opinion  made 
itself  heard.  Placards  appeared  upon  the  walls  of  Paris  to 
this  effect : — 

"  Lost — The  Royal  Sceptre.     The  finder  will  be  well  rewarded." 

The  next  day  was  announced,  in  the  same  place : — 

**  The  Sceptre  found — ^Discovered  on  the  toilette  of  a  hypocrite. 
''  The  Scales  of  Justice,  also  lost,  found  hidden  in  the  sleeve  of  a 
Jesuit." 

Other  placards  followed ;  they  ran  as  follows : — 

GRAND   SPEGTACLEl 

His  Majesty     ....     Mabionettes. 

In  the  Chapel  of  Veraaillea. 

Gratis  1 

On  a  day  to  he  hereafter  announced. 

Louis  XrV.  will  fill  the  part  of  Gargantua ;  Madame  de  Main- 
tenon, Madame  Gigogne;  the  Ahbe  Gobelin,  Pierrot;  Pdre  la 
Chaise,  Satan  (the  lover  of  Madame  Gigogne). 


CHAPTEE  LXVIII. 

QUEEN   MAINTENON. 

It  is  the  winter  of  1685.  The  night  is  dark  and  starless. 
Fast  falling  snow  makes  the  air  thick  and  covers  the 
ground  as  Mdth  a  white  mantle.  An  icy  blast  is  blow- 
iag,  chilling  alike  to  man  and  beast.  As  eleven  o'clock 
strikes,  the  Archbishop  of  Paris  leaves  his  palace,  spite 
of  the  inclement  weather.  He  is  alone  in  his  coach. 
Midnight  is  past  when  he  draws  up  outside  the  great 
gates  of  Versailles.  These  open  silently.  He  drives  on- 
ward, traversing  the  vast  courtyard,  passing  the  equestrian 
statue  of  Louis  XIV.,  until  he  reaches  the  Cour  de  Marbre, 
between  the  two  pavilions  of  the  central  portion  of  the 
chd,teau.  Here  the  outer  portal  at  the  foot  of  the  grand 
staircase  is  ajar.  Bontemps,  Governor  of  the  Palace  of 
Versailles,  valet,  confidant,  and  purveyor  generally  to  the 
wants  of  his  Majesty,  stands  behind  it  awaiting  the 
Archbishop.  He  holds  a  light,  which  be  carefully  shades 
with  his  hand.  Monseigneur  de  Harlay,  Archbishop,  de- 
scends from  his  coach  shivering  all  over.  His  teeth  chatter 
in  his  head,  not  only  from  the  cold  which  is  excessive,  but 
from  apprehension  of  what  he  is  about  to  engage  in. 
Bontemps  precedes  him  up  the  stairs,  holding  ttie  light 
in  his  hand.  They  traverse  whole  suites  of  rooms,  a 
spacious  hall,  a  long  gallery,  and  many  corridors.  No 
word  is  spoken,  every  soul  is  asleep,  and  it  is  urgent 
they  should  remain  so.  Once  within  the  King's  apart- 
ments all  is  light,  warmth,  and  luxury.  The  well-nigh 
frozen  dignitary  revives.  Before  him  is  tiie  King,  dignified, 
composed,  and  cheerful.  With  him  are  the  Marquis  de 
Montchevreuil  and  the  Chevalier  de  Forbin,  as  witnesses ; 
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P^re  la  Chaise  is  also  there  to  assist  the  Archbishop.  An 
altar  is  dressed  in  the  centre  of  the  room.  As  soon  as 
his  Majesty  has  saluted  Monseignenr  de  Harlay,  Bontemps 
is  dispatched  to  fetch  Madame  de  Maintenon.  She  loses 
no  time  in  appearing.  The  marriage  rites  are  performed 
by  Pere  la  Chaise,  confessor  to  the  King ;  the  benediction 
is  given  by  the  Archbishop. 

The  marriage  is  to  be  secret ;  but  Louis  XIV.  henceforth 
addresses  her  as  "  Madame?^  He  receives  his  ministers  in 
her  saloon ;  the  Marquise  de  Maintenon  the  while  sitting 
upon  a  fauteuil  in  his  presence.  These  are  royal  honours. 
Monseigneur  le  Dauphm  and  the  princes  of  the  blood  never 
forgive  the  marriage.  The  contempt  and  hatred  they 
feel  towards  Madame  de  Maintenon  cannot  be  concealed. 
As  favourite  they  had  tolerated  her;  as  wife  they  rebel 
against  her.  Yet  her  will  is  law.  The  Due  de  Maine  and 
the  Due  and  Duchesse  de  Bourgogne,  son  and  daughter- 
in-law  to  Monseigneur,  are  the  only  exceptions. 

We  are  again  at  Choisy.  Every  window  is  a  blaze  of 
light,  the  terraced  garden  flashes  with  millions  of  coloured 
lamps.  The  Dauphin  and  his  consort,  the  princes  and 
princesses,  courtiers,  singers,  actors,  and  poets,  fill  the 
foreground.  Brocade  and  satin  sweep  the  terraces ;  cocked 
hats  and  feathers,  ribbons,  lace,  plumes,  jewels,  orders, 
wave  and  glitter.  There  is  the  sound  of  laughter  and  mad 
jest — joyous  music  and  voluptuous  feasting,  petit  soupers 
and  splendid  balls,  theatricals  and  concerts. 

Long  flights  of  marble  staifs  descend  through  bosky 
groves,  sweet  with  the  scent  of  lilac  and  honeysuckles,  to 
file  Seine,  on  whose  grassy  banks,  illuminated  by  torches 
and  bonfires,  a  flotilla  of  boats  are  moored  under  the 
overhanging  woods.  If  the  essence  of  all  the  fetes  given 
in  France  was  concentrated,  the  result  would  be  Choisy 
before  the  Eevolution.  In  the  hands  of  Monseigneur  it  is 
a  miniature  court,  rivalling  what  Versailles  was ;  a  court 
where  youth,  joy  and  beauty  reign  supreme.  Louis,  now 
old,  desires  that  all  the  world  should  be  old  likewise — 
fast,  pray,  confess  and  hear  sermons  like  himself.     Choisy 
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is  a  scandal  to  him.  The  Dauphin  receives  orders  to  quit, 
and  take  up  his  abode  at  Meudon.  Monseigneur,  a  short, 
stout,  thick-set  man,  with  a  fair  complexion,  and  what 
would  have  been  handsome  features  had  his  nose  not  been 
broken,  appears  before  Madame  de  Maintenon,  the  real 
ruler  of  France.  She  is  seated  in  her  apartments,  work- 
ing as  usual  at  her  tapestry.  She  does  not  rise  at  his 
entrance,  and  her  aspect  is  severe  and  repellant. 

"Madame,"  says  the  Dauphin,  seating  himself  at  a 
gesture  she  makes,  "  can  you  explain  to  me  what  motive 
has  induced  his  Majesty  to  banish  me  from  my  favourite 
residence  of  Choisy  ?  " 

Madame  de  Maintenon  does  not  raise  her  eyes  from 
her  work.  "Banishment  you  call  it,  Monseigneur;  you 
mistake  the  term.  Not  banishment,  simply  a  change  of 
abode  designed  for  your  good,  by  his  Majesty  your  august 
father." 

"For  my  good?  Surely  I  am  of  an  age  to  judge  for 
myself !  If  I  cannot  live  where  I  please,  I  am  under  arrest. 
I  am  not  aware  in  what  I  have  merited  the  royal  displea- 
sure." 

"  Observe,  Monseigneur  le  Dauphin,"  answers  the  Mar- 
quise, fixing  her  black  eyes  upon  him,  "  the  King  feels  no 
displeasure;  on  the  contrary,  he  desires  your  more  con- 
stant presence  at  his  Court,  near  his  person."  The  Mar- 
quise spoke  these  words  with  special  emphasis. 

"  Madame,  I  am  most  grateful  for  the  amiable  manner 
in  which  you  express  his  Majesty's  flattering  wish,  but 
might  not  some  plan  be  found  to  unite  my  presence  at  Court 
with  my  residence  at  Choisy  ?  " 

"  Impossible,  your  highness.  In  a  monarchy  there  can 
be  but  one  sovereign.  The  Court  must  surround  that 
sovereign.  Now,  permit  me  to  observe,  there  are  two 
Courts,  and  somethmg  like  two  sovereigns." 

"I  am  not  conscious,  madame,"  replies  the  Dauphin, 
with  dignity,  "what  action  of  my  life,  justifies  such  an 
accusation.  If  his  Majesty  desires  to  reprimand  me,  as  a 
father,  I  ask  the  favour  of  hearing  it  from  his  own  lips." 

"Monseigneur,"   replies   Madame   de  Maintenon,    with 
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affected  humility,  "it  is  his  Majesty  who  speaks  by  my 
voice.  I  am  less  than  nothing  other  than  through  him. 
If  you  desire  to  know  what  causes  his  displeasure,  it  is 
that  in  the  magnificent  fetes  you  give  at  Choisy  he  observes 
that  one  most  important  element  of  society  is  omitted — an 
element  his  Majesty  considers  essential." 

"What  element,  madame?" 

"  That  of  the  Church,  your  Highness." 

The  Dauphin  is  suddenly  convulsed  with  a  fit  of  violent 
laughter,  and  takes  a  hasty  leave. 

"The  Church  at  Choisy,  ma  foi P^  he  says  aloud  when 
•he  has  safely  passed  the  anteroom  and  is  weU  beyond  hear- 
ing. "  My  old  master  Bossuet,  Bourdaloue,  and  the 
Versailles  Jesuits  assisting  at  midnight  fetes  at  Choisy — 
what  a  notion !  I  must  tell  this  to  Mademoiselle  Choin. 
How  she  will  laugh  ! " 

Charlotte  de  Baviere,  second  wife  of  Philippe  d' Orleans, 
brother  of  the  King,  hated  the  "  old  woman,"  as  she 
called  Madame  de  Maintenon.  She  saw  through  her  and 
despised  her.  Madame  de  Maintenon  returned  her  ani- 
mosity with  interest,  but  she  dared  not  provoke  her.  There 
was  something  about  this  frank,  downright  German  princess 
that  was  not  to  be  trifled  with.  Whatever  her  eccentri- 
cities might  be,  they  were  respected ;  she  was  left  in  peace 
to  drink  as  much  beer  and  to  eat  as  many  saiLcissons  as 
the  peculiarity  of  her  constitution  required. 

In  person  she  was  actually  repulsive ;  her  pride  was  a 
by-word  and  a  jest ;  but  she  was  a  faithful  fnend  and  a 
true  wife,  and  continued  to  live  with  her  heartless  and 
effeminate  husband.  Monsieur,  in  peace. 

On  her  son,  the  Due  de  Chartres,  afterwards  the  Eegent 
Orleans,  she  doted.  In  her  eyes  he  was  perfect.  She 
was  either  blind  or  indifferent  to  his  vices.  But  even  he 
was  not  exempt  from  the  violence  of  her  temper.  When 
she  was  told  that  he  had  consented  to  a  marriage  with 
Mademoiselle  de  Blois,  daughter  of  Madame  de  Montes- 
pan,  she  struck  him  in  the  face.  Then  she  flew  to  the  King. 
The  doors  of  the  royal  bedchamber  are  closed  by  the  atten- 
dant Swiss,  but  the  angry  voices  of  Charlotte  (Madame) 
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and  Louis  in  angry  altercation,  penetrate  into  the  gallery 
of  the  (Eil  de  BcDuf,  where  the  Court  awaited  the  moment 
of  the  royal  lever. 

"  Sire,"  Madame  is  heard  to  say  in  her  guttural  German- 
French  accent,  "  I  am  come  to  forbid  the  marriage  of  my 
son  with  Mademoiselle  de  Blois." 

"  How,  my  sister  ?  "  replies  the  full,  deep  voice  of  the 
King,  that  voice  which  usually  created  so  profound  an 
impression  on  the  nerves  of  those  whom  he  addressed. 

"  Yes,  to  forbid  it.  Had  your  Majesty  desired  an  alli- 
ance between  my  son  and  a  daughter  of  your  consort, 
Maria  Theresa,  I  should  have  considered  it  my  duty  to 
submit." 

"  Oh  !  "  exclaims  the  King  in  a  loud  voice,  and  quick 
steps  are  heard  pacing  up  and  down  the  room,  "  you 
would  have  condescended  to  accept  a  princess-royal  for 
your  daughter-in-law  ! " 

"  Certainly,  Sire ;  but  because  I  committed  a  mSsalliance 
myself  in  marrying  your  brother,  Philippe  d' Orleans " 

"  Par  Dim  I  madame,"  breaks  in  the  King.  "  Do  you  talk 
of  a  misalliance  with  a  grandson  of  Henry  the  Great  ?  " 

"  Certainly  I  do,  your  Majesty.  What  was  Henry  the 
Great,  but  an  obscure  Prince  of  Beam,  a  beggarly  little 
State  among  the  valleys  of  the  Pyrenees?  Does  your 
Majesty  think  that  the  hundred  quarterings  of  my  escut- 
cheon will  gain  lustre  by  the  arms  of  Bourbon  ?  " 

Louis  is  heard  to  stamp  on  the  floor.  "Madame,"  he 
cries,  in  so  loud  a  voice  that  it  echoes  into  every  comer  of 
the  (Eil  de  Bceuf,  "  Madame,  you  forget  yourself.  How 
dare  you  come  here  to  insult  me  ?" 

"  Sire,  I  come  here  to  tell  you  the  truth.  My  son,  the 
Due  de  Chartres,  has  forgotten  himself  by  listening  for  one 
instant  to  your  proposal.  With  my  own  hand  I  have 
chastised  him  as  he  deserves.  I  do  not  forget  myself, 
whatever  others  may  do.  Philippe  is  too  good  for  any 
princess  in  Europe.  The  blood  in  his  veins  is  that  of  my 
ancestors — the  Princes  Palatine  of  the  Ehine.  We  laugh 
at  your  modem  houses — ^we  laugh !  Philippe  is  the  best 
man  in  your  Court.      He   knows  everything — ^painting, 
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music,  poetry,  science.     None  of  you  can  understand  him. 
You  are  too  ignorant." 

"  Madame,"  the  King  is  heard  to  say,  "  have  a  care — 
you  are  going  too  f ar  !  " 

"  No,  my  brother,  I  have  not  gone  far  enough,"  rejoins 
Madame.  "  You  have  forgotten  the  siege  of  Mons,  where 
he  fought  imder  your  own  eyes — ^also  Steinkerque  and 
Nerwinde.  It  is  your  fault  that  Philippe  does  not  com- 
mand your  armies.  He  is  equal  to  it.  Who  would  not 
have  such  a  husband  ?  Sire,  my  son,  the  Due  de  Chartres, 
shall  never  wed  with  your  bastard  !  " 

Louis  is  heard  to  stamp  upon  the  floor.  Then,  in  a 
voice  hoarse  with  rage,  he  replies,  "  Madame,  I  shall  hold 
my  brother  responsible  for  your  insolence." 

"Why  have  you  provoked  it,  then?"  is  the  reply 
in  a  calmer  tone.  Charlotte  de  Baviere  has  evidently 
relieved  her  own  violence  by  exciting  that  of  the  King. 
"I  have  a  right  to  resist  such  a  disgraceful  proposal. 
Withdraw  your  marriage,  and  I  am  again  your  good 
sister  and  friend  as  heretofore." 

"  We  shall  see,  Madame,  we  shall  see ! "  shouts  the  King, 
whose  usual  courtesy  towards  women  is  not  proof  against 
such  an  attack. 

"  Yes,  Sire,  we  shall  see.  No  person  on  earth  shall 
make  me  sanction  a  blot  on  my  name.  My  opposition 
shall  not  be  only  in  words.  The  Due  de  Chartres  is  my 
only  son.  I  will  stop  the  marriage  in  your  presence.  I 
will  stop  it  at  the  altar  of  the  chapel-royal." 

"Madame,  your  pride  has  turned  your  head.  But 
your  husband,  my  brother,  shall  obey  me." 

"  Your  brother,  Sire,  will,  I  know,  in  this,  as  in  all 
else,  be  advised  by  me.  I  can  defend  the  honour  of  his 
house  much  better  than  he  can  himself,  and  he  knows  it. 
Your  brother  will  do  his  duty,  I  shall  do  mine.  I  wish 
your  Majesty  good  day." 

The  soimd  of  the  Eng's  cane  is  audible,  striking  heavily 
on  the  floor  as  he  strides  up  and  down  the  room.  The  door 
of  his  bedchamber  opens ;  Charlotte  de  Baviere,  crimson 
in  the  face,  appears.     She  calls  her  people  together,  and 
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hastily  departs,  followed  by  the  wondering  glances  of  the 
courtiers,  standing  in  groups  about  the  (EU  de  Boeuf. 

The  King,  fearing  that  there  was  no  chance  of  over- 
coming the  opposition  of  Madame,  either  by  persuasions 
or  by  threats,  consulted  Madame  de  Maintenon.  With 
characteristic  duplicity,  she  advised  that  what  could  not 
be  done  openly,  must  be  brought  about  by  stratagem.  She 
sent  for  tite  Abb6  Dubois,  %the  ame  damnSe  of  the  yoimg 
Duke,  his  tutor  and  his  companion,  and  by  promises  of 
money  and  speedy  preferment  she  completely  made  him 
her  own.  Dubois  promised  to  hurry  on  the  marriage,  with 
or  without  the  consent  of  Madame.  The  Duke,  who  loved 
his  mother,  and  respected  her  scruples,  only  yielded  when 
Dubois  artftdly  represented  to  him  the  certain  loss  of  all 
influence,  as  well  as  the  personal  animosity  of  the  King, 
if  he  refused. 

Philippe  d'Otleans  met  Mademoiselle  de  Blois  in  the 
apartment  of  Madame  de  Maintenon.  The  marriage  took 
place  at  Versailles. 

Madame  was  furious  at  what  she  termed  her  "  dishonour." 
She  wept,  abused,  menaced,  and  scolded  by  turns.  But 
finding  that  there  was  no  redress,  that  the  marriage  was 
legal,  and  that  further  opposition  might  rouse  the  vengeance 
of  the  King,  she  gradually  cooled  down  and  received  her 
new  daughter-in-law  with  tolerable  civility ;  particularly 
as  the  marriage-portion  of  Mademoiselle  de  Blois  continued 
the  possession  of  the  Palais  Royal,  with  all  its  pictures, 
sculptures,  and  valuables,  in  the  Orleans  family,  a  gift 
which  somewhat  served  tx)  gild  the  bitter  pill  she  was 
called  on  to  swallow. 

This  marriage  did  not  improve  the  Duke's  conduct  or 
character.  He  was  galled  by  what  he  had  been  forced  to 
do ;  his  temper  was  soured ;  his  excesses  increased.  Nor 
was  the  Duchess  of  a  disposition  to  endear  herself  to  any  • 
husband.  Imperious,  luxurious,  and  bitter-tongued,  she 
always  forgot  that  her  mother,  Madame  de  Montespan,  was 
not  the  wife  of  her  father,  and  treated  the  Duke  as  her 
inferior.  He  bore  her  extravagant  pride,  and  listened  to 
her  harangues,  reproaches,  and  taimts  (expressed  with  real 
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eloquence)  in  silence.     Sometimes  he  called  her  Madame 
Lmifer. 

With  such  parents  their  children  grew  up  in  habits 
of  licentiousness,  only  equalled  by  the  imperial  ladies 
of  Old  Eome. 

The  Duchesse  de  Berry — ^the  eldest  of  the  Begent's 
daughters — ^kept  her  court  at  the  Luxembourg  with  regal 
pomp.  She  received  ambassadors  seated  on  a  throne,  sur- 
moimted  by  a  canopy  covered  with  the  lilies  of  France. 
But  she  did  not  thmk  it  beneath  her  dignity  to  do  the 
honours  of  certain  petits  soupers  at  the  Palais  Eoyal — ^too 
well  known  to  need  farther  mention  here. 

Her  sister,  Mademoiselle  de  Valois,  was  as  remarkable 
for  her  beauty  as  for  her  lack  of  virtue. 

Mademoiselle  d'0rl6ans — ^third  daughter  of  the  Eegent 
—was,  if  possible,  more  wanton  than  her  sisters.  To  the 
eternal  disgrace  of  the  Church  she  was  elected  Abbess  of 
Chelles.     "  Telpere^  telfik^'*^  says  the  proverb. 


CHAPTER  LXIX. 

AT   MABLY. 

Th£re  is  a  lane  on  the  heights  over  Paris,  sometimes 
embowered  by  wooded  hedge-rows,  sometimes  skirted  by 
open  vineyards;  this  lane  leads  from  Saint-Germain  to 
Marly. 

Below  the  village,  deep  in  a  narrow  gorge,  is  the  site 
of  the  once  famous  palace  built  by  Louis  XIV.  Trees  now 
wave  and  cattle  browse  on  tuif  where  once  clustered 
twelve  pavilions,  linked  together  by  arches  and  colonnades, 
in  the  Italian  or  villa  style,  to  suit  the  royal  fancy  of  a 
summer  retreat. 

Not  a  stone  has  been  left  by  the  Eevolution ;  what  were 
once  gardens  and  a  park,  is  now  a  secluded  meadow. 
Blue-bells,  thyme,  and  primroses  carpet  the  mossy  earth ; 
and  the  thrush,  the  cuckoo,  and  the  early  swallow  carol 
among  pale  sprays  of  beech  and  hazel.  There  are  deep 
ditches  and  swampy  pools,  once  carp-ponds  and  lakes,  part 
of  a  plaisance,  arranged  in  the  solemn  taste  of  that  day, 
when  nature  itself  was  cut  and  trimmed  a  la  Louis  Quatorze. 

When  Louis  fixed  upon  Marly  as  a  residence  he  was 
tired  of  Versailles.  He  was  old,  he  said,  and  needed  re- 
laxation. He  wanted  a  folie^  a  hermitage — un  rien  enfin — 
where  he  could  retire  from  the  crowd  and  the  restraints  of 
his  Court,  sleep  three  nights  in  each  week,  and  enjoy  the 
society  of  his  special  favourites. 

Either  the  King  altered  his  plan,  or  his  architect  (Le 
N6tre)  disregarded  the  royal  instructions ;  millions  were 
squandered  on  a  residence,  "  which  was  to  cost  nothing." 
A  forest  of  full-grown  trees  was  brought  from  Compi^gne, 
and  the  expense  of  draining  the  marshy  soil,  and  elevating 
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the  waters  of  the  Seine  into  the  Machine  de  Marly ^  was 
never  acknowledged. 

What  a  stiff,  solemn  tyrant  Louis  is  become !  Selfish, 
exacting,  pedantic,  intolerant,  dreaded  by  his  children  and 
grand-children,  and  exercising  over  them  the  most  absolute 
control.  Unhappy  royal  family,  how  one  pities  them  ! 
Marly  was  a  dreadful  infliction.  Ill  or  well,  they  must  go. 
The  Duchess  de  Bourgogne  might  plead  her  interesting 
situation,  and  the  positive  prohibition  of  Fagon :  no  matter, 
her  name  is  on  the  list — she  must  go.  The  Duchesse  de 
Berry — ^that  profligate  daughter  of  the  Due  d'Orleans — is 
in  her  bed  seriously  ill :  her  mother,  the  Duchesse  d'Orleans, 
pleaded  for  her — ^in  vain ;  if  she  could  not  walk  she  must  be 
carried;— to  Marly  she  must  go.  .She  was  dragged  thither 
in  a  boat. 

Madame  de  Maintenon  herself  dared  to  confess  to  no 
ache  or  pain  that  availed  to  rescue  her  from  standing  in 
the  cold  winds  on  frosty  mornings — ^for  the  King  loved  the 
open  air,  and  did  not  fear  weather— beside  him  while  he 
fed  the  fat  carp  in  marble  basins,  decided  upon  a  fresh 
alley  to  be  cut  through  the  woods,  or  upon  a  new  cascade 
which  was  to  fall  from  the  hills,  or  a  larger  pavilion  to  be 
added  to  those  already  built. 

Nothing  could  be  a  greater  proof  of  favour  than  to  be 
included  in  the  "  list "  to  Marly.  It  was  an  honour  more 
craved  for  than  a  ribbon  or  a  place  at  Court.  The  names 
of  the  distinguished  few  were  written  down  in  the  King's 
own  hand  (a  very  bad  specimen  of  caligraphy),  after  due 
consultation  with  Madame  de  Maintenon.  She  was  fond 
of  Marly,  hence  its  favour  as  a  residence.  She  had 
herself  superintended  the  building  seated  in  her  gilt  sedan 
chair,  the  King,  hat  in  hand,  standing  by  her  side.  At 
Marly  she  could  better  isolate  him  than  at  Versailles. 
His  loneliness  threw  him  more  under  her  influence  and 
under  that  of  the  Due  de  Maine.  These  two,  pupil  and 
governess,  perfectly  understand  each  other.  There  is  to 
be  a  codicil  to  the  royal  will,  virtually  passing  over  the 
Due  d'Orleans,  his  nephew,  to  invest  Maine  with  all  the 
powers  of  a  Begent.    Madame  de  Maintenon  represents  this 


AT   MAELY.  517 

hypocritical  son  of  De  Montespan  as  a  simple-hearted, 
unostentatious  man,  wholly  occupied  by  his  attendance  on 
his  Majesty  and  with  his  classical  studies.  The  King, 
whose  personal  activity  is  diminished,  and  whose  powers 
of  mind  are  impaired,  believes  it.  Louis,  once  renowned 
as  the  finest  horseman,  sportsman,  runner,  dancer,  shot, 
and  charioteer,  driving  four  horses  with  ease  and  grace,  in 
France,  is  now  stiff  and  somewhat  infirm.  Too  indolent  to 
move  about  and  inquire  for  himself,  he  sees  and  hears 
only  through  Madame  de  Maintenon.  To  others  he  is  an 
unbending  autocrat. 

If  Louis  is  feared  as  a  parent  he  is  hated  as  a  Sovereign. 
The  denunciations  of  his  ci-devant  Protestant  wife  in 
the  •  interests  of  his  salvation  lash  him  into  inexpressible 
terror  of  perdition.  She  suggests  that  he  can  best  expiate 
the  excesses  of  his  former  life  by  a  holocaust  to  the 
Almighty  of  all  the  heretics  within  his  realm.  The  Jesuits 
press  him  sorely.  Terrified  by  threats  of  awful  judgments 
upon  impenitent  sovereigns,  Louis  signs  the  Revocation  of 
the  Edict  of  Nantes.  He  expels  the  Jansenists,  destroys 
their  pleasant  refuge  on  a  wooded  hill  near  Maintenon, 
accepts  the  Bull  Unigenitus^  exiles  the  Cardinal  de  Noailles, 
and  fills  the  state  prisons  with  recusant  bishops. 

The  whole  of  France  is  in  indescribable  confusion.  The 
south,  where  the  reformed  faith  prevails,  is  deluged  with 
blood.  Many  thotisands  of  industrious  and  orderly  citizens 
doom  themselves  to  perpetual  exile  rather  than  abjure  the 
Protestant  faith. 

Le  Grand  Monarque  is  now  a  lonely,  melancholy  old 
man.  Defeat  has  dogged  his  armies  ;  the  elevation  of  his 
grandchild,  Philip,  to  the  throne  of  Spain  has  well-nigh 
brought  France  to  destruction.  Death  has  been  busy  with 
his  family :  the  Dauphin  is  dead ;  his  son,  the  Due  de 
Bourgogne,  is  dead ;  Adelaide  de  Savoiey  his  wife,  most 
justly  dear  to  Louis,  is  also  dead;  and  now  there  only 
remains  one  little  life,  their  son,  the  infant  Due  d'Anjou, 
between  himself  and  the  extinction  of  his  direct  line.  The 
Court  at  Marly  is  as  lugubrious  and  austere  as  Madame 
de  Maintenon  and  the  Jesuits  can  make  it. 
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Yet  a  shadow  of  the  pomp  and  etiquette  of  Versailles  is 
still  kept  up.  On  certain  days  after  dinner,  which  takes 
place  at  noon,  his  Majesty  receives  the  royal  family.  The 
folding  doors  of  the  royal  suite  are  thrown  open,  and  Louis 
appears.  His  hat  with  over-topping  feathers  is  on  his  head, 
one  hand  is  placed  upon  the  breast  of  his  coat,  the  other 
rests  upon  an  ormolu  table.  He  wears  a  diamond  star ; 
and  a  blue  ribbon  is  passed  across  his  breast.  His  coat 
is  of  black  velvet,  his  waistcoat  of  red  satin  richly  wrought 
with  gold,  and  he  wears  diamonds  in  his  shoe-buckles 
and  in  his  garters.  On  his  head  is  a  ponderous  black 
wig,  raised  high  on  the  forehead.  This  black  wig  gives  his 
thin,  hatchet-shaped  face,  seamed  with  wrinkles,  a  ghastly 
look.  Louis  changes  his  wigs  many  times  each  day  to 
suit  various  occasions.  He  has  wigs  for  all  emergencies. 
In  figure  he  is  much  shrunk,  and  is  slightly  bent.  As  he 
stands,  his  hand  resting  on  the  table  for  support,  every 
movement  is  studied  to  impose  silence  and  awe.  To  the 
day  of  his  death  he  is  majestic,  and  has  the  grandest 
manners  in  the  world. 

The  royal  family,  conducted  through  galleries  and  colon- 
nades lined  with  exotics  and  orange-trees  (for  Louis  loves 
orange-flowers,  all  other  scents  and  essences,  however, 
being  forbidden),  pass  before  him.  They  wear  mantles  or 
mantelets  according  to  their  rank.  To  the  obeisances  of 
those  who  enjoy  the  honour  of  the  fauteuil  his  Majesty 
returns  a  decided  bow.  Others  who  occupy  tabourets  only, 
receive  but  a  qualified  acknowledgment.  People  who  sit 
on  pliants  are  not  received  at  Marly  at  all. 

After  the  reception  come  the  visits.  Those  who  by  their 
rank  are  entitled  to  receive  as  well  as  to  pay  visits,  flutter 
backwards  and  forwards,  with  painful  activity.  Madame 
la  Duchesse  or  Madame  la  Prihcesse  rushes  out  of  one 
door  and  in  at  another,  shouldering  her  train,  to  salute  a 
royal  personage  and  return  before  more  company  arrive 
to  visit  herself.  Sometimes  a  call  of  ceremony  is  arranged 
to  Saint-Germain,  situated  about  two  miles  from  Marly, 
where  the  unhappy  James  II.  and  his  Queen,  Mary  of 
Modena,  reside,  as  annuitants  on  the  royal  bounty.     Here 
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the  question  as  to  who  should  wear  mantles  and  who 
mantelets,  who  should  have  fauteuils  and  who  tabourets^ 
complicates  itself  to  such  an  extent  (the  etiquette  of  the 
English  Court  having  also  to  be  duly  considered)  that 
even  his  Majesty  grows  embarrassed,  and  cuts  the  Gordian 
knot  by  not  sitting  down  at  all.  He  exchanges  a  few 
casual  phrases  with  the  exiled  Stuarts  standing^  and  forth- 
with returns  to  the  rural  retreat  of  Marly. 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

^^THE   END." 

On  St.  Louis  day,  25th  of  August,  1715,  the  King, 
then  seventy-seven  years  old,  felt  seriously  indisposed. 
The  disease  from  which  he  suffered  was  at  first  called 
sciatica.  On  the  15th  he  dined  in  his  bedroom  at  one 
o'clock.  Later  he  was  able  to  rise  and  was  carried  into 
the  saloon  of  Madame  de  Maintenon,  where  he  met  his 
ministers.  Next  day  he  presided  at  the  council  of  state 
held  in  a  room  adjoining  his  bedroom.  On  the  25th  he 
was  sensibly  worse.  On  the  28th,  in  consequence  of  fatal 
symptoms,  his  surgeon  Mar6chal  proposed  to  amputate  his 
leg.    The  aged  King  scanned  the  surgeon's  face  attentively. 

"  How  long  should  I  last  then  ?  "  he  asked. 

Marechal's  hand  was  on  Louis's  wrist.  His  pulse  did 
not  vary  while  he  waited  for  an  answer* 

"  In  that  case,"  returned  Mar^chal,  "  your  Majesty 
might  hope  to  survive  some  days,  perhaps  some  weeks 
longer." 

"  Then  it  is  not  worth  while,"  was  the  reply  in  a  steady 
voice.  ''How  long  can  I  live  now,  Mar6clial?  Tell  me  the 
truth." 

''  Till  Wednesday  most  probably,  your  Majesty." 

"  Ah !  my  death  is  to  be  on  Wednesday.  It  is  well. 
It  is  not  so  hard  to  die  as  I  had  thought." 

He  said  no  more  at  that  time.  Madame  de  Maintenon 
sat  beside  him.  Pere  Letellier,  his  confessor,  and  a  Jesuit, 
hovered  about  his  bed.  In  his  hand  was  a  paper  concern- 
ing the  Bull  Unigenitus^  which  he  urged  the  King  to  sign. 
So  merciless  was  his  persistence,  that  the  attendants  turned 
him'  out  of  the  room.     The  Due  de  Maine,  and  his  brother, 


"the  end."  521 

the  Comte  de  Toulouse,  watched.  The  royal  will  and 
codicil,  sealed  with  seven  s6als,  making  Maine  virtually 
Eegent,  was  walled  up  until  the  King^s  death.  The  parlia- 
ment was  known  to  be  in  favour  of  the  Due  d'Orleans.  It 
was  needful  to  be  first  in  the  field.  Maine  never  took  his 
eyes  off  his  father.  There  lay  that  father,  his  prominent 
features  sharpened  by  approaching  death,  upon  his  bed,  such 
as  we  see  it  now,  for  no  other  monarch  has  lain  in  it  since ; 
the  tester  and  framework  of  dark  wood,  from  which  gloomy 
satin  curtains  hang,  carved  and  gilt,  and  guarded  by  a 
riLelle  or  balustrade  of  gilded  pillars,  which  none  dare  pass. 
Upon  his  feet  lay  a  counterpane,  worked  by  the  pupils 
of  Saint-Cyr.  On  the  walls,  near  enough  for  his  eye  to 
rest  upon,  hung  the  portrait  of  his  mother,  Anne  of 
Austria,  and  two  other  pictures — St.  John,  by  Eaphael, 
and  David,  by  Domenichlno.  These  pictures  never  left 
him,  even  on  his  shortest  journeys.  On  the  mantlepiece, 
near  the  bed,  was  a  bust  of  his  dead  favourite,  Adelaide 
de  Savoie. 

At  the  King's  desire,  Madame  de  Ventadour  brought  in 
the  five-year-old  Due  d'Anjou,  son  of  the  Due  de  Bourgogne, 
his  great-grandson  and  successor.  "  Allow  me  to  kiss  him, 
madame,"  said  Louis,  courteous  to  the  last.  The  child  was 
laid  upon  the  bed,  and  burst  out  crying.  Madame  de 
Ventadour  took  him  in  her  arms  to  comfort  him.  '^  My 
child,"  said  Louis,  bending  his  dim  eyes  upon  the  rosy- 
cheeked  boy,  "  you  will  soon  be  King  over  a  great  people. 
Give  thanks  to  God  for  all  you  possess.  Keep  peace  with 
your  neighbours.  I  have  loved  war  too  much.  Do  all  that 
I  have  left  undone."  Again  and  again  he  kissed  the 
frightened  child,  ere  he  would  let  him  go. 

Then  he  desired  to  speak  with  such  nobles  and  courtiers 
as  waited  without.  "  I  die,"  he  said,  "  in  the  Catholic 
faith.  I  am  myself  ignorant  of  the  merits  of  the  various 
schisms  which  divide  it.  I  have  followed  such  advice  as 
was  given  me.  If  I  have  erred,  my  advisers  alone  are 
responsible,  not  I.  I  call  God  to  witness  that  what  I 
say  is  true.  Gentlemen,  I  bid  you  all  good-bye.  Forget 
my  bad  example.    Pray  for  me." 
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Then  the  dying  monarch  turned  his  face  towards  Madame 
de  Maintenon,  who  was  seated  within-  the  ruelle  of  the  bed. 
"  Madame,"  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  regret  no  one  but 
you.  I  have  not  made  you  happy."  His  voice,  hitherto 
firm,  now  faltered.  "  But  I  have  one  consolation  in  leav- 
ing you,"  he  added,  "we  shall  soon  meet  again."  He 
tried  to  look  at  her,  but  Madame  de  Maintenon  turned  from 
him  with  disgust.     She  shuddered. 

"  What  a  rendezvous ! "  she  muttered  half  aloud.  "  He 
cares  for  no  one  but  himself."  Bolduc,  the  King's  apo- 
thecary, was  near,  and  heard  her  say  so.  That  very  day 
she  left  him  while  he  dozed,  and  drove  away  to  Saint-Cyr. 

On  Sunday,  the  1st  of  September,  Louis  died.  His 
confessor,  the  Jesuit  Letellier,  never  returned.  Madame 
de  Maintenon  remained  at  Saint-Cyr.  Save  the  Cardinal 
de  Kohan,  and  the  parish  priest  of  Versailles,  all  had  for- 
saken him.  No  sooner  had  he  breathed  his  last,  than  pro- 
cautions  were  necessary  to  guard  his  body  from  insult. 

While  the  first  lord  in  waiting,  standing  at  the  central 
window  within  the  royal  bedchamber  which  overlooks  the 
Cour  de  Marbre,  the  town  of  Versailles,  and  the  forest, 
broke  his  baton  of  office,  shouting  in  a  loud  voice,  "  The 
King  is  dead  !  Long  live  the  King ! "  blasphemous  songs 
and  brutal  jests  passed  from  group  to  group  of  low  women 
gathered  along  the  streets. 

Wh^i  the  funeral  procession  left  Versailles,  almost 
secretly  in  the  twilight,  reaching  the  Bois  de  Boulogne 
and  the  plain  of  Saint-Denis  by  tracks  and  country  roads, 
crowds  followed  it,  bellowing  horrible  imprecations.  Along 
the  causeway,  outside  the  barriers  of  Versailles,  temporary 
tents  were  pitched,  where  peasants  stood,  glass  in  hand, 
to  toast  the  corpse  with  curses.  These  peasants  and  the 
townsmen  of  Versailles  had  heard  of  millions  squandered 
on  royal  mistresses,  while  the  people  starved;  of  war 
abroad  and  persecutions  at  home ;  of  intolerance  which 
spared  no  one ;  of  ruin,  exile,  imprisonment,  and  torture. 
The  coimtry  people  and  the  populace  did  not  acknowledge 
the  dead  as  Louis  the  Great.  The  citizens  hated  him. 
These  men  neither  knew  nor  cared  that  he  had  a  sonorous 
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voice,  a  measured  and  solemn  delivery  that  gave  weight 
to  his  smallest  utterances,  that  leading  a  life  of  vice  he 
observed  outward  decorum,  that  he  had  a  majestic  presence 
and  a  stately  manner.  These  men  weighed  him — ^manners 
against  acts,  life  against  words — and  found  him  wanting. 
Posterity  readjusted  the  scales  and  pronounced  them  just. 
The  great  Eevolution  declared  the  balance.  Louis  XVI. 
expiated  the  crimes  of  his  ancestors  on  the  scaffold. 


NOTES. 


Note  1,  p.  8. 

Francis  I.,  bom  at  Cognac,  was  the  only  son  of  Charles  d'Orleans, 
Dnc  d*Angouleme.  After  the  death  of  two  sons,  bom  to  Louis  XII. 
by  his  wife,  Anne  de  Bretagne,  he  created  his  relative,  Francis,  Dnc 
de  Yalois,  married  him  to  his  daughter,  Claude,  and  selected  him 
as  his  successor  to  the  throne. 

Note  2,  p.  16. 

Saint-Germain  TAuxerrois,  one  of  the  oldest  churches  in  France, 
dedicated  to  St.  Germain,  Bishop  of  Paris,  by  Chilperic.  Saint-Germain 
TAuxerrois,  Saint-Etienne  du  Mont,  the  Hotel  de  Clugny,  and  the  Hotel 
de  Sens,  all  dating  from  a  very  early  period,  still  remain. 

Note  8,  p.  17. 

Gentille  Agnes  plus  de  loy  tu  merite, 
La  cause  etait  de  France  recouvrir ; 
Que  ce  que  pent  dedans  un  cloitre  ouvrir, 
Close  nonnaine  ?  on  bien  devot  hermite  ? 

Note  4,  p.  24. 

The  Due  d'Alen9on,  husband  of  Marguerite  de  Valois,  sister  of  Francis, 
who  commanded  the  left  wing  of  the  French  army,  was  the  only  man 
who  showed  himself  a  coward  at  Pavia.  He  turned  and  fled,  with  his 
whole  division. 

Note  6,  p.  87. 

Triboulet  had  been  court  fool  to  Louis  XII.,  who  first  discerr** '  Jiis 
good  qualities,  and  rescued  him  from  a  most  forlorn  position.  *  ^  t>u- 
let*8  sayings  are  almost  a  chronicle  of  the  time,  so  much  was  1  ixed 
up  with  the  life  of  the  two  sovereigns  he  served.  Brusque!,  who 
compiled  the  **  Fools*  Calendar,**  succeeded  him  in  the  office  of  jester 
to  Francis. 
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Note  6,  p.  44. 

Francis's  exact  words,  according  to  Da  Bellay,  were — **  Lea  Guises 
mettront  mes  enfans  en  poorpoint  et  mon  panvre  peaple  en  chemise.*' 
This  prophecy  was  poetised  into  the  following  verse : — 

**  Frani^ois  premier  predit  ce  mot, 
Qne  ceux  de  la  maison  de  Guise, 
Mettraient  ses  enfans  en  ponrpoint 
Et  son  pauvre  peaple  en  chemise." 

Note  7,  p.  49. 

The  Palace  des  Tonmelles  (so  named  from  its  many  towers)  stood  in 
the  Rue  Saint- Antoine,  opposite  the  Hotel  de  Saint-Paul,  upon  the  site  of 
the  Place  Rdyale.  Charles  YI.  was  confined  here  when  insane,  hy  his 
wife,  Isabeau  de  Baviere.  The  Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent  of  France  for 
Henry  YL,  a  minor,  lodged  here.  After  the  expulsion  of  the  English 
from  Paris,  Charles  YU.  made  it  his  residence.  Louis  XI.  and  Louis  XII. 
inhabited  it.     The  latter  monarch  died  here. 

Note  8,  p.  64. 

Another  cotemporary  says  that  the  Queen  of  Navarre  was  invited 
to  Marcel's,  the  Prevot  of  Paris,  where,  having  eaten  some  confitures, 
she  fell  sick,  and  died  five  days  afterwards. 

Note  9,  p.  67. 

Charles  de  Guise,  Cardinal  de  Lorraine,  was  Minister  under  Francis  II. 
and  Charles  IX.  He  endeavoured,  without  success,  to  introduce  the 
Inquisition  into  Friuice. 

Note  10,  p.  79. 

No  sooner  had  Catherine  de  Medici  built  the  Tuileries,  than  she  left 
it  to  inhabit  the  Hotel  de  Soissons  (then  called  Hotel  de  la  Reine),  in 
the  parish  of  Saint-Eustaiche,  in  consequence  of  a  prediction  that  she 
would  die  at  Saint-Germain.  The  Hotel  de  Soissons,  as  well  as  the  Hotel 
de  Nesle,  is  now  amalgamated  into  the  Halle  au  Bles.  At  the  Hotel  de 
Soissons,  Catherine  lived  for  some  years  before  her  death. 

Note  11,  p.  102. 

Coligni  was  prosecuted  as  accessory  to  the  murder  of  Francis,  Due  de 
Guise,  by  his  widow,  Anna  di  Ferrara,  but  no  sentence  was  pronounced. 

Note  12,  p.  104. 
n  de  Navarre  then  went  to  le  preche,  Marguerite  to  mass. 

''^'"  Note  18,  p.  106. 

*'  Memoirs  and  Letters  of  Marguerite  de  Yalois,"  published  by  the 
Societe  de  L'Histoire  de  France,  by  M.  Guessand,  1842. 
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Note  14,  p.  110. 

Coligni's  head  was  ont  off,  embalmed,  and  sent  to  Rome  as  a  trophy. 
His  remains  were  collected  and  buried  by  his  friend,  Montmorenci,  at 
Ghantilly.  Before  their  removal  from  Montfancon,  Charles  and  all  his 
Court  rode  to  see  them.  One  of  the  courtiers  observed  *'  that  the  body 
smelt  foul.**  "  Nay,**  replied  Charles,  '*  the  body  of  an  enemy  always 
smells  sweet.*' 

Note  16,  p.  111. 

SuLLT*s  Account  of  the  Massacbe  of  St.  Babtholomew. 
**I  felt  myself  awakened  at  three  hours  after  midnight  by  the  loud 
ringing  of  all  the  bells,  and  the  confused  cries  of  the  populace.  My 
governor,  Saint-Just,  and  my  valet  went  out.  I  never  heard  any  more 
of  them.  I  continued  alone  in  my  chamber,  dressing  myself,  when  in  a 
few  moments  I  saw  my  landlord  enter,  pale  and  astonished.  He  was  of 
the  reformed  religion.  He  came  to  persuade  me  to  go  with  him  to  mass. 
I  did  not  think  proper  to  follow  him,  but  resolved  to  try  if  I  could  gain 
the  College  of  Burgundy,  where  I  studied,  notwithstanding  the  distance 
it  was  from  the  house  where  I  lodged,  which  made  the  attempt  very 
perilous.  I  put  on  my  scholar*s  robe,  and  taking  a  large  prayer-book 
under  my  arm,  I  went  out.  Upon  entering  the  street,  I  was  seized 
with  horror  at  the  sight  of  the  furies  who  rushed  from  all  parts,  and 
burst  open  the  houses,  bawling  out  *  Slaughter,  slaughter — massacre 
the  Huguenots  !  *  the  blood  which  I  saw  shed  before  my  eyes  redoubled 
my  terror.  I  fell  into  the  midst  of  a  body  of  guards;  they  stopped 
me,  questioned  me,  and  were  beginning  to  use  me  ill,  when,  happily  for 
me,  tiie  book  that  I  carried  was  perceived,  and  served  me  as  a  passport. 
At  last  I  arrived  at  the  College  of  Burgundy,  when  a  danger  far  greater 
than  any  I  had  yet  met  with  awaited  me.  The  porter  having  twice  refused 
me  entrance,  I  remained  in  the  midst  of  the  street,  at  the  mercy  of  the 
Catholic  furies,  whose  numbers  increased  every  moment,  and  who  were 
evidently  in  quest  of  their  prey,  when  I  bethought  myself  of  calling  for 
the  principal  of  the  college.  La  Faye,  a  good  man,  who  loved  me  ten- 
derly. The  porter,  gained  by  some  small  pieces  of  money  which  I  put 
into  his  hand,  did  not  fail  to  make  him  come  at  once.  This  honest 
man  led  me  into  his  chamber.  Here  two  inhuman  priests,  whom  I 
heard  make  mention  of  the  Sicilian  Vespers,  wanted  to  force  me  from 
him,  that  they  might  cut  me  in  pieces,  saying,  *  The  order  was  to  kill  to 
the  very  infants  at  the  breast  1  *  All  that  La  Faye  could  do  was  to 
conduct  me  secretly  to  a  remote  closet,  where  he  locked  mo  up.  I  was 
there  confined  three  days,  uncertain  of  my  destiny,  receiving  succour 
only  from  a  domestic  belonging  to  this  charitable  man,  who  brought  me 
from  time  to  time  something  to  preserve  my  life.'* 

Note  16,  p.  118. 

According  to  Dufresnay,  "Tables  Chronologiques,'*  vol.  ii.,  seventy 
thousand  Huguenots  perished  in  the  massacre  of  St.  Bartholomew, 
which  lasted  seven  days  and  seven  nights.  One  man  boasted  that  he 
had  killed  four  hundred  with  his  own  hand. 
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Note  17,  p.  116. 

It  was  the  renown  of  these  victories  that  gained  for  Henry  the  crown 
of  Poland. 

Note  18,  p.  128. 

Comte  d'Anvergne,  son  of  Charles  IX.  by  Marie  Tonchet,  illegitimate 
nephew  of  Henry  HI.  and  half-brother  of  Hemiette  d'Entragnes. 

Note  19,  p.  131. 

Henry  lY.  was  the  son  of  Antoine  de  Bonrbon,  Bnc  de  Vendome, 
and  of  Jeanne  d'Albret,  only  daughter  of  Henri  d'Albret,  King  of  Navarre, 
married  to  Marguerite  d'Alen9on,  sister  of  Francis  I.,  the  widow  of  the 
Due  d'Alen9on. 

Note  20,  p.  134. 

Chicot  was  a  Glascon,  jester  to  Henry  lY.  His  spedalite  was  intense 
hatred  to  the  Due  de  Mayenne,  whom  he  constantly  attempted  to  attack. 
During  an  engagement  at  Bures,  he  made  prisoner  the  Comte  de  Cha- 
ligny,  and  carried  him  into  Henry*s  presence.  "  Tien$!**  said  he,  "this 
is  my  prisoner.*'  Chaligny  was  so  enraged  at  having  been  captured  by 
a  buffoon,  that  he  poniarded  Chicot  on  the  spot. 

Note  21,  p.  207. 
Marie  de  Medici  died  in  poverty  at  Cologne,  aged  sixty-nine. 

Note  22,  p.  210. 

The  Duchesse  de  Montbazon  died  suddenly  at  Paris  of  measles. 
De  Ranee  was  in  the  country  at  the  time ;  no  one  dared  tell  him  what 
had  happened.  On  his  return  to  Paris  he  ran  up  the  stairs  into  her 
rooms,  expecting  to  find  her.  There  he  found  an  open  coffin,  containing 
the  corpse  of  Madame  de  Montbazon.  The  head  was  severed  from  the 
body  (the  coffin  having  been  made  too  short),  and  lay  outside  on  the 
winding  sheet.  Such  is  the  story  according  to  the  *'  Veritable  Motifs 
de  la  Conversion  de  TAbb^  de  la  Trappe.*'  Other  authorities  contradict 
these  details. 

Note  23,  p.  283. 

Now  the  military  hospital  of  the  Yal  de  Grace,  277,  Bue  Saint- Jacques. 
Anne  of  Austria  having  been  married  twenty-two  years  without  issue, 
vowed  that  she  would  build  a  new  church  within  the  convent,  if  she 
bore  an  heir  to  the  throne.  Alter  the  death  of  her  husband,  Louis 
XIII.,  she  fulfilled  her  vow.  The  first  stone  of  the  present  church  was 
laid  in  1645,  by  her  son,  Louis  XIV. 

THE   END. 
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